A Princely Gift

By: Red Rocktober

The three were headed slowly across the Great Zora Bridge, away from the city. The sky was clear for once, and the blue stones beneath their feet was starting to dry.

“How can I ever thank you, Link? You truly have saved my people, my home.”

Prince Sidon looked down at Link as they walked, his head above even the shoulders of Faloraa, Link’s giant horse.

The young Hylian really couldn’t think of much else he could possibly ask for from the Zora. He had already received Mipha’s Grace, the Zora Armor, as well as the Lightscale Spear.

“Ah, you’ve already given us many gifts, Prince Sidon. Besides, it is my duty to help,” Link replied somewhat sheepishly. He was a little intimidated next to the tall, muscular Zora. His eyes traveled down the Prince’s rippling abs, blushing as he took in the surprisingly feminine waist, accentuated by the metal belt sitting on Sidon’s hips.

The Prince rubbed his chin, head-tail bouncing lightly behind him as they strolled. He blinked his yellow eyes as a ray of sun hit them.

“Surely there is something more we could do to show how much we appreciate what you have done for us…what you will do for us as you continue on to take on Calamity Ganon.” He paused in thought, the loud “clop-clop” of Faloraa’s hooves the only sound other than the dull roar of the Zora River below them.

Sidon stopped, his red skin glistening in the sun, and the others stopped as well. Reaching out he placed a huge hand on Link’s shoulder.

“I mean it, Champion. You have earned the right to ask whatever your heart may desire that is within my power, as a Zora Prince, to grant. I shall personally see to it.” He lingered on the word “personally,” flashing a grin with all his pointed teeth on display.

Link swallowed hard, suddenly and acutely aware that Sidon, like most of the Zora, wore basically nothing. Only a few bits of jewelry, the belt for his sword, some golden cords adorning his epaulets. Before the implications of what the big fish-man said could really settle in, Faloraa interrupted them with a whinny. They both turned to look at him. The big horse nosed Sidon, pushing the soft muzzle against his broad, muscular chest.

Link immediately understood what Faloraa wanted and blushed, unsure of how to tell Sidon. He didn’t think, despite what the other man had just said, that he could realistically ask the Prince of the Zora to service his horse that way. He knew the big beast needed it, it wasn’t often they found someone who could handle Faloraa’s monstrous cock, but he realized Sidon’s size meant he might be able to.

Fortunately for the Hylian, Sidon was fairly perceptive and knew what Faloraa was trying to tell him. The red Zora put a hand on Faloraa’s face and looked into the horse’s eye.

“Oh, I suppose it would only be right for me to thank you as well big guy. After all, you are as much a hero as him.” Sidon bent to the side to look under the horse at the tree-trunk of a cock hanging below Faloraa’s belly, half extended from its sheath already, testes the size of melons dangling in their black-skinned sack behind it.

“Come on then. It wouldn’t be very princely of me to rut on the middle of the Zora Bridge for all to see, now would it?” he said with a laugh and a grin. Turning he strode down the bridge, Link hurrying to catch up but Faloraa easily keeping pace with Sidon’s long stride. Shortly, they made it to isolated peak in the middle of Ruto Lake, but continued across the water. The horse’s massive pole remained half hard, nearly dragging the ground under its own weight.

“Let’s step off the path a little bit, only the Zora ever bother to come up here,” Sidon said as he turned east, headed up towards where Link knew the Seventh Zora Monument stood, carved into the bare rock of the mountainside.

Once they reached it, Prince Sidon turned to Faloraa and stroked the horse’s long, fiery mane, the silky black hair down his back. He gave the stallion’s rump a playful smack, eliciting a chuff and excited head shake. The horse’s jet black eyes gleamed with delight and anticipation. Sidon knelt down, though his height meant he still had to bend over to actually get underneath the horse despite its size.

With an appreciative “hmm,” the Zora royalty took hold of the thick, veined member, gently squeezing and stroking its length. The skin was soft, though it surrounded a slowly-hardening shaft. Faloraa’s balls shifted in their sack in response to the fish-man’s tender touches, his cock twitching and extending to its full length. It was roughly the size of Sidon’s leg, both in length and girth, and Sidon’s thighs were thickly muscled.

Sidon’s twin claspers were now at full mast, impressive in their own right. The Prince towered above most Zora so Link suspected it was almost as difficult for him to find a compatible mate among his own kind as it was for Faloraa. Sidon continued to stroke the stallion’s member, thick drops of precum beginning to ooze out of the hole at its tip and fall to the ground with a quiet patter.

He lay down on the cool grass below the horse, scooting down until the enormous cock was directly above him, running more or less from his pelvis to his head, the tip just above his neck. Reaching up he took hold of it once more, working its entire length, watching the skin stretch and scrunch along the shaft. A clear glob of precum dropped onto his chest.

Once he was sure the stud was fully hard he shifted, his head-tail a little uncomfortable underneath him. Crouching under Faloraa he licked the tip of the enormous horsecock, running his tongue all over the flat head, pushing it into the pisshole, lapping up the salty fluid slowly oozing out. Faloraa stood still, allowing Prince Sidon to pleasure him.

Crawling down, the heavy rod warm on his back, he made it to the huge balls. He lifted each one, impressed with their weight, sure they would produce a huge amount of cum. Sidon stroked them, watching as they shifted in their sack. Careful not to snag the sensitive skin on his prominent brow fins, he tilted his head back and gave the sack a lick, the skin admittedly musky both in smell and taste.

Faloraa stomped his rear hooves, the comparatively small tongue of the Zora prince almost tickling his balls, causing him to flex his pelvic muscles. His cock twitched upwards, falling onto Sidon’s back with an audible thud that any smaller or less brawny man would have collapsed under. His pale yellow eyes closed, he took in the scent and continued to lick, the taste driving a primal part of his brain onward.

Sure the steed was ready for something a little more direct, he climbed out from under the big beast and stood, orange-tipped arm fins fluttering in the warm breeze. He unhooked the blue jeweled belt and tossed it a little unceremoniously onto the ground, surprising Link with his casual attitude towards such a priceless article.

With another playful slap on Faloraa’s flank, Sidon, Prince of Zora’s Domain, walked over and put his hands flat on the carved monument, scooting his feet behind him and poking his well toned rear out at the horse. Head-fin flopping, he turned to look over his shoulder and reached back to flip his skirt-like dorsal fin up to reveal the muscled cheeks, spread enough to show his hole. His claspers hung in front, throbbing and hard.

“Come, noble stallion, and take the finest reward the Zora can offer you!” he shouted with his booming tenor voice that betrayed no nervousness about the size of the unit about to stretch him open.

With a whinny that tossed his bright orange mane, Faloraa reared back onto his hind legs for a moment before landing back on the grass with a heavy thump, hooves creating divots in the dirt. He took a few steps forward, legs on either side of the Prince. His chest pressed against Sidon’s back and his cock pushed somewhat aimlessly against the Zora’s backside.

“A hand if you don’t mind, Link?” Sidon asked, unable to really reach back to guide the horse’s massive cock to his hole.

Link shrugged and walked up next to the two, grabbing hold of his mount’s meaty piece, trying to direct it as Faloraa had already begun thrusting his hips, pushing forward, cock twitching and jumping as he tried to find his target. He finally got the tip to its intended entrance and with a huff the horse slammed it home.

“Ah, ahaa!” Sidon cried out, grimacing, but not recoiling as the huge horsecock penetrated him to the hilt, Faloraa’s heavy balls slapping his thighs. He felt his abdomen stretching as his bowels were suddenly filled with the stallion’s spear. The Prince of Zora’s Domain merely braced himself against the monument wall as the steed began thrusting hard and fast, fucking Sidon with animal abandon.

His claspers slapped up against his own stomach with each pounding thrust, his hole stretched well beyond anything he’d ever experienced. Despite his battle-hardened body’s pain tolerance, he had not been completely confident he would be able to take the entire thing. And while he would have preferred a slower start, there wasn’t anything to be done for it at that point.

Faloraa was working himself into a frenzy, the intensity of Sidon’s entrance, the tight squeeze from his internal muscles rippling along his length, unlike anything he’d felt. It beat the hell out of dry humping a hay bale or the rough hands of the Gorons.

Sidon’s eyes rolled back in his head as he lost himself to the heat surrounding him from the horse’s body against his back, and filling him from within. He was overwhelmed as the stallion pistoned in and out of his backside, railing him. Each inward thrust felt like he was going to burst, but each withdrawal left him feeling oddly empty. The massive cock somehow felt even larger than it looked. He could feel each vein as it slid past his entrance, each ridge. His chest was heaving as he struggled to keep himself up, the huge balls threatening to buckle his legs each time they slammed into his thighs.

It did not take long before Faloraa was ready to cum. Link watched on in awe as Sidon took the immense horsecock with apparent ease, his hole dragging outwards to grip the massive dong only to be shoved roughly back in. He saw his stallion’s balls retract, pulling upwards in their sack as they prepared to empty their hefty load into the Zora.

With a neigh, his flame-orange tail fluttering in the wind, Faloraa came. Sidon could feel the already thick cock get even thicker as the stallion’s tip flared, stretching his insides to their limit. The Prince’s eyes snapped open as the pressure inside him suddenly grew, the horse pumping his cum deep into the Zora’s intestines.

Faloraa’s entire body shook, his muscles rippling as his orgasm continued, his huge horsecock pulsing in Sidon’s backside as he shot blast after blast of thick seed into the Prince. Sidon’s twin claspers throbbed, close to orgasm himself from the pressure against his prostate.

The huge horse, cum still oozing from his slowly softening shaft, took several steps backwards, pulling himself from Prince Sidon with a loud squelch. The thick white seed flowed from Sidon’s abused hole before he could clench it shut, running down his legs and pooling at his feet. He turned around, but before he could say anything the sound of water hitting the dirt hit his ears. The acrid scent of urine filled his nose, and with a grin he realized Faloraa was now emptying his bladder.

Without hesitation he sat down on the ground and scooted under the huge mount, positioning himself in the golden stream. It hit his chest with surprising force, splashing loudly against him, droplets glistening all over his white and red scaled body. Sidon took hold of both claspers in one hand, pumping the ridged rods in his fist as the horse drenched him in piss.

As Faloraa’s cock continued to soften it pointed further downwards, the stream arcing out lower and lower until is was spraying directly onto Sidon’s crotch, dripping off of his balls and pooling under his ass. The Zora prince was jerking himself rapidly, thrusting upwards into his hand, double shafts slick and wet from the piss. He closed his eyes again, broad chest heaving as he approached climax.

“By the River!” he shouted, twin ropes of cum shooting upwards from his cocks, splattering on the horse’s stomach, sticking for a moment before dripping back down onto Sidon’s abs. His thrusting hips stuttered then froze, pleasure washing over him like the stallion’s urine was, in warm, pulsating waves.

Covered in his own cum, seed still seeping from his hole, and wet with piss, Sidon clambered out from under the horse, standing with a grin. Faloraa’s bladder continued to empty onto the grass, pattering loudly as the pressure dug a small divot in the dirt. The Prince slapped Faloraa’s side with a laugh.

“Now that was a Princely gift, wouldn’t you say?”

Faloraa tossed his head in agreement, satisfied and relieved on several levels.

Prince Sidon turned to Link, his wet skin gleaming in the late afternoon sun.

“And with that, my young Hylian, I must get back to the Domain. But if ever you, or this gorgeous stallion of yours, ever need what services the Zora can provide, you’re always welcome.” He walked back down the hillside, stride calm and confident despite the mix of equine fluids filling and covering him.

The Prince walked down to the cliffside, and with a deep breath dove into Lake Ruto, the cleansing water flowing from Zora’s domain washing off the evidence of his coupling. When he had made the offer, he had expected Link to accept the pass; he had never expected the enormous steed to be the one to take him. He wasn’t upset, in fact he was quite pleased. His hole was sore, but his insides were warm and pleasantly full. He sincerely hoped the two would come back, and perhaps he could enjoy them together.[image: image1.png]Seelie Court Press
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