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

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

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

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

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

​“Sir Harold,” I responded back.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

______________________________________

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

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

​“Your Highness,” I said solemnly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, I do, Marisol,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please, do explain!” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The End

If you enjoyed this story please leave a review.  Feedback and criticism is highly appreciated to help me improve.
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