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En route to meet her handsome prince,
Princess Svana begs her waiting-maid Rosamunda for a quick cuddle.
Rosamunda complies, then takes by force the princess' royal
apparel. Before Svana can say, "Identity Theft," the waiting-maid
marries her prince and the poor princess must take a job minding
geese. When the perv-y goose boy vexes her, the aged king hatches a
plan to get Rosamunda to reveal her identity.

 


 


The Goose Girl

 


Once upon a time, there were two old queens
who raised a beautiful daughter. With the undying love of the
community and a positive relationship with her birth mother,
Princess Svana, the mistress of her castle, grew into a happy and
well-adjusted individual. Her ideology embraced the concepts of
freedom and justice for all, a philosophy not particularly common
in the feudal era, but Svana always was ahead of her time.

When she was quite young, Princess Svana was
betrothed to a fabulous prince whose father was a friend of the
queens' from way back in the disco epoch. Even the tabloid reports
confirmed prince Everitt was honorable, open-minded and handsome as
a fairy's own child. Svana couldn't have been more delighted with
the choice, or more excited about her future prospects. Despite her
personal principles, the queens had taught her the overarching
importance of good looks. A handsome husband meant everything.

On the occasion of her eighteenth birthday,
it was time for Svana to take her leave of the caring queens and
marry the good royal. Unfortunately, prince Everitt lived at a
great distance. In preparation of her departure, the aged queens
packed for their daughter many costly trinkets, jewels, and cups
made of gold and silver. In short, they sent with Svana everything
which appertained to a royal dowry, for they loved their baby girl
with all their hearts.

As you might expect, Svana was not
particularly happy to leave behind her many friends, the beloved
queens, her birth mom, her pets, and that green grocer who never
forgot to import a few mangos from faraway lands. So, to appease
their darling daughter, the queens sent along a maid-in-waiting,
Rosamunda. The strong-as-an-ox servant was to ride with the
princess and hand her over to the bridegroom, making very certain
nobody messed with their baby girl along the way. And messing with
Svana was a distinct temptation for all who beheld her, such was
her incredible beauty. Apart from that one time with the green
grocer, which didn't really count since it was underwater, she'd
managed to keep herself relatively un-messed-with.

When the hour of parting arrived, the aged queens
and b-mom stood around their girl, weeping into a communal
handkerchief. How sad they were to see Svana go. In that moment,
darling b-mom took a small knife from the pocket of her frock and
cut her own finger. She held the tear-stained hanky to it, allowing
three drops of crimson peasant blood to absorb into the white
fabric. Feeling rather out in the cold, the queens pierced their
own fingers, but could not coax a single drop of blue blood from
their bodies.

With a knowing smile, b-mom gave the hanky
to her only daughter and said, "Dear child, preserve this
carefully. It will be of service to you on your way."

They embraced, the two queens, Svana, and
her birth mother, one last time, kissing each other's tear-stained
cheeks and wishing one another the best of health and fortune. It
would be a long while before they would all be together again, they
knew. Svana would miss her progenitor and her adoptive parents
every day of her existence, until they met once more in the castle
under her rule. Taking sorrowful leave of her mom and the queens,
the princess stuck the bloodstained piece of cloth in her tight
bosom, mounted her horse, and went away to her bridegroom.

* * *

Each woman, both the princess and the maid,
Rosamunda, had a horse for the journey, but there was something
quite unique about the mare the queens' daughter rode. She was
called Falada, and possessed the uncanny ability to speak. Svana
had found this quality rather unsettling at the start, but now took
comfort in the horse's low rumbling tones and higher, lilting
whinnies. As Rosamunda went on ahead, Svana confessed her
apprehensions as well as her exhilaration to the mare, and in
speaking the words felt much more at peace in her journey.

After riding Falada, the speaking mare, for
some distance, Svana began to feel a delicious sensation between
her legs. The rhythmic bouncing pressure against her lower lips
generated an undeniably pleasant heat at the apex of her thighs.
This was by far her favorite part of riding, this beautiful wet
burn. In time, she could no longer bear the suspended bliss of it
and, bringing Falada to a halt in the center of a vast field, Svana
surprised her waiting-maid with a request:

"Oh, my dearest Rosamunda, riding this way
has my precious cavern flowing with love nectar. I feel I would die
without immediate gratification. I beg you, dismount, and take a
drink from my cup."

"You have got to be
kidding me," Rosamunda replied, halting her ride as well. "First of
all, precious cavern? Love nectar?
Who the hell talks like that, Miss Priss? If
you're horny, you can bloody well get yourself off. I don't choose
to be your servant."

Svana was not surprised by her maid's harsh
words. They had grown accustomed to one another's ways, even in
this short time together. So, in her great thirst, the princess
laid her head down on Falada’s great rump. After pulling her skirt
tails up well over her waist, Svana tapped with one finger at her
engorged lower lips. So sensitive were they from the riding that
even the slightest pressure sent waves of pleasure throughout her
body.

The wetness between her thighs was hardly a
shock, for Svana's pussy was extremely responsive. She was every
bit as likely to appreciate a codpiece askew as she was to behold
the great tumbling cleavage of a peasant woman. Bodies delighted
her eyes, and as she observed the puffy white clouds against the
bright blue sky, she reflected upon such bawdy sights as those.

Rubbing her fingers against the juicy folds
of her craving cunt, Svana panted and moaned. Her ample breasts
jumped as she fingered herself, her stiff nipples popping out from
under her corset. Her nipples were nearly as dark as the red of her
bodice, though her flesh was nowhere near as gold as the precious
thread woven through. Stroking the waters of her swollen pussy, the
princess abandoned herself to the immensity of her personal
pleasure. She rubbed faster and faster, her big breasts bouncing,
until the pleasure was so vast she had to squeeze her eyes shut
just to stay sane. Gritting her teeth, Svana yelped like a pup as
every fiber of her being jumped for joy.

Oh, her thirst was slaked, but how her hand
ached. Perhaps she was developing carpel tunnel syndrome. Or
repetitive stress disorder.

When the princess regained her composure,
she sat upright on Falada's back only to realize how sopping wet
her underskirts had become. It was nothing if not a pleasant
reminder of the day's self-induced gratification. As she arranged
her freed breasts back into her corset, Svana was overcome with a
sudden realization that quickly evolved into panic: what had become
of the bloodstained handkerchief her birth mother had given her?
She'd pressed it between her breasts before they'd taken leave of
the castle, and now it was nowhere to be found.

"Ah, heaven," the princess cried, hopping
from her horse to explore her surroundings.

Falada nuzzled the distraught girl, then
cocked her head to indicate where the hanky had fallen. As Svana
breathed a relieved sigh and bent to pick it up, the talking mare
stated,

"If this your mother knew,

Her heart would break in two."

"What does that mean?"
Svana shoved the square of fabric safely between her breasts.
"If what my
mother knew?"

The speaking mare only whinnied. Svana
mounted her horse. Where had her maid-in-waiting gone? The horse
remained, but Rosamunda was nowhere to be seen.

"Rosamunda? Rosamunda!" Svana rode Falada in
circles around the clearing, calling for her maid until the servant
appeared on the scene with a jewel-encrusted cup of water in hand.
"Rosamunda, dear maid, where in the world have you been all this
time?"

Rosamunda shrugged. "You've slaked your
thirst, now I am slaking mine." And, having spoken brashly to the
princess, she guzzled the wet contents of Svana's chalice.

"But you drink from my golden cup," Svana
whined. "The queens packed that for me, as part of my dowry. It
isn't yours to use, and certainly not without permission."

Again, Rosamunda shrugged. "I would have
asked, but you were busy."

* * *

Some miles further on, the women found themselves
galloping over hill and dale. The warm wind combed Svana's golden
hair while Rosamunda's dark locks thrashed behind her back like a
furious whip. Again, the princess ached with delight each time her
pussy fell hard against Falada's broad back. Every beat was a
spanking against her naughty little lips, and she could feel the
wetness developing once again between her thighs. Oh, the pleasure
was too much to bear.

Bringing the horse to a halt on a grassy
plateau, Svana turned again to rugged Rosamunda. Svana had already
forgotten the girl's ill words of earlier that day.

"Oh, my dearest Rosamunda," the princess
repeated. "Riding this way has my precious cavern desperate for .
gratification. I beseech you a thousand times over, dismount, and
take a drink from my cup."

Rosamunda's resistance wore away a touch.
"If I do dismount and drink from your cup, what will you do for me?
After all, I don't choose to be your maid."

The day was warm, the sun scorching the
hilltop, and Svana knew her maid must be thirsty once more. "I will
let you drink from my golden cup afterwards. You may fill it with
spring water as many times as you wish, if only you will do me this
one kind favor."

"It's not a great offer." Rosamunda
considered, "But what the hell? Not much else to do up here."

After dismounting from their horses, the
women tumbled onto the green grass. Giggling, Svana rolled onto her
back while Rosamunda pushed up her many skirts.

"Why, the bush down here is dark as night!
How is that, when your hair is light as gold?" Rosamunda asked.

"I bleach my locks, okay?"
Svana wrapped her legs around Rosamunda's shoulders as the maid
looked up at her inquisitively. "Hey, don't judge me.
You try being a princess
with mousy brown hair. It just doesn't work. If you're going to be
loved and adored by your subjects, you have to be blonde. Gentlemen
prefer it."

"All right! Don't have a stroke." Rosamunda
obviously hadn't anticipated an ambush in the bush. "I will do as
you wish."

And so, no stranger to country ways, the
maid-in-waiting nuzzled the Svana's tumescent clit with her wide
nose, pressing against it as she licked Svana's hole. Her gaping
cunt growled, heavy with hunger as she giggled in delight, tossing
and turning in the grass. Every so often, she leaned forward to
watch. The waiting-made was not attractive in any conventional
sense, but her hard, mannish face had its own allure.

Rosamunda set her tongue flat and firm
against Svana’s cunt, and licked the juicy folds like a hungry
beast. What refreshment the maid must find in those tangy waters!
The sweet and heavy smell of her sopping pussy made Svana’s senses
soar. Was there anything better in all the world than being
consumed by a bold and hearty woman who was not bound by decency,
rank and propriety?

When Rosamunda thrust two fingers into
Svana’s ready hole, she reveled in the sensation. She was a lucky
princess indeed to have a waiting-maid with such stupendously large
digits. Svana dug into her corset of red and gold in search of hard
nipples to squeeze. Her buds were rosy even as she secured them.
When she brought them out into the sunshine and pressed them
between her fingers and thumbs, a bolt like lightning assaulted her
body. Her pussy rang like a church bell around Rosamunda's fingers,
compressing their mass and increasing the beautiful friction within
her wet channel.

The maid flicked relentlessly at her clit,
which stood steady and strong as a soldier at arms. Purring like a
kitten, Svana pressed her thighs against Rosamunda's ears. That's
when the maid, petting the spongy spot inside Svana's hot pussy,
began sucking vigorously at her erect pink bud. Svana gasped at the
unexpected sensation. She felt almost as though she'd
instantaneously grown a cock, and Rosamunda now had it in her hot,
wet mouth. Kicking her feet against Rosamunda’s muscular back,
Svana cried out a string of encouragements. It was not simply the
magnificent sensation, but the view of her rough maid consuming
her, that urged Svana’s belly to quake with a familiar sensation.
Her thighs trembled and she inched her heels upward until they
rested upon Rosamunda’s shoulders. Svana bore down against
Rosamunda’s mouth, bucking and gyrating, soaking the maid’s lips
with her juice. In turn, Rosamunda bit down gently upon Svana's
slippery clit, alternately sucking and licking, still thrusting fat
fingers in and out of Svana’s cunt until she exploded. Pulling at
the fiery woman's black locks, Svana shrieked like a banshee,
soaking her maid's square chin with the waters of her arousal.

Rosamunda pulled away, wiping her mouth on
the sleeve of her simple green gown. Her ecstatic pleasure gave way
to calmer bliss. In the grass, eyes closed and absorbing the fresh
sunlight, Svana lounged like her bones had fallen out.

Something else had fallen out, too—the
precious hanky stained with b-mom's blood. Scooping it up as the
princess slumbered, the servant woman grabbed the golden cup and
set off on foot to fetch some water from the nearby spring.

While she was there, the waiting-maid
launched the bloodied cloth into the waters and watched as it
swirled and whirled and disappeared downstream.

* * *

Svana awoke, her flesh hot and bothered by
the sun's mighty rays. Rosamunda stood against her mare holding a
jewel-encrusted cup.

"Ah," Svana yawned. "You may go to fetch
your drink now, Rosamunda."

The waiting-maid laughed haughtily. "I have
been and returned from my drink, and now I shall leave on your mare
and marry your prince."

"You'll do what, now?"
Svana rubbed her eyes. Was this a
joke? But Rosamunda was not one for
foolishness…

"Check your bosom for that filthy
hanky."

The bottom dropped out of Svana's stomach,
even before she attempted to retrieve the hanky. It wasn't there,
of course. Her breasts, slightly bronzed from exposure to the
intense sunlight, hung free from her gown. She looked all about,
her heart thumping wildly in her chest. Neither was her hanky in
the grass nearby, nor was it anywhere to be found. What had become
of that precious blood?

"I've disposed of it and now it's gone and
you are weak and powerless."

"I am?" Beyond her astonishment at
Rosamunda's words, Svana felt numb.

"You are," the waiting-maid responded. "And
so I shall be princess and you shall be servant."

"Ah, heaven," Svana sighed. She felt no
reason to question Rosamunda's divine knowledge. After all, the
maid was older than she, and much stronger. If Rosamunda said she
was powerless without that spot of blood from her mother's finger,
she was hardly about to question the woman.

Now Rosamunda would be the royal, and she
would be the maid. The princess had to be content with this
arrangement, for how could she quarrel? Had she not sworn by the
clear sky above not to reveal one word of this to anyone at the
royal court, Rosamunda would have killed her on the spot. And,
coming from Rosamunda, that was no idle threat.

The waiting-maid, with many hard words, bade
the princess exchange royal apparel for her own shabby clothes.
Rosamunda undressed first, revealing a large body, firm with
muscle. Svana had never before beheld her servant in the nude, and
her pussy responded accordingly by dripping new wetness down her
hot thighs. Rosamunda's cunt was cloaked by a thick black bush. A
dark trail lead the way up a hard belly to solid breasts
culminating in purplish nipples, both of which were surrounded by
sharp hairs. Her legs and arms were covered in a thick matting of
hair, but she stood before Svana unapologetic and proud. However
grotesque, there was something about Rosamunda's naked body that
rendered Svana even less resistive. When the naked maid moved
behind her, the princess waited for what was to come.

After untying Svana's corset, the monster of
a woman let the girl's gown fall to the grass. Rosamunda's hot
breath harassed the back of Svana's neck as she took firm hold of
Svana's full breasts. The true princess' knees nearly gave out at
the sensation of hard hands on soft tits. Spinning on her heels,
the princess surprised herself by pressing her perfect chest
against the waiting-maid's firm front and kissing her spring-water
mouth. The kiss was hot and hard. Forceful hands ran the length of
her body, exerting such violent pressure upon her flesh that the
girl was certain she'd see bruises in the morning.

Straddling the servant's thigh, which was
every bit as hairy as the darling green grocer's had been, Svana
rubbed her ever-ready pussy lips against her muscular leg.
Rosamunda grabbed her ass with both hands, rocking her easily, like
a swing. With every pass along that firm flesh, Svana's pussy
burned with delicious wet friction. When Svana grasped the maid's
shoulder, her feet lifted right off the ground. Back and forth,
back and forth her moist pussy lips rubbed against Rosamunda's
thigh, like silk on wool. Hot pressure on the princess' mound
increased until the friction put Svana over the edge. When her
orgasm came in wave after wave, she couldn't see straight. She
simply held tight to Rosamunda and shrieked her release.

Rosamunda dropped the girl in a writhing
heap upon the green peasant dress strewn over a burnt patch of
grass. As she squeezed herself into the princess' red and gold
gown, she commanded Svana to get up and dressed.

"Whatever you say," the smitten Svana
gushed. In that moment, she would have done anything for her
once-maid.

With the dressing all finished, Rosamunda
mounted her mare, cackling, "Falada is more suitable for me, I
believe, and my horse will do for you."

Falada saw all this and observed it well,
whinnying to Svana,

"If this your mother knew,

Her heart would break in two."

"Oh, mind your own business, you old nag,"
Svana scolded.

* * *



In the kingdom of Prince
Everitt, there were great rejoicings over the arrival of his
intended, the lovely Princess Svana. When the princess and her
waiting-maid trotted through the gates, the prince sprang forward
to meet his bride-to-be. He reached up to support the dark princess
dressed in red and gold, attempting to lift the large woman from
her horse with heaving effort. How
strange. The tabloids reported this
princess was a knockout, yet his consort looked quite gargantuan in
person. Just goes to show you can't
believe everything you read.

Everitt struggled to aid the hefty princess
in her descent, but his bride-to-be tumbled from her poor horse's
back to land squarely upon him. The great crowd burst with
laughter. The future queen was fully on top of him, and despite his
struggles and groans, he could not move until the princess rolled
off him.

"Pleased to make your acquaintance," the prince
said, wincing and holding his arm.

The giant in the red and gold gown gripped him
firmly to her side. "Likewise, Princey! I can tell already there's
going to be magic between us."

With Rosamunda conducted upstairs, the real princess
was left standing below. Knowing not what to do or where to go, she
stood in that spot for a day and a half. Fortunately, the old king
derived a certain gratification from peeping on the blacksmith as
he handled his red-hot poker. Thus, King Dolphus was every so often
looking out of the window with binoculars. That's how he noticed
Svana standing in the courtyard. Remarking how dainty and delicate
she was, he instantly went to the royal apartment and asked the
bride about the girl.

"What, that little prossie? I picked her up
along the way for companionship. Give the girl something to work
at, that she may not stand idle."

But old King Dolphus had no work for her,
and knew of none, so he said, "I have a boy called Conrad who tends
the geese. I fear he's becoming a tad too friendly with the flock,
if you catch my drift. A little prossie may help rid him of this
queer affliction."

"Yes, you don't hear of many
poultry-sexuals, my liege." Rosamunda snickered. She couldn't have
plotted this better herself.

It was decided the true bride had to help
Conrad keep his hands and other body parts off the geese. Even this
task was not torture enough, in cruel Rosamunda's mind. Soon
afterwards the false bride said to the lanky prince, "Dearest
husband, I beg you to do me a favor."

"I will do anything most willingly if you'll
only agree not to molest me this evening. I fear I shall never
recover from our wedding night."

"Agreed," said Rosamunda, tickling her
scrawny husband. "I really ought to have stopped after the
nineteenth round, but I couldn't resist your little
cock-a-doodle-doo. Here's what I'll have you do: send for the
knacker, and have him cut off the head of the horse I rode
here."

The faithful Falada was to die because
Rosamunda was afraid the horse might reveal her identity. When this
came to the ears of the princess, Svana despaired. How could she
allow her dear Falada to be put to death? Svana sought out the
knacker and promised to give the man a rim job if he would only
spare the horse. It was widely known that his wife did not read
Cosmo and could not believe anybody would dare do such a thing.

But Svana was too late. Falada had already
been slaughtered. With a heavy heart and tear-filled eyes, the girl
assured the knacker she would still lick his hole if only he
performed for her one small service: there was a gateway in the
town through which she had to pass with the geese, morning and
evening. Would he be so good as to nail up Falada's head on it,
that she might see her again, and more than once? For the knacker,
it was a small price to pay to get his asshole tongue-tickled by a
beautiful young girl.

Early in the morning, when Svana and Conrad
drove out their flock beneath this gateway, she held back until the
goose boy was out of earshot. She said in passing,

"Alas, Falada, hanging there."

The horse head answered,

"Alas, young queen, how ill you fare.

If this your mother knew

Her heart would break in two."

When they'd driven their geese into a great
floral meadow, Svana sat down and unbound her hair, which was like
pure gold except for the slightest trace of dark roots. Conrad saw
this and delighted in its brightness. Her hair reminded him of his
first love, the golden goose, who had experienced an unfortunate
accident and was subsequently consumed. So heart-wrenchingly badly
did Conrad miss his golden goose that his cock sprang to life in
reminiscence. Having been scolded by the king for his fowl
temperament, the boy thought perhaps the lovely Svana would
alleviate the tension in his groin. After untying his humble belt,
he brought the golden-haired girl face to face with his humble joke
of a cock.

Alas, there was no way Svana was coming
anywhere near that mother-clucker, and she told him so, in no
uncertain terms. But, grasping his drooling rod by the base, Conrad
pleaded with the righteous bride. Even as he shook his erection
this way and that, Svana's answer remained no. When he approached
her, stroking firmly on his humble shaft, there remained for Svana
no choice but to summon the summer breeze, who owed her one.
Turning her face to the heavens, Svana cried,

"Blow, blow, thou gentle wind, I say,

Blow Conrad's tiny cock away,

And make him chase it here and there,

Until I have braided all my hair,

And bound it up today."

And there came such a violent wind that it
blew Conrad's penis far across the country. Of course, he had to
chase after it, because it was by far the most precious thing he
owned. There was nothing else from which he derived such use and
enjoyment. When he finally caught up with his dick, it was muddied,
bruised, and limp with exhaustion. Yes, that summer wind had blown
Conrad's cock more skillfully than any man, woman or goose ever
could. He came back to the meadow with a smile on his face just as
Svana finished putting her hair up.

Though his body was blissful, Conrad still
missed his golden goose. Could he not have one measly strand of
hair to remember her by? But Svana guarded her locks jealously, and
would not give the goose boy even one strand. Conrad was angry,
then pouty, then surly, then a little itchy, then angry again. At
any rate, he would not speak to her. Thus, they watched the geese
until the evening, when it was time to return home.

* * *

Another day of bird-chasing was upon Conrad
and Svana. As they drove the geese out through the dark gateway
adorned with the head of her beloved horse, the maiden said,

"Alas, Falada, hanging there."

And Falada answered,

"Alas, young queen, how ill you fare.

If this your mother knew

Her heart would break in two."

Heavy-hearted, the false maid sat down in the field,
picking dandelions with her toes, and began to comb out her hair.
Perv-y Conrad ran and tried to clutch it. Offering her every
pleasure in the world for just one strand of hair, the boy whipped
out his rigid rod. In haste, Svana pronounced the words,

"Blow, blow, thou gentle wind, I say,

Blow Conrad's tiny cock away,

And make him chase it here and there,

Until I have braided all my hair,

And bound it up today."

Sure enough, the lecherous wind blew and
blew Conrad's little dick, blew it so hard it flew off his body,
and the goose-boy ran after it. When he came back, Svana's hair had
been put up a long time and he could get none of it. After all that
running, and all that blowing, Conrad was too sleepy to argue. He
took a nap while the goose-girl looked after their flock ‘til
evening descended.

In the dusk, after they had got home, Conrad
went to the old king. Dolphus was busy watching the blacksmith with
his red-hot poker in hand. The boy took no notice and said, "I
won't tend the geese with that girl any longer."

"Why not?" inquired the aged king, stowing
his binoculars away.

"Oh, because she vexes me the whole day
long," Conrad replied.

The aged king commanded he relate what it
was about the girl that irked him so. Conrad said, "In the morning
when we pass beneath the dark gateway, there is a horse's head on
the wall, and she says to it,

"'Alas, Falada, hanging there.'

"And the head answers,

"'Alas, young queen, how ill you fare.

If this your mother knew

Her heart would break in two.'"

Conrad went on to relate what happened on
the goose pasture, and how he had been forced to chase his dick all
across the countryside. Well, this was a revelation for the aged
king, who commanded Conrad to drive his flock out again next day.
As soon as morning came, King Dolphus placed himself behind the
dark gateway, and heard how the maiden spoke to the head of Falada.
He went into the country, and hid himself in the thicket in the
meadow.

There the king soon saw with his own eyes
the goose-girl and the goose boy bringing their flock. The moment
Svana sat down and un-plaited her hair, which shone with the
radiance of a thousand hot oil treatments, that pesky Conrad was on
her like a nose-print on a blacksmith's window. The boy offered her
a deal: for a single strand of her golden hair, he would give her
every awesome pleasure his penis could provide.

Allowing his trousers to fall to the ground,
Conrad revealed his erection once more to the girl. As he traced
around the rim of his glistening cockhead, thumbing pre-cum into
his sensitive skin, he warned that this very well could be her last
chance. Svana knew better and soon repeated the words,

"Blow, blow, thou gentle wind, I say,

Blow Conrad's tiny cock away,

And make him chase it here and there,

Until I have braided all my hair,

And bound it up today."

When a blast of wind arose to blow Conrad's erection
across the countryside, a cry resounded from the nearby thicket.
"No!" King Dolphus jumped out from the brush to chase that little
penis at break-neck speed. After all, it had been a while for the
king, and even a small penis was better than no penis at all.

"What an odd occurrence." Puzzled, Conrad
watched the king make chase.

"Well? You'd better get after him," Svana
replied, combing her golden locks. "If the king catches your cock,
I hate to think what he might do with it."

So Conrad ran far away, chasing the king who
was chasing his dick, which was blown by the summer wind. All the
while, the maiden quietly went on combing and plaiting her hair.
Well, both the king and Conrad were absent for quite a long time,
and when they returned they looked utterly contented.

Collapsing in the grass at Svana's side, the
peeping cock-chaser of a king asked her why she did all these
curious things.

She replied, "I dare not lament my sorrows
to any human being. I have sworn not to do so by the heavens above
me. And if I had not sworn that oath, I would have lost my
life."

The king urged her and left her no peace,
but he could draw nothing from the goose-girl. "All right then,"
said he. "If you will not tell me anything, tell your sorrows to
the iron-stove there."

By this time, Svana desperately desired to
speak to somebody, anybody, about her troubles. Since she had no
gold to pay the county therapist, the dear girl figured an
inanimate object was her next best option. Creeping inside the
iron-stove, the true bride began to weep and lament. She emptied
her whole heart, crying, "Here am I deserted by the whole world,
and yet I am the daughter of not one, but two queens! A false
waiting-maid has, by force, compelled me to put off my royal
apparel, and she has taken my place with my bridegroom. Now I am
doomed forever to perform menial service as a goose-girl alongside
that wretched poultry-sexual. If this my mother knew, her heart
would break in two."

The king, that clever bugger, was standing
outside by the pipe of the stove, listening to what she said. When
the beautiful girl emerged, royal garments were placed on her.
Svana shone with the radiance of the stars. The king summoned his
son, and revealed he had got the false bride who was only a
waiting-maid. The true one was standing there, as the former
goose-girl.

The young prince rejoiced with all his heart
when he saw her beauty and youth. She didn't look half as
threatening as his current wife, who had read about some kind of
kinky strangulation thing and wanted to try it. He really wasn't
into asphyxiation. Heavens above, Rosamunda's hands were so huge,
he would be dead by midnight. This new girl was manna from heaven,
as far as Prince Everitt was concerned. Svana didn't think he was
half-bad, either. Together, the three royals hatched a plan so
half-baked, that it just might work.

* * *

That evening, a great meal was made ready
for Prince Everitt, Princess Rosamunda, and the minor celebrities
with whom they were acquainted. While the guests feasted on
mole-rat, the specialty of their kingdom, the prince suggested it
might be kind of kinky if he went down on his wife under the dinner
table. Rosamunda's two greatest pleasures were mole-rat and public
sex, so she agreed whole-heartedly.

So down went the prince, under the
tablecloth and beneath her many skirts until an anxious tongue
fought through the false bride's jungle of pubic hair. When that
tongue struck flesh, Rosamunda's folds released a veritable
waterfall of love juices. Heavens above, the prince must have taken
lessons since they'd done this at the breakfast table. Instead of
flitting about like a lost fly, his tongue licked her lower lips
full and hard. He bit at her thighs before he stuck his ample
tongue straight up her hole. Swirling every which way, he flailed
it against the pleading walls of her cunt.

When the aged king had eaten and drunk and
was merry, he turned to the enraptured waiting-maid to pose a
riddle. Of course, with a wild tongue wrestling her spasmodic
pussy, Rosamunda could hardly concentrate on Dolphus' question.
"What punishment deserves a person who steals the identity of a
rightful royal, marries her prince, kills her horse, and leaves her
no option but to tend geese for a living?"

Just as Rosamunda started to process the
riddle, the head between her thighs sucked erect clit like it was
drawing poison from a snakebite. Oh, the waiting-maid nearly lost
her head. Struggling desperately to retain her composure before the
king, Rosamunda fought to transform her moans into words.

With an expert mouth sucking relentlessly at
her clit, words came tumbling out. "She deserves no better fate
than to be stripped entirely naked and put in a barrel which is
studded inside with pointed nails." Unable to keep quiet under the
harangue of one tongue that felt like many, Rosamunda continued,
"Two white horses should be harnessed to this barrel, which ought
to drag her along through one street after another…" The maid,
dizzy with cunnilingual delight, had one wild scream left in her
before she could be still. "…'til she is dead!"

And then the tongue ceased its thrusting,
and the mouth ceased its sucking, and Rosamunda lay back in her
chair in blissful relaxation.

"Ha! It is you," said the aged king. "You
have pronounced your own sentence, and that's exactly what shall be
done unto you."

"What?" Rosamunda stammered. "But, but,
but…"

A great cry rang out from under Rosamunda's
skirt, and who should come climbing out but the rightful
princess.

"No!" Svana cried. "No, I beg you not to
harm my darling Rosamunda!"

"Don't harm her?" asked the king. "But this
was your plan."

"What can I say? I'm complicated," the
goose-girl replied. "And I realize now the full extent of my
infatuation with this hairy maid. She's large and rough, and she
really screwed me over by stealing my identity, but now that all
has been put right, I should like to keep her as my lover, my
liege."

"Your lover?" cried Prince Everitt. "But
you're supposed to marry me!"

"Have you never heard of a sham marriage,
you great twit?" Rosamunda cackled as Svana pet her dark head.

"A what what-age?" puzzled the lanky
prince.

"Well, I certainly have," guffawed old King
Dolphus. "I lived in one for forty-seven miserable years. The only
things that made it bearable were the blacksmith and my
unfathomable wealth. Do you really think I am that scrawny boy's
father? I should think not. No, Everitt, your mother chased after
anything in pantaloons. As for me, well, once you go blacksmith you
never go back-smith."

"How disturbing," said the prince. "And I
suppose it could work, but is it really fair to me to have no lover
of my own?"

Svana observed the prince's golden hair and
shot the king a quick glance. "I should like to introduce you to
the goose boy."

The End

If you enjoyed this
Twisted Fairy Tale you may enjoy others.
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