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Though forbidden by their circumstances, a fiery desire has been kindled in a princess and the dame that serves her. Loyal and yet impassioned with a lust she can not express, Lede has served princess Enser in all the ways but for the one she desires above all. When the mutual want between them is laid bare, everything changes in a day, and they indulge in a secret pleasure, fueled by long restrained lust and the frustration of the political barriers that kept their bodies apart. Unrestrained, Lede serves her mistress in a complete and devoted commitment to her orgasmic bliss.
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What had afflicted Lede was unspeakable, for though her heart ached as if to crumple, she could utter not a word of her affections. The dame held and hoisted the brass support bar of the carriage that carried her grace, her secret love, the princess Enser. Seven other soldiers shared the burden with Dame Lede Narissa, though none of them felt the weight of impossible, unrequitable desire. Reclined in the shade was the brightest star of this land, the daughter of the good king who inspired passion and captured the spirit.



Smooth granite steps marked the way past the great cathedral gardens and toward the palace front. Together they could bear their royal cargo easily enough, but the sun warmed each knight and dame, making their polished armor like mirrors.



“Set down by this fountain,” Enser ordered from within, and her escort progressed to the clear water fount, which was of ornate make and towered near the path, on a great court of polished stone. It had three bowls for the water to fill and overflow from.



Even to know that the princess would be among them for a time set Lede’s heart aflutter, and she made an effort to temper herself, lest she be disheveled or foolish before the princess. For Enser was clever and attentive and took joy in springing complex expressions, queries, or demands upon any in her presence. Truthfully, Lede shamed herself for her crush, knowing that her resolve should have settled her heart to contentment long ago. Yet, something about the princess made it impossible. On this day, Enser had plucked at Lede’s heart strings with endearing acts and words, and caused the dame’s inner discontent to flare up quite passionately. She desired somewhat to drop her off at the palace and escape, so as to not be held at arm's length and tempted.
 Why is there such sweetness in her gaze, when she looks at me?
 Lede repeatedly questioned in thoughts.



Arriving beside the fountain, the contingent lowered the carriage slowly till it rested. Enser popped her door open and kicked out a leg into the brilliant light of the sun, her warm skin seeming to glow as though ablaze, and the frills of her silken lace dress vibrant, luminous, and transparent at the hem. She scooted out from her seat within the cart and took the hand of her escort captain, stepping daintily to the ground. She was boldly and beautifully presented today, with her shoulders bared and her body adorned in pale cream colored robes. While they were revealing at places, they were not at all transparent where they might dishonor her. Still, it was a risque expression of the princess, who was sought by many of the high lords.



Her soldiery rested as she went to the fountain. From the shore at the city’s foot they had hauled her, for the day had been right for a visit to the beach. Enser walked some steps away from the party and beheld the clear water in the fountain, resting her arms against it breathing laxly. Lede only glanced at her before looking instead out over the fields that lay between the stone court and the gardens of the cathedral, and observing some of the acolytes there as they strung up their golden robes to dry.



“We shalt need pack ice next time,” Enser declared, addressing no one in particular. One among her soldiery was quick to respond.



“That would be wise. Shall I bring you shade?”



“That’s alright,” she told him. “I don’t sweat so much in the sun. Go and shake out the carpets of my carriage; I’ve tracked in a lot of sand.”



He went away to do that. Lede looked to the princess then, and was caught by her gaze. Considering her grace’s remark, she looked instead at her feet, and saw that they were clad only in dusty white-leather sandals, rather less prim than the rest of her fashion. She only glanced there to avoid Enser’s keen gaze, but immediately the princess called out at her about it.



“I do not mean to get sand in my fine slippers,” she said, addressing Lede, who snapped her attention back to her grace’s face.



“Oh surely,” Lede concurred. “Are those comfortable enough, your grace?”



“They are fine, but I will change them before I return to the grand hall,” she said, her tone pointed. Her attention remained on Lede, expectant, and the dame considered her meaning.



“That’s why we’ve stopped, then?” she inquired, peering at the fountain. Hastily, Lede added, “I ask only in curiosity,” realizing that her query was bold. She had not been entirely sure how to answer Enser, who seemed to be speaking with intent.



Enser hooked her finger to call Lede to her, and the dame went at once to stand by her side. “Help me not to slip,” the princess instructed her, and taking the dame’s gauntleted hand in her own, daintily stepped up over the edge of the fountain. She grasped a handful of her dress and hiked it up to her knee, and leaned her rear against the first raised bowl of the fountain, resting herself where the water did not spill over, and managing to not become entirely soaked. With her feet in the water, and dedicated both hands to keeping the hem of her dress away from the splashing flow, and waded there as though perfectly comfy.



Lede was taken aback, but could not help but softly smile at Enser. “Your grace,” she began somewhat unsurely, filling the silence before she knew what words would follow. She reached up to tuck a strand of her silky brown hair behind her ear. “Perhaps next time, we shall bring a wash-bucket, as well?” she asked.



“Yes, unless you mean to carry me from the water to my box. For I mean to wade and perhaps even swim whilst the sun shines like so,” she said. “But we need no bucket now.”



Again, Enser left Lede to fill in the blanks, calling forth several questions which she daren’t voice, and yet providing no obvious utterance to give swiftly to her regal self. “Surely there is a cloth for you to rinse yourself,” Lede offered meekly. Though she knew not why, a flush was creeping on her features, and it added to her anxiety that she might somehow make obvious her feelings for the one she served.



“Does a princess rinse herself? How many handmaidens do I have in my royal court?” she asked, disheveling Lede once more. Enser continued at once, however, saying “It is only to spare their soft hands that they do not come along and hoist me, too. But your hands are not so rough to displease me. Now go and stow away your gauntlets and pauldrons, so that you might roll up your sleeves.”



This shocked the thoughts from Lede’s mind, and before she could muster forth any sort of reasoning, she had swiftly given an affirmative to the order and marched back to the cart. She undid the straps of white leather that bound her gear, and put aside the pieces. Of the other soldier, none paid mind to her, and nor did the princess’ presence cause disruption among the local folk of the cathedral, who halted only briefly to admire her with a smile and nod.



Does she truly ask me to wash her feet, in this place before all eyes? How can either she or I be so bold?
 Lede wondered if she ought to have laughed the remark off as a joke. But no, of course, Enser was entirely serious, and remained patiently reclined with her pose against the fountain, her pale and bare legs glistening in the light as they reflected the water that lapped against them, jumping up at the frills of her dress.



Lede was geared down in the moment, but mustered no thought of how she ought to speak on this task. Even as her legs carried her dutifully back to the princess, she envisioned the breaking of laughter at her expense.



Although the princess was sometimes playful and rarely cruel, her authority held great weight, and none dared challenge or speak against her openly, for her family had become exalted. The father of Enser, called King Siul, was rejoiced as ruler during a golden age, and considered blessed in wisdom, kindness, and courage. Even still, Lede felt questioning eyes upon her back as she rolled up her sleeves and approached the reclining princess, who had bared her legs for her, and now offered one dripping, glistening foot for her attention.



“I admit that I am unpracticed at this work,” Lede said, wondering outright how she ought to proceed. It was a simple thing to wash a foot, surely, and yet there was an amorous fluff filling her head and leaving her gayly devoid of thoughts. Lede’s skin was well tanned, and the muscle of her arm displayed in pleasing biceps and strong-looking hands. She stooped down and sat upon the stone, leaning her side against the fountains raised rim, and reaching over it. Enser kicked her foot up into Lede’s grasp, and the dame felt herself blush as she was suddenly holding the softnest foot she had ever touched, attached to an expectant princess, without even the suggestion of a plan. It was warm and wet and the toes upon it wiggled, joyously, within Lede’s grasp.



Enser herself looked casually skyward, reclining and sunbathing so carelessly, and confessing not a clue as to her feelings. When Lede was slow to begin, she queried the dame again. “Tell me, is there honor, or humility, in washing the feet of a princess?” she asked. While confounding, the question allowed Lede to distract her thoughts as she set about in the task.



“Surely I would say it is an honor, your grace. For as you spoke of handmaidens, those that attend to royalty are paramount.” Lede gently rubbed Enser’s foot between her palms, feeling as the very light dusting of caked dirt was cleared away from her skin, and a few stray pieces of sand coaxed to depart her toes. “And yet,” she said, again beginning what she knew not how to end, for dread of a pause, “I can not regard myself as paramount, or worthy of rank and title for a task so…”
 Simple? Delightful? Insignificant?
 “Undangerous,” she decided eventually, unsatisfied with the word. But the moment it left her lips, Enser’s laughter filled the air.



“Yes Lede, it’s true that in honor you have given me your life, so that I may risk it if I must. But do not weigh all things in accordance with their cost in blood. It is because I honor you that I risk you not.” Enser spoke with ease and made warm praise of her dame, and Lede felt elated. She had spoken these words loudly for those within earshot, but then spoke for Lede alone. “And even this is not entirely undangerous, is it?” she inquired. The words were uttered with gentle sincerity, and left Lede reeling at the implications.



“How do you mean, your grace?” she asked, unwilling to make the wrong presumption, although Enser’s expressive words had all but confirmed that most dangerous suspicion within herself.



“It is so blatant as to be unsuspicious,” Enser said, gesturing at the soldiery around them, who generally did not spare the two more than a glance. “And yet you know the way I am whispered of if left alone with any woman,” she said.



Lede felt hot in the face, her brow had begun to sweat, and she kept her attention directed at her work as she dared not reveal a clue of their conversation to anyone who might be looking. “I do not partake in such rumors, but I recall that they plague you,” Lede said innocently. While her mind was taken away in a discord of thoughts about what the next words of the princess might suggest, her hands had relaxed to their task, and she gently worked her fingers between Enser’s toes, and even dared to gently massage her when both feet were well and obviously clean, working her fingers in small circles around the princess’ ankles. Enser spoke laxly and showed no sign of declaring Lede’s task fulfilled.



“Perhaps you will be teased because of this,” Enser mused, her keen and aware gaze settling gradually down onto Lede. The dame saw that none of the escort looked at them, then, as Enser had deterred each gaze with her own.



“Then I will say as I answered your grace, that I am proud to serve my princess any way she so needs or desires,” Lede answered with some conviction. The words seemed to please Enser quite well.



The princess was quiet for a moment, and there was an evident contemplation behind her eyes, as Lede continued her inexperienced massage of Enser’s foot, now stroking with her fingers along the arch of it, and rubbing the sole with her thumbs. When she spoke, her tone had a curious flare of mystery, the true meaning presented as deliberately disguised. “I know that is so. You delight in your service, do you not?” Enser asked. The question was easy and yet it felt like a trap.



“I do, your grace,” Lede said, trying to answer with formal vocalization.



“Tonight, you will arrive at the banquet early, from the kitchen.” Enser told her.



Lede listened intently, not understanding, but nodding in confirmation of the instructions.



“I will prepare a place for you near me, although we will not be easily able to chat,” the princess mused, tapping a finger to her lips.



“Oh, you had in mind to know me better?” Lede inquired. To chat personally with the princess seemed so rare, for indeed, she was never alone with her.



“Yes. But that will come. Tonight, I have a task for you,” she said. “And a task for you now, as well. Fetch a towel and my good shoes,” she instructed.



Lede scurried swiftly to the carriage and grabbed a clean cloth from it, as well as the fine high heel slip-ons that Enser so adored, returning at once to her. She wondered what task there could be for her at a dinner.



The princess lifted one foot from the water for Lede to dry, and then the other, and slipped on her shoes, striding away from the fountain without an inch of her dress dampered. She said nothing more to the dame at that moment, but had her assist her in getting back into her carriage. The eight of them heaved it up once more and made way for the place.







Although the dinner guests would not enter the hall for half an hour, the table was half-set when Lede arrived, with pastries, appetizers, and a great assortment of fresh fruits presented. Lede had not been questioned as she passed through the kitchen, and was able to enter the dining hall without being accosted at all. Enser was there, guarded only a serving girl who seemed to be boldly regaling her in some humorous gossip. Lede was surprised to see the princess so naked of her typical armed procession. Even at dinner, several knights and dames would be within a few yards of the princess, ready to assist with whatever should arise.



Enser smiled warmly at Lede as the dame made way across the massive chamber, walking the long length of the table and admiring the food in passing. The serving woman departed from the princess as Lede approached, going somewhat hurriedly for the door.



“Your grace,” Enser greeted when she was still a ways off. “Do you often wait here alone before dinner?”



“I am too busy enjoying myself to eat, when this place is filled,” she said, biting into a little lemon cookie as she keenly stared down the approaching dame.



“Do you not worry of rumours, now that I was seen here with you?” she asked, her tone somewhat playful and perhaps bold for how it teased. “That other girl seemed chatty enough.”



“She I trust. In fact, no one will speak of you having been here,” Enser told her assuredly.



“Truly? Have you a discrete mission for me?” Lede inquired, arriving near to the princess. To be alone in her presence felt oddly delightful, for Enser was amiable and sweet, and yet Lede always restrained her tongue in any utterance around her, for her tongue desired to overstep. Now she wondered if Enser was to make a place near to her, and elevate her up as a sort of personal royal friend, beyond mere bodyguard. Truly, she had given up on guessing Enser’s intentions.



“Indeed I do, if it is one you desire.”



“I will do, gladly, whatever you ask,” Lede said with sincerity.



“I ask, then, that you tell me what is your pleasure: To treat me most forbodenly, in secret, with your hands and tongue, or to not.” The question was direct and clear, and Enser reclined back in her grand chair, appraising Lede as she afforded the dame a moment to make this rather consequential decision. And yet, there was only really one answer, regardless of what risk there may be in it.



“Your grace… for all my honor I confess that little would please me more than to come to know you, and be near to you, and have, in secret, my time with you where no eyes or authority need make rumors or persecution. But do you ask that we set aside time, and lay together?” Lede knew not how this was in Enser’s mind, for she had revealed so little, and yet the prospect of such immediacy, the implied need that would bring the princess to even suggest a thing, hinted that Enser had in fact harbored a great mutual desire for the dame. Though it was unsaid, knowing this filled Lede’s spirit with joy. Even though she knew not what could come of it, or if it would ultimately lead to frustration, she felt the immediacy of desire between them as this truth was so suddenly brought out and laid clear.



Enser, usually quick with charming words, took her time in weighing those from Lede, her expression never wavering from its warmth. Rather than judge or deflect, she seemed to consider the dame’s feelings as earnestly as she would an equal, and perhaps empathized with the difficulty the other felt regarding this subdued desire, which mirrored her own royal inhibitions. “It is not to lay with you that I speak of now, although as you describe, I am inclined to be near to you, and to pursue what arises from us in secret,” Enser told her softly.



Lede momentarily froze up in her mind, realizing that she had incorrectly assumed the princess referred to sex. “What is it that you ask for, from my mouth and hands?”



“That your hands rub, your lips kiss, and keep silent about it. And indeed you will need to be quiet, lest someone hear you near my legs.”



Shocked, Lede looked to the wide end of the table. It was clothed in long silky skirts that nearly trailed to the ground, so that no one could see into the space before the princess’s legs. “Your grace?” Lede asked, begging her to speak plainly with the simple query.



“Tonight you will be near to me, but we will not chat, as I said. I know your affixation; you will use your hands and mouth to continue that work which you started earlier. For the pleasure and cleaning of my feet. In secret, you will do this, and no guest will be aware of you.” Enser was unbashful, and her instructions, while affectionate and sweetly spoken, were clear and authoritative, for she knew that it would indeed be a glad task for Lede.



The dame could hardly believe her ears. She felt the urge to prick her finger on her sword so as to ascertain if this was the waking world, for how could the princess, having never made an advance upon her in many years of service, so suddenly unleash bold desire and erotic authority? She felt as though there was a deeply adventurous aspect within the princess, whose keen skill of presentation enabled her to disguise her every clever deed. “Your grace, surely I will be discovered,” Lede said, feeling that she must offer protest to something so outlandish and risque.



“You will not. There is room enough for you to escape all legs but my own, and no one seated near me shall stoop to look beneath the table.”



“But what if I should sneeze, or drop by elbow onto the floor, or-”



“Whatever noises you make will be lost to the bustle. I will cover for you if I must.”



Lede could no longer hold herself in formality and resolve, and she laughed heatedly. The princess’s lips broke out into a wide grin, as she plainly delighted in the silliness of their engagement, and yet was sincere in it. “Forgive me, your grace… I can not help but find this the most surprising of joys. I did not even dare imagine you setting me to such a task… It would have been fantasy.”



Princess Esner twirled a strand of her curly blond hair between her fingers. “You are loyal in your conduct. I know that my affection for you had been made clear in the subtleties of our engagement,” Enser said. “These things must be calculated, for me, for the subject of my betrothal is a matter of the world stage,” she softly explained, leaning back into her high chair and tucking her feet up onto the cushion. The princess pointedly aimed her legs at the table before them, and Lede was made curious enough to stoop and lift the cloth.



It was arranged so down there that the table legs and supports blocked off a small area before the princess, which seemed quite truthfully ideally positioned for one to kneel or sit before her legs, although, before this hour such would have seemed an utterly preposterous thing. As the princess said, Lede could stowaway there without being kicked.



“And I am to wait out the dinner in hiding there, for your pleasure?” Lede inquired, her tone daring to be slightly chiding at this request that could only be regarded as frivolous in some drastic degree.



“There will be no easy way for you to escape, until I order that all depart. But it will be a true service from you, and will make the evening pass for me in pleasure.” She curled her finger, aiming down before herself. “You had better go and hide away, now. For soon those doors will open.”



Already Lede could hear the bustle of the noble folk being herded before the feast hall entrance, and there was no more time to ruminate. She gnawed on her lip and grinned at Enser, who, despite wearing a well reserved expression, had a distinct and smug excitement upon her features. “As you desire, your grace,” she spoke, and fell to a crawl to slip under the table. Even as she squirmed past the supports and into the gap before Enser’s legs, she could hear the great doors creaking open, and chattering guests flooding in. Among them were the princess’ armed escort, who made heavy footfalls as they approached her chair. They addressed princess Enser, who answered them with her typical, amiable confidence, and no sign of irregularity.



Lede found the spot designated for her to be spacious enough. She could comfortable kneel or sit, and for the moment postured with her legs tucked under her. There was nothing to look at but for the princess’ skirt, of cream colored translucent lace, and her gilded silken slippers. Without any eye upon her, Lede admired those soft and dainty feet, unblemished and perfectly manicured. Each nail was painted a metallic gold, and about her ankles were bracelets of gold and silver, with charms adorning each; such a variety.



Other people came to sit around her, and their knees pushed in against the dangling tablecloth, but did not expose Lede nor extend into her limited space. Now there was nothing to do but to give the princess that pleasure she required in whatever means she may, for she had only the vague instruction to use her mouth and hands. Lede knew Enser did not mean to simply use her for some strange sexual gratification, treated as though at her disposal for such by simple presumption of her serving role. She knew that despite the great forwardness of this engagement, it was in fact the princess’ way of beginning something more grand between them. For she was such a socialite, that she exuded ‘extra’ into anything she put in motion. To create from anything a memorable and novel experience seemed to be her eternal inclination.



Grateful to be free from every gaze, Lede directed her attention down at her charge, and took a foot in her hands. She cradled it gently, and with a steadiness to her efforts, undid the frilly cream colored lace that secured it, and slid it off from Enser’s foot.



Excited chatter was heard as foods unseen were brought forth. Each time there was a new variety of dishes to accommodate what was well known and loved. Lede imagined that she may have the leftovers all to herself, when at last she emerged from her spot. Enser’s toes curled Lede’s hand, and she held her foot for a moment, appreciating it. The warmth of her breath was upon the princess’ foot, and her toes lifted and seemed to wiggle slightly toward Lede’s lips.



Crimson hued on her tanned features, Lede was filled with warmth and delight at these circumstances, for though they were wholly strange, and the future absolutely uncertain, she could not help but feel ecstatic about the present moment, kindled within by the silly sweetness of it. The forward and open manner in which the princess had engaged with her conveyed that they should boldly explore whatever may arise. What a prospect it was.



Lede massaged the foot in her hand. How she had wanted to continue doing that, even under the pressure of a waiting ensemble of soldiers. To serve Enser like so was her full aspiration. Now there was nothing to rush her, and though she was unpracticed, she found that Enser’s toes were expressive, and she made it clear what she enjoyed. Lede began by pressing gently into the pad of Enser’s foot with her thumbs, and relaxing it. She felt there as if to see if she could sense the soreness of the princess being alleviated, and did indeed notice how she grew looser with the passing moments. With gradually increasing pressure she stroked from there, and massaged in small circles, and drew her touch all along down the length of the sole. So preternaturally soft was Enser’s foot compared to Lede’s own - or any she could imagine - that it was a pleasure to simply hold and touch.



Enser was enjoying herself, clearly, and she chatted with the excitement of a woman buzzed from brew, being, as it were, overly amiable, enthusiastic, and fast to laugh vivaciously. Her good mood was even remarked upon, but of course, never did she confess a hint of a suspect reason. Still, she did not wait for Lede to progress from the massage, for after the dame had rubbed each foot for a time, she became more playful with them. Her bare toes drifted up and then stroked down through the air, feeling out for where Lede was, and seeming to try to land themselves upon her face. Of course, Lede hardly made an effort to dodge them, and soon the princess’ toes stroked over her face, gracing over her forehead and nose and settling gently squarely above her lip.



Emboldened, Lede cradled Enser’s calf in both hands, and let her lips gently settle in against the underside of the princess’ toes. This was the first kiss Lede ever gave Enser, and as the princess curled her toes gently into Lede’s face and seemed to draw the kiss in with pleasure, Lede felt warmed and stirred deeply, and was truly assailed by need. She longed to abscond with her and embrace her then, and fall with her into loving kisses. Instead, her reservation scattered, she showed her passion where she was.



Lede let her lips part and swiftly took the tips of Enser’s toes into them, bringing the dainty digits into her mouth, and gently lolling her tongue along each one.
 How can the princess taste sweet, even here?
 Enser stifled a noise like a groan as she licked over the princess’ playfully wiggling toes, and worked her tongue gently between them. She knew not what exactly would please her mistress, and yet could not help but taste her, and lick all over her tender softness. Whatever she did, the princess seemed to enjoy it, and she brought the toes of both feet in toward Lede’s mouth. In conversation, she laughed so delightedly that it might have seemed a faux pas, and yet, her joyous manner had spread to the guests near her, and most of them seemed eager to laugh loudly, even at a mild jest. Lede wondered what the rest of Enser tasted like, if her toes were so divine.



The dame’s hands worked gently against Enser’s calf, and massaged her as far as the princess skirt, which had been hiked up to about her knee. Enser was not muscular but well endowed with softness, and the smooth skin of her calf was easy to work and pleasurable to rub. Lede’s eyes had fluttered shut, and she now immersed herself in the act, and listened idly to the warmth of Enser’s conversation above, enjoying it like music. Her planted kisses all along the sole of each foot, and worked her tongue along them from heel to toe, lathering the princess in spittle and cleaning her as she had been instructed. The muscle of her mouth pressed in gently against the bottom of Enser’s foot, massaging her and working between the toes to stretch them at the joint.



Enser gently stroked Lede’s face with her wet toes. As Lede gave pleasure to one foot, the other would playfully explore her, gently touching at her face, her collar, and her breasts. Enser seemed to build her awareness of Lede’s position before her, and became rather dexterous with her feet, petting Enser’s head and catching her ear between two toes. Eventually, she drew one foot back into her lap, and grasping with her toes, hiked the dress up her other leg so that much of her thigh was revealed. The pale, golden flesh of Enser’s tender thigh urged Lede to smother her face against it at once.



She placed a gentle kiss against her ruler’s foot at the arch, and then explored up the calf with the gentle touch of her lips, tenderly touching down with little kisses as she advanced up inch by inch.
 How far dare I go?
 She progressed as far as the skirt had been lifted, and soon found her lips sinking into the most soft and tender flesh of the princess’ thigh. She was still low, only just past the knee, and yet it felt like the greatest scandal of her life. Enser’s leg turned to welcome Lede, and the princess adjusted her position so that her thigh was laid open before the dame, and her skirt tucked beneath her. With her other leg she gently nudged Lede inward, laying her food on the back of Lede’s shoulder.



With each kiss, more daringly placed higher on Enser’s thighs, the dame felt her princess’ excitement, and her welcoming posture, and the wordless encouragement that coaxed a bold lust from Lede. She was pulled in gently by the leg that slipped around her, and soon somewhat embraced between the thighs, her head being guided in. Enser reclined back in her chair and crossed her legs, taking the dame’s head between her thighs, and squishing her there with all her warmth and softness, tightly enough that Lede’s cheeks were squeezed and her lips puckered. With a casual flick of her wrist, the princess let her skirt fall freely down her legs, and the dame found herself now obscured, taken up near to the princesses very lap, where the silks of the tablecloth cascaded. Now, despite giving nota clue to any seated nearby, the dame’s face was held mere inches from the most treasured and protected pussy in the entire kingdom.



Such a delicious warmth radiated off of Enser, that Lede felt she might swoon as she was snugly smothered between the thighs, her face being massaged up toward the princess’ crotch with every shifting motion of her legs. Enser scooted in, bringing herself against Lede’s face, and snugly embracing the dame with the soft presence of the mound beneath her panties. Lede’s eyes rolled back in her head as she felt herself pressed tightly up against the princess’ sex, able to feel her warmth and softness and even the shape of her through the thin cream colored lace panties. The warmth of her breath washed over Enser, who had transitioned from her excitable, chatty demeanor, into one more quiet and observant, as the conversations gradually detached from her. Lede knew she had her attention, now, and gently nuzzled the princess with her nose, pressing it at her estimation of where the clitoral hood was through that small nuisance of fabric.



Enser seemed lost in contentment and bliss, her legs squirming as Lede began to lick and suckle through her panties, drenching them with her tongue as she gently stimulated the princess through the cloth. The dame could see nothing of her surroundings but for the golden color of the lace dress that cascaded all around her, and immersed herself in the sweetness of the princess, tasting her, breathing her in, and enjoying the warmth and softness of her thighs embracing her. Now Lede knew she would not be noticed in her own action, and could only wonder if progressing from here might inadvertently coax a reaction out of the princess. She knew not even what she was permitted to do, but gently let her fingers rise on either side of the princess’ thighs, pressing in against her and slipping up under her dress until they reached the fabric strap of her panties. She let her hands linger there for a moment, and suddenly, the princess lifted her hips, granting Lede a small window in which she might remove the finely made little piece of lingerie from her path. Unhesitatingly, she dragged it down over Enser’s thighs, and in an instant the princess was settled comfortably in her seat again, with her thighs squeezing Lede up against herself, hurriedly bringing the dame’s lips to her newly freed, drenched slit.



Drawn in, Lede settled her kiss upon Enser’s sex, and tasted her, pressing against her mound with her lips, and securing them over the hood of her clitoris to smooch it. She pressed in firmly against her, her lips massaging into Enser’s softness, and sending a wave of energy through her. Lede hoisted Enser's thighs on to her shoulders, and rose to bury her face snugly into the princess as her lips parted, and her tongue moved forth to wiggle its way past Enser’s lower lips. Her nectar was sweet on the tongue, and Lede was lost to it, extending herself deeply into the princess as she slowly worked her tongue back and forth around her inner walls. She heard Enser gasp, and yet could not will herself to stop, instead having to trust that the princess would maintain her composure.



As the dinner progressed, she gradually brought Esner up to the edge of climax, wherein she might reveal her state despite her efforts, but did not trespass further. Instead, Lede afforded her the small moment to recover, and let those surmounting waves of bliss settle down again into a calmer flow of pleasure. Lede placed her kisses lovingly against the princess thigh, hearing her heavy breathing, and knowing the immense pleasure she could not reveal. She held her on the verge of total release for a long hour, until at last the princess bid the assembly a good night, andmanage to politely suggest that they depart promptly.



As soon as they were gone, Enser drew her dame out from under the table, and kissed her with all lust and passion, trembling against the strong form of Lede as though this state of immense sustained stimulation had left her practical about to swoon or collapse from her wobbly legs. Lede embraced her and held her up, showering her neck and chest with loving kisses, an immense flow of restrained passion boiling over between them. They soon absconded to a secret place.







Reclining in the golden sunlight of the late afternoon, the princess was nude on her bed. The expanse of it was massive, and the silken sheets afforded a soft field, for which there was room for her to lay anyway she might desire. Enser was a summer princess, and she reclined in the utmost feline way, sprawled out and bare as she basked comfortable in the warmth before Lede’s eyes. The dame admired her with passion, and crawled up to lay herself near. Finally out of her equipment, the shape and tone of her copper colored form was displayed. Enser admired her abs, and drew in close against her where they laid, running her hands along the other’s comparatively firmer form.



“I suppose you have not often gotten to see me without all that gear,” Rede spoke, realizing that she had an air of mystery to the princess, and that a curiosity of the other’s form had lingered between them both.



“No, although, you are as I envisioned you. I knew from your strength and your gait what I might discover.”



Lede chortled at her warmly, pulling the princess in close, showering her breasts with kisses. “All that from how I walk?” she asked teasingly, and secured her lips around one nipple, suckling against it tenderly, and working it under her tongue.



“I am attentive to much. And how sweet you are when it comes to subtle things.”



The princess’ praise warmed Lede, and Enser wrapped her arms around her head, pulling her in snugly to her breast.



“Let us finish what we started, now that we may enjoy it rightly,” Enser suggested with a chortle.



“Of course, your grace - Enser? Dare I use your name like so?”



“Call me what you dare to. It’s no risk here, but measure what you chance being heard,” she suggested with a warm giggle. “Here we can speak freely - or squeal, moan, and scream if we must,” she said, planting a small kiss against Lede’s ear. The princess leaned into her and pushed the dame’s stronger form onto the bed, resting her lithe softness over the body of the more muscular dame. Lede was taller than her by ahead, and wider, so that she was a pleasing bed for the princess to lay upon, kicking her feet up carelessly as her soft breasts traversed smoothly over Lede’s abs.


Enser pressed with her palms against Lede’s weighty breasts, massaging them under her palm and lying the dame flat on the bed. She began to crawl up her, and soon hoisted herself into a straddle as she sat on Lede’s chest.



“I’ve not had my fill of pleasuring you yet. Nor can I imagine such,” Lede giggled up at her, observing with open delight the pale golden form of the princess, soft and curvaceous at all points, her skin catching the last rays of light through the window. The dame brought her hands up around Enser’s thighs, squeezing her soft flesh gently, and guiding the princess further up, so that she might rest herself against the dame’s willfully serving lips, and ride her face for as long as pleased her. Lede would serve her eternally like so, finding great satisfaction in all that delighted her beloved.



“You pleased me well… but I had enough for my toes. How I desired to have you under me during that dinner. After a time, all I could think of was this,” Enser confessed, hovering her dripping sex over the dame’s eager awaiting mouth. She felt the warmth of Lede’s breath rising up to meet her.



“That may be harder to hide,” Lede said with a laugh. “You shalt need a rather cleverly made chair,” she said.



“Truly. Shall I ever need to be deprived of you? I do not expect my clever means will expire.” Enser laughed and dropped herself onto Lede’s face, resting the weight of her body onto her, and steadying herself with her legs. She positioned herself so that her pussy was pressed snugly to Lede’s mouth, and sighed a deep note of pleasure and relaxation as she appeared to make herself comfortable for the service to come.



The dame beneath her eagerly opened wide for her, engulfing the delicious sex of her princess, and extending her tongue far within. She curled it and licked up against Enser’s inner wall, stroking with the muscle of her mouth as she teased her in the way that seemed to coax the most reaction out of her before. Now there was nothing to stop the dame from working her up until she was over the edge, and she did not mean to provide Enser a moment’s release from the pleasure of her tongue until she reached that peak.



The princess gently grinded herself against Lede’s face, causing the bed to squeak beneath them as she gently hopped, thrusted, and otherwise humped the dame pleasuring her, using her tongue like a toy for her own pleasure, and humming out noises of contentment and delight.



With one hand grasping Lede’s dark silky hair, and another stroking at her own clit, Esner moaned and soon began to groan out loudly in orgasmic pleasure, feeling the dame’s tongue reach far within her, wiggling about in all directions at her servant pleased her in all ways she was able. She leaned forward and thrusted her hips down against Lede, riding her face energetically as she bucked and howled and seemed overwhelmed by the intense coursing flow of climax.



Lede squeezed Enser’s rear with either hand, holding her pussy snug to her face as her tongue squirmed and thrusted and danced for Enser’s delight, never ceasing as those intense sensations arose and emanated through her. Enser vibrated with the trembles that shook her, and soon stooped, awash with euphoria, and relaxed herself against Lede’s finally slowing tongue.



Heaving deep breaths, she slowly pulled herself up, and rested back to sit above Lede’s breasts, panting as she met the dame’s eyes with bliss and gratitude in her gaze.



“Did I please you well, your grace?”



“So far,” she concurred with a sweet smirk. After just a moment had passed, Enser scooted forward again, further, and now buried Lede’s face beneath her ass, spreading herself for the dame, who she knew would continue to please her without question. “You are worth the risk,” Enser told her, the small comment filled with admiration.



Smothered beneath her, Lede blindly opened her mouth, and licked up with her tongue against Enser’s star, finding her mouth worked far up between the princess’ cheeks. Enser shook her hips back and forth as she comfortably rested her whole weight on Lede, and settled in for the pleasuring of her asshole, gently attending to her own pussy, and also a breast, with the fingers of her either hand. Her soft and warm buttcheeks embraced Lede’s face from either side, and her weight was easy enough to bare, despite it all being concentrated upon the dame’s mouth and nose.



Enser brought her legs in, and curled her feet under herself, pressing her soles against the back of Lede’s head as she smothered the dame even more snugly up into her ass, and held her there persistently. It seemed she delighted in the thought that Lede might continue to serve her ass even for want of air, and prioritize her pleasure above all things. She hummed out pleasurably as the tongue of her servant extended far up into her, and humped her face rather ungently, knowing that the stronger dame could handle it.



Only when Lede began to squirm for frantic need of air did the princess lift off of her and afford her the chance. “How lovely you are at treating me. The occasion for this will be as frequent as we can manage. We may sometimes need be hasty or discrete, indeed,” Enser mused. “But I will contemplate the means for this, my beloved dame,” she said, clearing Lede’s face of hair before planting herself back on her lips once more.



Enser leaned back, her hand slipping down over Lede’s abs to stroke at her sex, and work in circles about her clitoris with her soft fingertips. The dame’s wetness revealed the intense passion of her desire and the enjoyment of her role, and her legs squirmed and shifted as Enser sunk her fingers between her glistening petals, and began to stroke and pleasure her there, even while she kept the dame tightly held to her. When Lede orgasmed, she moaned out her sheer ecstasy into Enser’s ass, the sensation sending an aroused tremor all the way through the princess, who was soon taken by bliss herself again. She worked her pussy with her fingers, lifting off of Lede at the last moment to orgasm and squirt out upon her lips, groaning with absolute overpowering delight as she drenched her servants face.



Finally they collapsed beside each other, and with gentle and tender kisses, Enser cleaned Lede’s face, and embraced the other’s toned and sweaty form, sharing in the warmth of her. To hold the soft and smooth princess in her arms, and know that there would be great pleasure shared between them, filled Lede with a great sense of euphoria, and she felt that all her desires had been granted in just one day. Lede looked down at the princess as she relaxed into her embrace and rested, and contemplated with wonder and joy the many chances she would get to set her aflutter with pleasure again, and treat her to all the delights she had wanted to since entering the service of the princess. She kissed her head, and held her softly to her chest, knowing that it would be so.
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Did you enjoy this novella? Tell about your experience or leave an Amazon Kindle Book Review to share your thoughts!







Follow Alison’s Twitter for exclusive sneak-peeks and promotional information.
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