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A maid entered the princess’s room and locked the doors. She threw her dress in the closet. Her wig had fallen off on its own. 

They’re ruined... She sighed and changed her soiled panties. The smell was reminiscent of fun times. Yet as she thought about the man she spent time with... her mind went numb. 

“Phew...” Bea moaned, getting comfortable on her bed.

She wanted a shower and she wanted one badly but she didn’t want to go. She knew she wouldn’t be able to control her urges if she went in.

No, even now she couldn’t. She wasn’t trying to do much but she rubbed a pillow between her legs. No, she was humping it, her back moving on its own. There was a tingle present and it just refused to leave her loins. She’d enjoyed the man’s company for a while but even so, the tingle just didn’t leave. She had to do something about it.

Now.

The slow humping, rubbing... eventually made her dick pick up pace and let out bits of cum albeit with a mixture of pain and pleasure. The actual origins of the tingle however... was merely scratched at a surface level.

She tried her best to hold in the groan-ish moan. But eventually, her spent dick throbbed and shot out nonexistent cum and her vagina relaxed.

Damn... 

It wasn’t always like this.  

Princess Beaches didn’t even know about sex, let alone masturbation before turning Eighteen, and even then, she only knew the basics and not what it was. 

Bea didn’t know how to do it; how to have fun. Not until she caught a maid doing something to herself in a room and moaning. The maid was putting her finger inside her vagina and seemed to really like it going in and out and in and out; Bea still remembered those muffled sounds she’d mistaken for groans. It had merely taken her a minute to realize those sounds were not of pain but rather... pleasure. Listening to them had made her oddly warm and her legs... tingly. How? She didn’t know. But from the moment she caught a glance, she felt an odd tingle in her groin. She knew it wasn’t normal, and she knew she had to do something about it.

But asking the maid was embarrassing, so she didn’t. She came back to her room, locked the door, closed the curtains, and explored. She placed a finger on her panties and it was... odd. She couldn’t tell if she liked it or not. But the more she rubbed her finger, the warmer that area got. And at one point, just circling her finger around one particular spot felt good; no insertion necessary. “Mm,” she breathed hard, but didn’t let the sounds get out. Bea didn’t have the courage to put anything inside her anyway. And neither did she have the courage to undress, even inside her own room. It felt wrong... so wrong, but so good. So good to just rub herself. And rub, she did; her penis engorged so much she thought it’d explode.... She rubbed for what felt like hours, the good feeling slowly got more and more intense, and then all of a sudden, the feeling intensified more and more and... then a jolt!

As though her insides quaked for a second, it spooked the hell out of her. Both the tingle and the pleasure. So much so that, she wet her panties. Or rather, she thought she’d wet her panties.... But the amount was so little and it didn’t smell bad. It did have a different than usual smell though, and texture. So slimy. 

What is this? She didn’t understand what just happened, but one thing she did get... it felt darn good. And she wanted to feel it again....

So, despite the shame, Bea called the maid and asked her about what it was... the maid explained this thing called masturbation, a way to pleasure oneself in the absence of one’s partner or if she just wanted to feel good. 

“But... why don’t you have one like this...” Bea mumbled, staring at her crotch. “I thought most girls had this.” She never understood why her penis randomly went hard every now and then. The sensitive organ had made her think maybe it served another purpose but given how taboo it was to talk about it, she never was able to explore.

“I think you had it wrong. Most girls have a clitoris, which is smaller than this but... but a penis is pretty nice too,” the maid confessed. “You can have fun with both.” She lifted the hem of her dress up. “This is the clitoris,” the maid could not stare back at those innocent eyes. “It feels amazing when touched but not directly...”

“Both? But don’t I pee with this?” Bea asked, and innocently too. She already got a taste of the good feeling earlier, so she knew it could feel good. But... but asking was still a little shameful.

“Yes,” the maid said. “But that’s not what I meant. I was talking about boys and girls.”

“Boys and girls?”

The maid snickered. “You really don’t know anything?”

“They never told me...” Although interested, Bea was often shunned, so she didn’t have the courage to ask again. Even now she remembered asking the head maid and immediately getting scolded for it.

“Aww....” The maid came closer and whispered some things... “Also, this place,” she said, almost rubbing her finger at Bea’s chest, giving her a tickle. “You can use this too. Umm... it is not my place but if your highness is willing, shall I guide you?” 

Bea’s cheeks went red, her heart raced, and something pressed up hidden deep inside her clothes. “Yes.”

That’s when Bea found out, yes, Masturbation, pleasuring oneself, really was fun. (That was also when she first learned about another fun activity called sex and had her first lesbian experience.)
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Trickle... water flowed into the basin. Bea let her overworked body soak. All the sweat and other stuff slowly mixed in with the other, rendering her clean.

Earlier in the afternoon, Bea had the pleasure of sleeping with an older man and climaxing many times; even now, traces of his seeds were inside her or at least she could feel it.... Yes, penetrative sex was fun and all but the man could hardly make her come as many times as she wanted; and she didn’t feel great afterwards either. She felt empty... in a sense. This was particularly why Bea often asked Mel to participate in such activities with her, but Mel being the innocent boy he was, didn’t agree most of the times. Which only led Bea to feel more and more frustrated, and in turn... seek other forms of relief.

Bea sighed, washed herself and rubbed her body till she felt ‘clean’. Strangely, although her body was still sensitive, she didn’t feel much of any pleasure from the rubbing. She liked feeling dirty at times. However, at other times... she didn’t want anything to do with that at all.

No, that was the last time. That was the damn last time!

Bea got out of the shower, watched herself in the mirror, stared at her face and... forced a smile. That was the last time. Let’s wait for Mel.

She went to her room, and got dressed; almost time for bed.

However... the itch she was trying to suppress... surfaced anew. 

Well... self-pleasure isn’t cheating, right?

“Mmm...” a very mild hum. Her back planted against the wall, bottom cushioned by her pillow, she sat, legs spread like she was delivering a baby or something, her dress hung over her legs, as though powerless to cover her. 

She made sure the door was locked, and she also cast a particular spell to keep the sounds in. The spell worked but she couldn’t be too loud. Most of the castle was asleep but some maids and soldiers were stationed outside to attend to any of her needs. Sadly, she had different needs this time around.

Warm magical light, curtain fluttering, calm and quiet. She also lit a scented candle to lighten up the mood. She had a bedsheet underneath her, so none of her fluids would get on the floor. 

Bea was rather horny. She’d had sex, and cleaned herself over the shower but, but she couldn’t help but touch herself a little. When she did, she knew just touching wasn’t going be enough. Again, she didn’t care for penetrative sex. But sometimes, a little penetration and a little clitoral stimulation was a must. Luckily for her, her clitoris was large enough to be a dick in of itself.

“Mmmh!” She rubbed over her panties, not quite getting them off. She didn’t get her dress off either. It was somewhere around midnight, but she didn’t have the luxury of getting caught naked. She was a princess after all!

Why can’t you be here, when I need you... She sighed, rubbing her finger over her panties, feeling the sensation grow. She thought about Mel, she about the boy she fell in love with... she thought of him naked, she thought of him licking her and... “Mmh,” a breath leaked.

Face and downstairs warmer, she knew soon she’d have to go in. She could have just squeezed her boobs and played with her dick till she came but she didn’t. She wanted to take her time, and she wanted to enjoy this. Not rush.

Hence why... she just rubbed.

Fun to rub; her vagina started to get moist and her dick... a little bigger and more sensitive like it had just come alive. It was fun. Fun till she started to pant. It just wasn’t enough. So, with a warm sigh, she slid a hand inside her panties and- “Mmmah....” Let out a sound. Wet and sensitive; warm almost tingly. Much more than just rubbing. She didn’t quite slide her finger inside her, despite being so wet and ready. Instead, she casually rubbed her fingers outside, circling her labia and the base of her dick. Just touching was enough to clench her butt cheeks tight, but no, she couldn’t shut her thighs together, doing so would dampen the sensation!

It's your fault I’m like this... yet, you’re not here... 

Bea used
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