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CHAPTER 1: A LUMP IN THE RUMP

 


A long time ago in a small kingdom far, far
away, there lived a beautiful young princess named Amalia. She was
so beautiful, flowers leaned toward her when she walked past. Birds
and butterflies fluttered around her to get a closer look. Even
women who might normally turn green with envy, turned pink with
admiration instead.

She was not only beautiful but kind. In the
small village outside her family’s castle, she served hot meals to
the hungry, handed out blankets to the cold, and gave hope to the
despondent. The people called her an angel.

Amalia’s father, King Norwood, loved her so
much, he wanted to protect her from all life’s dangers. To keep her
safe from the greatest danger of all – men – he surrounded her with
three chaste companions and a special troop of guards sworn to
defend her virtue. He forbade all single males over the age of
twelve from approaching her. He blocked all love songs from
reaching her ears, all romantic stories from passing before her
eyes, and even made it a crime to discuss such matters with
her.

In short, he wanted to keep her as pure as
fresh snow, as innocent as a fawn, until her beauty, kindness, and
purity attracted a crown prince from one of the big kingdoms. He
hoped such a union would not only make her happy, but would also
help his small, impoverished kingdom of Westwich survive.

By the time Amalia turned eighteen, the
king’s plan seemed to have worked. Eleven princes had asked for her
hand in marriage on reputation alone. The king had rejected all but
one: Prince Rupert from the mighty kingdom of Arginy, who was now
on his way to meet her. Everything was going perfectly – Amalia’s
gilded cage had not a single scratch – until one morning she
arrived for breakfast in the Great Hall, rubbing her eyes and
yawning.

“Why so tired?” asked Queen Isabella,
Amalia’s ageless and graceful mother. “Did you not sleep well, my
dear?”

“It’s my bed,” Amalia answered drowsily.
“There was a lump under my rump all night long.”

“A lump?” said the king, who couldn’t bear to
see his daughter suffer the slightest discomfort. “That’s
unacceptable. I’ll have the steward replace your mattress right
away.”

“Thank you, Father,” said Amalia, as she
gently massaged her behind.

 


* * *

 


The next morning, Amalia entered the Great
Hall with the same look of sleepy discomfort on her face.

“What’s wrong, my child?” asked the
queen.

“It was the lump again, Mother,” answered the
princess. “It seemed to poke and prod me from dusk till dawn.”

“That’s strange,” said the king. “I thought
the steward replaced your mattress.”

“He did, Father.”

“Hmmm…perhaps it’s the frame. I’ll have him
replace that, too. You must look rested when Prince Rupert
arrives.”

Amalia felt something tug her insides. She
was quite nervous about the prince’s arrival, now only one week
away. To start with, she had two conflicting views of men, both
formed at a distance. The noblemen visiting the castle always
seemed so shiny and brash, she wondered why any of them needed
trumpeters. She’d concluded that to converse with them, one merely
needed to nod and smile. On the other hand, the men in the village
seemed more full of ale than themselves, mumbled a great deal when
they spoke, and sometimes fell asleep sitting up. To communicate
with them, their wives often stood quite close, yelling as loud as
possible and even poking them in the chest. Now Prince Rupert was a
famous nobleman, so she suspected he required a lot of nodding and
smiling, but she’d also observed noblewomen behaving like village
wives on occasion, and she didn’t understand when to make the
switch.

She also wasn’t sure what to do with a man
aside from conversing. She’d mostly observed noblemen at
tournaments, where they jousted all day, then drank and caroused
all night. But as she didn’t joust, drink, or carouse, she couldn’t
see much of a role for herself there.

Then there was that disgusting thing she’d
witnessed at two separate feasts, when a man and woman pressed
their mouths together and appeared to chew the same food. She’d
never observed married couples doing anything similar, so she
didn’t think she’d have to do that with Prince Rupert, but she
wasn’t certain.

It was all so confusing, she wanted very much
to talk to her mother and aunts about it. That wasn’t permitted,
however. Besides, at the moment, she was far too distracted by the
current pain in her butt to discuss her future husband.

 


* * *

 


At the following breakfast, the princess
complained of the same uncomfortable lump.

“I thought the steward replaced your entire
bed,” said the king, exasperated.

“He did,” said the queen, appearing
concerned. “Perhaps the lump’s not in the bed.”

It took a few seconds for this to register
with the king. When it did, he jumped to his feet. “Guards!” he
bellowed, his voice booming from within his dark beard like thunder
from the clouds. “Fetch my physician!”

Shortly after, the king’s personal physician
arrived: a short, elderly man with stooped shoulders and enormous
spectacles. The physician, the queen, and Amalia retired to a
private chamber. The king paced nervously outside the door. After a
few minutes, everyone emerged smiling and relieved. “All’s well,
sire,” said the physician. “The princess’s behind is as round and
soft as a lamb’s.”

“Thank goodness!” said the king. “So what’s
causing her discomfort?”

“I don’t know, sire. Perhaps it’s the way
she’s sleeping.”

Overhearing this, Amalia said, “No problem,
Father. I’ll try to sleep differently tonight.”

 


 



CHAPTER 2: THE MYSTERY UNFOLDS

 


The next morning, the princess’s rear end was
as sore as ever, though this time it was only one cheek, since
she’d slept on her side.

“Impossible!” said the king, completely
baffled. “She has a new mattress, a new frame, and her bottom is as
round and soft as a lamb’s. Where’s the lump coming from?”

“There’s something else,” said the princess.
“It’s no longer just a lump. Last night, I felt it to see what it
might be, and it began to grow. In fact, the more I felt it, the
more it grew, until it assumed a most peculiar shape.”

“What kind of shape?” asked the queen, now
more concerned than ever.

The princess looked around and picked up one
of the large candles from the breakfast table. “Well, it was long
and hard like this, except much thicker. And it was bigger at the
top, like a mushroom. And here, at the bottom, it had two large
apples, one on either side.”

The queen dropped her fork onto her plate.
The king nearly choked on his buttered scone. As soon as he
recovered, he stood and yelled, “Guards, fetch your captain!”

A few minutes later, the captain of the
guards arrived. The king pulled him aside to explain what had
happened, his face red with rage. “In her own bed! When I get hold
of this villain, I’m going to flay him alive. I’m going cut off his
private parts and hang them on a pole for all to see. Then I’m
going to take them down and stuff them in his—”

“I understand, sire,” said the captain. “I
just can’t figure out how he got into her room. I have two guards
posted outside her door day and night, and two more beneath her
window. No one could get past them.”

“Perhaps it’s one of them,” said the king.
“Have you noticed anything peculiar about their loins? Puffy
pantaloons, large lumps in their tights – that sort of thing?”

“Forgive me, sire. I don’t understand.”

The king described the culprit’s
extraordinary dimensions.

“Oh, I see. Well, to be honest, that’s not
something I inspect. Besides, the princess’s companions sleep in
her room with her. If a man had entered there, wouldn’t they have
told us?”

“Perhaps they don’t know. Perhaps he’s using
some sort of secret passageway. That’s why I want you to fetch the
steward and meet me there.”

The king returned to the queen and princess.
“Amalia, I want you to visit your aunts for a few hours. Please do
not discuss this matter with them. Isabella, I’d like you to join
me in Amalia’s bedchamber to question her companions.”

“Question my companions?” said Amalia. “Why?
What shape is this to cause such consternation?”

“Never mind, child,” said the king. “We’ll
explain later. In the meantime, please do as you’re told.”

 


* * *

 


The king surveyed his daughter’s bedchamber,
especially her companions’ beds, which had been placed protectively
around her own. “Hmmm,” he said, “he must have crawled in beneath
the beds.”

The captain and steward moved all the beds
aside and closely examined the floor.

“It’s solid stone, my lord,” said the
steward.

“Then he must be coming in elsewhere,”
growled the king. “Empty the room and check every crack, crevice,
and hole you see!”

Calling in the guards for help, the two men
did as instructed, yet still failed to find a secret
passageway.

Meanwhile, the queen had completed her
questioning of the princess’s three companions. “They’ve seen
nothing,” she said. “They swear they’ve been with her all three
nights, and that no man has entered the room.”

“Have they had any large…visitors…poking
around their beds?”

“No, my lord, but I’m not sure they’re as
chaste as you believe. They seem quite familiar with the…object…in
question, though they’ve never heard of one so enormous. Frankly,
neither have I. It seems almost mythical.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Nothing. I only meant it was…unusual…by
ordinary standards. Not that you’re in any way ordinary, my lord.
Things can be mythical in many different ways. After all, heroes
are known for their deeds, not their size. Why, just the other
day—“

“Enough! Let’s focus on the problem at hand,
shall we? How the devil is this villain getting past four guards
and three companions to assail our daughter? More importantly, how
can we stop him?”

 


* * *

 


While the investigation continued in Amalia’s
bedchamber, she arrived at the joint chambers of her Aunts Ingrid
and Leila, the king’s two older sisters.

“What’s wrong, dear?” Aunt Ingrid said the
moment she answered the door. Tall and thin, she had the demeanor
of a devoted headmistress.

“It’s nothing,” said Amalia. “I’m not
permitted to discuss it.”

“Not permitted by whom?” said Aunt Leila as
she joined them. Shorter and rounder than her older sister, she was
more like a loving nursemaid.

“By Father – who else?”

“Nonsense,” said Aunt Ingrid. “We often
ignore what your father says. We used to torment him for hours when
he was a boy. Why do you think he has such a bad temper? Now come
tell us what’s wrong and we’ll see if we can help.”

Amalia smiled. Even though her aunts were
older and had been widowed for many years, they always seemed so
modern. She especially admired their independence.

The three women sat on the big velvet sofa in
the main room.

“It all started with a lump in my rump,” the
princess began. She summarized events to that point.

“Oh my,” said Aunt Leila at the description
of the mysterious shape. “Are you all right, dear? Did it hurt
you?”

“It was inside the mattress. How could it
hurt me?”

“Oh, they have their ways,” said Aunt Ingrid.
“Believe me, they have their ways.”

“Who’s they?” asked Amalia.

“You said it was big,” said Aunt Leila.
“Exactly how big?”

“Well,” answered the princess, “I could
easily place both hands on it, one above the other, with plenty of
room above and below.”

“Oh dear,” said Aunt Ingrid. “How thick was
it?”

“Hmmm, let’s see. I think my fingers could
reach only half way around it.”

“Good Lord!” said Aunt Leila. “Are you sure
it wasn’t just a giant clump of feathers?”

“I don’t think so,” said Amalia, “because it
grew when I touched it. In fact, the more I touched it, the bigger
and harder it got.”

“They tend to do that,” said Aunt Ingrid.

“What tends to do that?” asked Amalia.

“Are you sure you weren’t just having a
dream?” asked Aunt Leila. “You know, the same way you might dream
of a snow cone on a hot summer day?”

“I don’t think so. Why? Does this have to do
with food?”

“Not if you’re quick,” said Aunt Ingrid. “Now
tell us, dear. You can trust your old aunts. You’re not involved
with some dashing young knight or brawny young stable boy, are
you?”

“Of course not!” said Amalia. “Why? Does this
have to do with boys?”

Her two aunts glanced at each other.

“You said you’d tell me.”

Aunt Ingrid offered her an apologetic smile.
“Believe me when we say we want to, dear. We feel you’ve been kept
in the dark about this subject far too long, especially now that
you’re engaged. We’ve lobbied your father many times to let us
discuss it with you, but this is one line he won’t permit us to
cross. He’s even threatened to lop off our heads if we do. However,
given what’s happened, we’ll petition him again right away.”

Amalia wanted to press for more. She hated
being kept in the dark as if she were still a child. But she didn’t
want her aunts to lose their heads, either.

“In the meantime,” said Aunt Leila, “Prince
Rupert will be here in five days. Are you excited to finally meet
him?”

Amalia shrugged. “I suppose, though, to be
honest, I hate the idea of leaving all of you and visiting only
once every few years. I hate leaving the village’s sick and the
poor, too. Who will take care of them? I’m also a little nervous.
What should I say to the prince when I meet him? How should I
behave? What sort of things will we do together?”

“That’s part of what we want to discuss with
you,” replied Aunt Ingrid. “As for what to say or how to behave,
just be yourself, dear. Love will take care of the rest.”

“Yes, but what if I don’t fall in love with
him? What if I don’t even like him?”

“Oh, that’s perfectly normal,” said Aunt
Leila. “I didn’t like my husband at first. He had terrible gas and
burped and snored all night long like a wild boar.”

“And mine was covered in such coarse hair all
over his body,” said Aunt Ingrid, “at night I sometimes mistook him
for the dog.”

“That sounds dreadful,” said Amalia.

“Oh, it was,” said Aunt Leila. “And we
haven’t even told you the worst of it. But after a while, they grow
on you.”

“Like a wart,” chuckled Aunt Ingrid.

“A wart you become so accustomed to,” said
Aunt Leila wistfully, “you miss it when it’s gone.”

 


* * *

 


“Absolutely not!” roared the king. “Why do
you think Prince Rupert chose her to begin with? In addition to her
beauty, he believes her to be as pure as a mountain stream.”

“We know, brother,” said Aunt Ingrid. “But
that was before a giant penis appeared in her bed. She should at
least know what it is.”

“I agree,” said the queen.

“Me, too,” said Aunt Leila.

“It didn’t simply appear in her bed,” replied
the king. “Some villain has crawled beneath her mattress and
offended her from there. But I already have a solution. We’ll put
her in the tower.”

“The tower?” said the queen. “She’s done
nothing wrong!”

“It’s to protect her, not punish her. There’s
no way this scoundrel can get in there. And don’t worry, we’ll make
it comfortable. In the meantime, I’ll have my soldiers check every
loin in the surrounding towns and villages. As soon as we catch the
culprit, we’ll quietly put this matter behind us.”

 


 



CHAPTER 3: THE PHANTOM PHALLUS

 


Early the next morning, the captain of the
guard unlocked the prison tower’s only door to reveal, to her
parents’ immense relief, the peaceful, well-rested, and happy face
of the young princess.

“See?” said the king. “What did I tell you?
She’s been left undisturbed for the night and had a wonderful
sleep.”

“Actually,” said the princess, “the reason I
had a wonderful sleep is I found a good way to deal with this thing
that keeps appearing in my mattress. Instead of sleeping on my back
or side, where it sticks into me, I simply rolled over and put it
between my legs, where it fit perfectly and felt quite nice.”

The queen almost fainted and was saved only
by the sturdy arm of the captain. The king turned ghostly
white.

“What’s the matter?” asked the princess.
“Don’t you see? Whatever this thing is, it needn’t be a pain in my
rear when it can instead be a pleasure on my front.”

The shocked silence persisted. The queen was
the first to rally and immediately pulled her husband aside. “I
hope you’re happy. The ignorance you’ve insisted on is now undoing
the very innocence you’re trying to protect. This is a fine pickle
you’ve got us into.”

“That’s not the pickle I’m worried about,”
said the king.

“You have to let me tell her so she can
defend herself.”

“It’s an omen,” the king muttered. “An evil
omen of some kind.”

“The omen here is that your daughter is
putting a giant, erect penis between her legs and says it feels
good. Now are you going to let me talk to her about this or
not?”

“No!” said the king, tuning back in. “I want
to consult the high priest first. He’ll know how to deal with
this…this phantom phallus. In the meantime, tell her not to touch
it again, or do anything else with it, for that matter. Tell her
it’s evil and she’s to stay away from it!”

 


* * *

 


“Oh, sire,” said the high priest. “This is
definitely a portent of the worst kind. I fear some demon is trying
to impregnate her, and, given his dimensions, it’s clearly the
biggest demon of them all.”

“Not Shesmit!” said the king.

“Yes, sire.”

“What do we do?”

“Our only chance is holy water, sire. I’ll
prepare a silver chalice of it this afternoon. Tonight, when the
phallus appears, the princess must douse it with the water and
recite a special prayer.”

“Shouldn’t you do it, or at least be there to
help?”

“No, sire. If there are others present, it
might become suspicious. Our best bet is for the princess to ambush
the penis on her own.”

 


* * *

 


“A demon?” said Amalia, terrified.

“We think so, yes,” said the queen. “But
don’t be frightened, my dear. All you have to do is pour this holy
water on it and recite this prayer, and we believe it’ll go away.”
She extended the high priest’s silver chalice and prayer.

Amalia spent the rest of the day alternately
memorizing the prayer and thinking about the strange demon object
in her bed. She wondered what it wanted. And why her? She’d never
done anything to attract evil.

This thought helped strengthen her resolve.
She was a good person. So long as she did what the high priest
said, she couldn’t imagine anything bad happening to her.

That night, her parents saw her off to bed.
Having heard the news about the demon, her two aunts joined them.
All five hugged before the tower door.

“Good luck, daughter,” said the king. “Be
noble and strong, and remember: if you need help, just call out and
I’ll be there in seconds.”

“Yes, Father.”

“Remember your prayer,” said the queen. “Say
it three times just to be sure.”

“Yes, Mother.”

“And don’t trust anything it says or does,”
said Aunt Ingrid. “They can be quite slippery when they want.”

“Yes, Aunt.”

The princess entered the tower, the captain
of the guard closing the door behind her.

Her family held vigil outside.

 


* * *

 


As dawn broke, the king commanded the captain
to open the tower door. Again, much to everyone’s relief, they were
greeted by the smiling, rested face of the princess.

“Did you do it, daughter?” the king asked.
“Did you rid yourself of this evil menace?”

“Not quite, Father,” said the princess. “I
did exactly as you said. I waited for the giant lump to appear,
then doused it with the holy water and recited the prayer three
times.”

“So what happened?”

“Nothing. The lump remained, except it became
even more uncomfortable than before.”

“In what way?”

“I had to sleep in the wet spot, which was
not only damp but cold. But I remembered how warm the lump got when
it grew, so I stroked it until it grew very large and warm indeed.
Then I put it between my legs again and had another wonderful
sleep.”

“But, child,” said the queen, “I told you not
to touch it.”

“I know, Mother, but the wet spot was
intolerable. Besides, I have even better news. I don’t think the
lump is evil after all. When I stroked it, it squirmed and moaned
and snuggled up to me just like my pet ferret used to do when I
rubbed him between the ears.”

This time the queen fainted.

 


 



CHAPTER 4: THE WACKY WIZARD

 


“No, no, no!” the king insisted as he and his
wife argued in the hallway. “We have three days before Prince
Rupert arrives. We can still preserve her innocence.”

“Not unless you have one of those for her
loins!” said the queen, pointing at the suit of armor standing
against the wall next to them.

“Hmmm,” said the king, stroking his beard.
“That’s not a bad idea. A kind of armor against amour, a buckler
against the bold, a visor for the vag—“

“Husband!”

“Okay, okay. Look, if this thing isn’t a
demon, it’s clearly some form of magic, so I don’t want to do
anything else until I’ve spoken with Waldorf the Wizard. He’ll know
what to do.”

 


* * *

 


Waldorf the Wizard lived in a small,
cluttered cottage on the king’s estate. He was a powerful wizard in
many ways, and he certainly looked the part with his tall pointed
hat, long white beard, and flowing satin cape. Yet, there was a
reason he worked for the small kingdom of Westwich instead of much
larger kingdoms like Arginy: his obsession with magical pranks. On
one occasion, he cast a spell on all the village wives to hear only
what they wanted to hear from their husbands, which led to
considerable grief when the men didn’t fulfill their promises. On
another occasion, he caused ale to randomly disappear from mugs at
a local tavern, leading to the worst brawl in the tavern’s history.
Even nobles hadn’t been spared, a group once riding straight into
the moat when fooled by the illusion of a lowered drawbridge.

Thus, it wasn’t surprising when the wizard
found amusement in the king’s predicament. “A giant penis in the
mattress? You don’t say. Well, at least someone else in my line of
work has a sense of humor.”

“So you think it’s magic?”

“We’d better hope so, because if it starts
occurring naturally, most of us will be out of luck.”

“What can we do about it?”

“Well, I suppose I could create a swelling
potion. I hear stretching helps, too.”

“I mean about getting rid of the penis in the
mattress.”

“Oh yes, that. Hmmm…” The wizard stood and
began rifling through his shelves. At last, he extracted a silver
wand and a small bottle with a note attached to it. “This should do
it,” he said, handing the items to the king. “Have the princess
sprinkle this powder on the penis, say the attached incantation,
and whack the testicles hard three times with this wand.”

“She has to physically strike the
testicles?”

“Hey, you’re trying to get rid of a penis.
Smacking the testicles is never a bad place to start.”

 


* * *

 


“You want me to whack it hard across the
apples?” asked Amalia.

“Three times,” said the king.

“But won’t that hurt it?”

“Think of it more as encouraging it to
leave.”

Amalia turned away from her parents and
looked out the throne-room window at the fields of grass and wild
flowers beyond the castle walls. She loved nature, especially its
gentler side. When she turned back again, she said, “I don’t know.
As I told you this morning, I don’t think the lump is evil. It
seems sort of cute to me now, like my old—“

“Yes, yes,” said the king. “Like your old
ferret. But tell me, daughter, do you want Prince Rupert to call
off the wedding?”

Amalia didn’t understand the connection. “On
account of this? I hope he’s not that intolerant. Maybe he’ll even
like the lump and we can keep it as a pet.”

The king clamped his hand over his face.

“Men tend not to like those sorts of pets,”
said the queen. “Your father’s right. If you don’t want to risk
losing Prince Rupert, you should do as the wizard suggests.”

“But—“

“This isn’t a debate, Amalia,” said the king.
“I’m telling you what to do and I expect you to do it!”

 


* * *

 


The entire family once again crowded around
the tower door the following morning. This time, they were greeted
by a princess not only rested but determined.

“Did you do it, daughter?” the king asked.
“Did you sprinkle the magic powder on it, recite the incantation,
and whack the…apples…three times hard with the wand?”

“Yes, Father. And it was awful, utterly
cruel. The poor thing yelped every time I hit it, then curled up,
turned green, and moaned in pain.”

“Fantastic!” said the king. “Oh, joyous day.
So it’s gone now?”

“No, it’s not gone. I couldn’t bear to see it
suffer like that, so I hugged it to my bosom and caressed it back
to health. I’m telling you, you’re gravely mistaken about it. This
little creature isn’t evil. It’s warm and gentle and loving. Why,
it felt as wonderful between my breasts as it did between my
legs.”

This time, it was the king who fainted. But
when he awoke, it was not to the attentive care of those around
him. It was instead to the angry face of his wife hovering over
him. “Is this what you meant when you said ignorance is bliss?” she
hissed. “I’ve had it with keeping our daughter in the dark. I’m
discussing this with her whether you like it or not!”

The queen rose and took Amalia by the hand.
“Come along, dear. Aunt Ingrid and Aunt Leila, you’re welcome to
join us.”

The four women stormed off.

The captain and the other guards helped the
king to his feet, where he stood red-faced and puffing through his
dark beard.

 


 



CHAPTER 5: THE FROGS AND THE FLIES

 


The queen brought her daughter and two
sisters-in-law to her private chambers, where she first ordered
tea. When the tea had been served, and everyone was comfortably
seated, she turned toward Amalia. “Today, dear, we’re finally going
to have the conversation we should have had long ago. I’m going to
tell you about the frogs and the flies.”

Amalia’s eyes widened. “You mean about girls
and boys?”

“Yes. You see, there’s really no other way to
put this. That…thing…you’ve been stroking, putting between your
legs, and holding to your bosom isn’t a candle or a giant mushroom,
and it’s certainly not a ferret. It’s part of a man.”

“A man? But I’ve never seen anything like
that on a man.”

“If you’ve described it accurately, neither
have we,” said Aunt Ingrid.

Aunt Leila snickered.

“The reason you haven’t seen it,” said the
queen, “is because it hangs between a man’s legs and is therefore
concealed by his garments.”

“Well, most of the time,” said Aunt Ingrid.
“Though they do have a tendency to sneak out whenever they
can.”

“What’s it for?” asked Amalia.

“It has multiple uses,” explained the queen.
“At times, it’s used to pee, similar to your own bodily function.
At other times, such as when a man and woman are in love—“

“Or drunk,” interjected Aunt Ingrid.

“Or just in the mood,” said Aunt Leila.

“—the man’s lump, or ‘penis’, as it’s
properly called, will get hard, and then the man will put it inside
the woman, and—“

“Inside!” said Amalia, shocked. “Where
inside?”

“Well,” answered the queen, “between your
legs.”

“Or other places, if they can get away with
it,” said Aunt Ingrid.

“And believe me, they’ll try,” added Aunt
Leila.

“Ladies,” said the queen, “there’s no need to
traumatize her.”

“We’re not trying to, my lady,” countered
Aunt Ingrid. “But if she doesn’t know about the other places, isn’t
she at risk there, too?”

“Hmmm,” said the queen, “you’re quite right.
Basically, Amalia, once a man’s penis is hard, he might try to
stick it in you anywhere he can.”

“Even your ear,” said Aunt Leila.

“My ear?”

“Yes. That happened to me once and I couldn’t
hear for a week.”

“But why?” asked Amalia. “Why must they stick
it anywhere?”

“Because it feels good for them,” said the
queen.

“Yes, but doesn’t it hurt us?”

“I daresay the one in your bed might,” said
Aunt Ingrid. “At least for a little while. But the area between
your legs—“

“Called your ‘vagina’,” said Aunt Leila.

“—is quite elastic. It can expand to
accommodate the largest of men.”

“And even contract to accommodate the smaller
ones,” said Aunt Leila.

“Though the contracting part’s not as much
fun,” said Aunt Ingrid, “which is why you should generally avoid
men with small lumps in their tights.’

“Ladies,” said the queen, “I think we’re
drifting. The point is, Amalia, that having a man put his penis
inside you is a very intimate act meant to be shared only with a
man you truly love.”

“Though, if you’re older and widowed like us,
you might have to lower your standards a bit,” said Aunt Leila.

“Furthermore,” said the queen, “this is how
babies are made. After a man’s penis is hard and rubs inside of
you, it produces his seed, which then takes hold in your stomach
and makes you with child. Do you understand, dear, or would you
like me to explain it again?”

“No, I think I understand,” said Amalia. “It
all sounds horrible, but I think I get it.”

“Well,” said Aunt Leila, “just so we don’t
ruin things for you and Prince Rupert, it’s not necessarily
horrible. It can actually be quite pleasurable if the man knows
what he’s doing.”

“How can you tell if he knows that?”

“Unfortunately, it’s trial and error. You
only know after you try.”

“Or during,” said Aunt Ingrid. “I can pretty
much tell right away if it’s going to be a stinker.”

Amalia tried to absorb all this new
information. “So what about the penis in my bed?” she asked
finally. “What does it want?”

“Well,” said the queen, “from the sound of
it—”

“Especially the fact it gets hard and moans
and squirms when you touch it,” said Aunt Leila.

“It probably wants what every other penis
wants,” said the queen.

“Which is to violate you,” said Aunt Ingrid.
“To pillage and ravage your young body from dusk till dawn until
there’s nothing left of your honor, virtue, or, if you happen to
let your hair down, your dignity.”

“That’s why we’re telling you this,” said the
queen. “Despite what you said this morning about it not being evil,
the penis in your bed is obviously not of this world.”

“Seeing as it’s only a penis,” said Aunt
Ingrid.

“With no man attached to it,” said Aunt
Leila.

“Which frankly doesn’t sound that bad,” said
Aunt Ingrid. “Might even be a huge market for that sort of
thing.”

“As I was saying,” said the queen, clearing
her throat, “since it’s obviously not of this world, you mustn’t
touch it, stroke it, or put it between your legs or breasts again,
no matter how good it feels, okay?”

“Yes, Mother.”

“And you mustn’t tell Prince Rupert about it,
either.”

“You mean you want me to lie?”

“It’s more of a white lie, actually,” said
Aunt Leila. “One meant to avoid upsetting the prince after the
penis is gone.”

“I don’t understand,” said Amalia. “If the
penis is gone, why would he get upset?”

“Because men can be quite sensitive about
that sort of thing,” explained Aunt Ingrid. “Each man likes to
believe his penis is the only one his lady’s ever seen, or at least
the biggest she’s ever seen.”

“Oh, I get it,” said Amalia. “It’s like a
competition – a joust.”

“Precisely,” said Aunt Leila. “Though they
rarely mash their heads together like that.”

Amalia sat back. She had a lot to
contemplate, not only about the penis in her bed, but also about
her upcoming marriage to Prince Rupert, and even about life in
general. Mostly, however, she felt unsettled. Of everything she’d
heard, something didn’t seem quite right, as if her understanding
of the situation wasn’t yet complete.

 


 



CHAPTER 6: SOLUTIONS

 


Four hours later, King Norwood called the
family to the Great Hall. “I’ve got it!” he said. “Enough of these
hocus-pocus prayers and incantations. I’m going to deal with this
villain the same way I would any other.” He pulled out a dagger.
“I’m going to lop off its head!”

Complete silence followed. After a few
moments, it was Amalia who spoke up. “No, Father. I won’t allow
it.”

“What do you mean, you won’t allow it? Prince
Rupert arrives in two days. Surely you now realize that if you
don’t rid yourself of this monstrosity, it will undo your marriage,
a marriage that’s perfect for you in every way.”

“It doesn’t matter,” she said. “I’m not going
to harm something that doesn’t deserve it.”

“Doesn’t deserve it? It’s invaded your bed.
That alone qualifies it for the chopping block!”

“That’s because you keep seeing it as evil.
You all do. But I still don’t agree. It’s done none of the nasty
things that Aunt Ingrid or Aunt Leila described.”

The king shot his sisters a dirty look. “What
nasty things?”

“Quite the opposite,” Amalia continued. “It’s
been both polite and gentle. So I don’t think it’s a demon or
anything villainous. It feels more like it’s lost and lonely – yes,
almost like a lost puppy.”

“Ah, the lost puppy look,” Aunt Leila
whispered to her sister. “That one used to get me every time.”

“Me, too,” said Aunt Ingrid.

“And is this lost puppy worth destroying your
entire future, not to mention a key alliance for our kingdom?” the
king asked.

“I didn’t say that, Father,” replied Amalia.
“I know you’ve worked hard to arrange my marriage to Prince Rupert.
But I’m not going to kill something for personal gain, especially
when I feel it might actually be good. What I want to do is talk to
it.”

“Talk to it?”

“Yes. I’m going to politely ask it to leave.
If I’m right, I think it’ll agree.”

“Oh, child,” said the king. “I fear your
innocence misleads you. As everyone in this room will attest,
penises rarely listen to reason. Yet I can’t do this without you,
so I’ll give you one last chance to rid yourself of this menace on
your own. If it refuses, however, you must promise to help me
cleave it in two.”

The princess cringed at this thought, but
felt she had no choice other than to agree.

 


* * *

 


Once again, great anticipation accompanied
the opening of the tower door the next morning. This time, however,
Amalia emerged neither happy nor well-rested.

“It didn’t leave, did it?” said the king.

“To the contrary,” replied Amalia. “It did
exactly as I asked.”

Gasps of surprise and relief filled the
room.

“Gone? Departed for good?” said the king.

“Yes,” said the princess.

“Then why so sad?”

“Because I feel as if I let it down. As if it
needed something from me, I was its only hope, and now that hope is
gone.”

“What penis doesn’t try to make you feel that
way?” whispered Aunt Ingrid to her sister.

“Until you give it what it wants,” Aunt Leila
whispered back. “Then it gallops off like a highwayman after a
heist.”

“But don’t you see, daughter?” said the king.
“This is glorious – glorious! Now Prince Rupert won’t have to hear
a single word about it.”

Amalia sighed. “Yes, Father. I’m glad you’re
happy. I just hope we haven’t hurt some innocent soul in the
process.”

“Nonsense, child,” said the king. “You’ve
done the right thing. Now we can finally ready ourselves for the
prince’s arrival tomorrow.”

 


 



CHAPTER 7: PRINCE RUPERT

 


The trumpets sounded as the castle gates
opened. Aunt Ingrid, Aunt Leila, and Amalia watched from the royal
box to the left of the receiving platform. Arginy’s famous Silver
Guard appeared first: twelve tall knights on majestic steeds,
riders and horses alike gleaming in silver armor.

Behind the Silver Guard came four knights and
horses clad entirely in gold.

Behind these came eight black horses pulling
such a large golden carriage, it looked like a temple on wheels.
Sitting atop the carriage and clad entirely in white, Prince Rupert
cut a majestic figure even from a distance.

Another four golden knights and twelve more
of the Silver Guard followed in the rear.

“Oh my!” said Aunt Leila. “Have you ever seen
such magnificent procession?”

“Never,” Aunt Ingrid responded. “It’s
dazzling!”

The crowd, which had gathered along both
sides of the road, applauded and threw flowers.

The procession drew nearer, bringing Prince
Rupert more fully into view, revealing that his white doublet and
matching white tights were both adorned with gold trim.

“He’s so regal looking,” observed Aunt
Leila.

“And his face is so handsome,” added Aunt
Ingrid.

“You lucky, lucky girl!” the two aunts said
in unison.

Amalia nodded and said, “It certainly is
impressive.”

The procession finally came to a halt at the
receiving platform. The prince descended from the carriage as two
attendants emerged from within it, both bearing red velvet boxes.
They assembled at the foot of the platform, the prince taking the
lead, and began a slow, formal ascent up the platform’s steps. At
the top, the prince bowed first before Queen Isabella, who was
seated in her throne chair, and kissed her outstretched hand.
Taking the velvet box from the attendant on his right, he opened
its lid and presented it to his future mother-in-law with another
sweeping bow.

Despite the side view, Amalia and her two
aunts could see that the box contained a pair of golden
chalices.

The prince greeted the king in similar
fashion, presenting him with a golden sword.

Finally, the prince turned and bowed toward
Amalia and her aunts. As he did so, the front of his tights became
visible for the first time, having previously been veiled by his
doublet’s side skirts. Aunt Ingrid and Aunt Leila immediately
glanced at each other. There was no lump in his loins, no bulk in
his basket, as it were. Instead, his crotch was full of creases,
his private parts mere pucker.

“Oh my,” Aunt Ingrid whispered. “That can’t
be good.”

 


* * *

 


After the receiving ceremony, Amalia said she
felt tired and retired to her room for a nap.

Her two aunts, meanwhile, conferred in
private.

“Do you think she noticed?” asked Aunt
Ingrid.

“I doubt it,” said Aunt Leila. “She’s not
that kind of girl. Still, I hope he switches to pantaloons for
their formal introduction tomorrow. At least that would put a
little puff in his prow.”

“That’s not going to help on their wedding
night, is it?” said Aunt Ingrid.

The two women fell silent.

“This is so awful,” exclaimed Aunt Leila. “If
only that giant penis hadn’t invaded Amalia’s bed, she’d never know
the difference.”

“Oh, I think she’d know something was amiss.
Hey, wait a moment. The penis in her bed has no man attached to
it…and the man headed for her bed apparently has no penis.”

“That’s a little harsh. He probably has one.
It’s just a bit undernourished.”

“Fine, but don’t you see an opportunity here?
If we could take what was in her bed—”

“And find a way to put it on Prince
Rupert—”

“He’d be the perfect man!”

“But how are we going to do that?” asked Aunt
Leila.

“There’s only one possibility,” answered Aunt
Ingrid. “We have to talk to that wacky wizard.”

 


* * *

 


“Let me get this straight,” said Waldorf.
“The penis the king wanted to get rid of the other day, you now
want to transfer to Prince Rupert instead?”

“If possible,” said Aunt Leila.

“And what do you want me to do with Prince
Rupert’s penis?”

“I don’t think it’s of much consequence,”
said Aunt Ingrid.

“Now, sister,” said Aunt Leila, “let’s not be
unkind. Maybe you could put it on a rabbit or some other small
furry creature.”

“Where it wouldn’t look so out of place,”
added Aunt Ingrid.

Waldorf shook his head. “You women never
cease to amaze me. This penis but not that one. Put it here but not
there. Why do you have to be so picky?”

“We’re not all picky,” said Aunt Leila with a
bashful smile.

Aunt Ingrid shot her a disapproving look.
“So,” she said, turning back to the wizard, “can you help us or
not?”

Waldorf tugged his long white beard. “I’m not
sure. My magic powder had no effect earlier. And to be honest, I
haven’t had a lot of success controlling private parts over the
years, including my own, so making two of them swap places is
probably a stretch.”

 


 



CHAPTER 8: SLEEPING BEAUTY

 


It was agreed that Amalia and Prince Rupert
would be formally introduced in the library, with Aunt Ingrid
acting as chaperone. Amalia sat nervously on the library sofa, her
aunt in a chair near the fireplace.

The room’s doors swung inward. Two attendants
entered first, one standing to either side of the open doorway. The
prince then entered with the same formality and aplomb he had
displayed at the receiving ceremony, though thankfully wearing a
pair of pantaloons.

A third attendant followed the prince into
the room bearing more gifts, which the young lord presented with
more sweeping bows. Aunt Ingrid received golden candle holders.
Amalia received a gold-framed portrait of her future husband in his
white doublet.

“It’s a great pleasure to finally meet you,
Princess,” he said as he sat beside her on the sofa. “You’re even
more beautiful than your father described.”

Amalia smiled. “So how was your journey? What
do you think of Westwich?”

“My journey was long but well worth it. As
for your little kingdom, I think it charming, especially the small
villages and hamlets.”

“Yes, I so love them. Are there many small
villages near your castle?”

“I’m afraid not. The castle is in the center
of Arginia, a large city. There are plenty of shops and beauty
salons, however.”

“Are there any commoners there? Any poor or
sick?”

The prince laughed. “You needn’t worry about
that, my lady. There are commoners working in the shops and salons,
of course, but you won’t have to deal with them. Your
ladies-in-waiting can do that. And if any of the poor or sick try
to bother you, the Silver Guard will keep them away.”

Amalia glanced down. “I see… So what will I
do there?”

“Hopefully, you’ll spend your time in
amusement and delight. There are wonderful shows in the theater
every night. And we have many balls and feasts at the castle.”

“…It sounds wonderful.”

“It is indeed, my lady. There are many who
say that Arginia is the finest city in the world, and our castle
its greatest treasure.”

This small talk continued for another
half-hour, mostly with the prince describing more of Arginia,
Arginy, and himself, and Amalia nodding and smiling. At the end of
this exchange, he invited her to take a walk in the garden. She
loved the garden and normally would have accepted. However, this
time, she said, “I’m feeling a bit tired, actually. If you don’t
mind, I think I’ll take a nap.”

“Certainly,” said the prince with a bow. A
few moments and a few more bows later, he and his attendants
departed, exiting the room in the exact reverse order in which they
had entered.

 


* * *

 


“Where have you been?” Aunt Ingrid asked her
sister, who’d just walked through the door.

“Whatever do you mean?” said Aunt Leila,
blushing.

“I mean it’s after eleven p.m., your hair is
disheveled, and I haven’t seen you smile like that since we played
spin the goblet in our teens.”

Aunt Leila straightened her hair. “I went to
see Wally – er, the wizard – to check on his progress.”

“Uh-huh. And?”

“He’s still having problems with his
self-control – I mean, obtaining control – of the objects in
question.”

“I see. Well, to be honest, I don’t think it
matters.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Because over the past few days, the prince
hasn’t been very princely. Not only does he talk endlessly about
himself and his possessions; yesterday, he took Amalia for a
disastrous ride in his golden carriage. As they passed through the
village, the villagers came out to greet her, as usual, and his
Silver Guard drew their swords on them. Amalia was horrified and
leapt down from the carriage to intervene. Yet even when the prince
saw how warmly the people embraced her, he still refused to greet
them, which caused quite a rift afterward.

“There’s something else, too. She’s been
exceedingly tired. Every time she and the prince are together, she
runs off for a nap. I became worried and asked her companions about
it, and they told me she’d been napping three times a day
minimum.”

“Oh my,” said Aunt Leila. “You don’t
suppose…”

“Well, let’s put it this way,” said Aunt
Ingrid. “If you’re sneaking out every chance you get to spend time
with that wacky old wizard, isn’t it possible she might want to
spend a little time with her…extraordinary mattress?”

“Oh dear. So what do you think will
happen?”

“I don’t know, but I have a feeling matters
will soon come to a head.”

 


* * *

 


Aunt Ingrid was not the only one to notice
the princess’s unusual sleeping pattern.

“So,” said King Norwood to his future
son-in-law as they shared lunch with Queen Isabella in the Great
Hall, “how are you and Amalia getting along?”

“She’s every bit as lovely as you described,”
answered Prince Rupert. “But I must ask, sire, is she ill?”

“Ill? Amalia? Not a day in her life. Why do
you ask?”

“Because she seems to spend a lot of time in
bed. First, we cannot meet until midmorning because she sleeps in.
Then it’s back to bed again right after lunch. The same occurs in
late afternoon. And we can’t schedule anything in the evening
because she retires for good at seven.”

The king glanced at his wife, both of them
turning instantly pale.

“What is it?” asked the prince. “Is there
something—”

A woman’s high-pitched voice drew their
attention to the hall’s entrance. “It’s the princess!” the voice
screamed. “Something’s wrong with the princess!”

One of Amalia’s companions rushed into the
room, two guards with her.

The king, queen, and Prince Rupert all jumped
to their feet.

The companion – a maiden in her early
twenties – was nearly hysterical. “Oh, sire. Something’s happened
to the princess. She’s been sleeping so much lately, I went to
check on her and found her moaning and writhing under her covers. I
tried to shake her out of it, but she couldn’t seem to hear me.
When she finally opened her eyes, she seemed angry with me, which
is quite unlike her, and her face was all flushed and covered with
sweat, as if with fever.”

The king and queen both bolted for their
daughter’s quarters, Prince Rupert, the maiden, and the guards
close behind.

 


 



CHAPTER 9: AWAKENINGS

 


The urgent knock at the door caused Aunt
Ingrid to answer it in a rush. She was surprised to see her niece
standing on the other side, wearing only her nightgown and looking
rather frazzled. “Are you okay, my dear?”

“No,” Amalia answered. “I need your
help.”

Aunt Ingrid immediately brought her inside
and called for Leila.

“I have a problem,” Amalia said as Aunt Leila
arrived. “I don’t want to marry Prince Rupert.”

“I thought that might be the case,” said Aunt
Ingrid. “Is it because he’s a tiresome bore?”

“Not entirely. It’s because…because there’s
another.”

“Another?” said Aunt Leila. “Who?”

Amalia blushed. “I’m not sure. See, the
reason I’ve been sleeping so much lately is I’ve been spending a
lot of time with the…the penis in my bed.”

“I thought so,” said Aunt Ingrid. “You never
really sent it away, did you?”

“No, I did,” said Amalia. “But I asked him to
come back.”

“It’s not really a him, dear,” said Aunt
Leila. “It’s more of an it.”

“No, see, that’s where you’re wrong. I think
there’s more to this penis than meets the eye.”

“More?” said Aunt Ingrid. “From the sounds of
it, there’s quite enough already.”

“I’m sure of it,” Amalia insisted. “He can’t
say anything. All he can do is make noises. But I think there’s a
man attached to it – a wonderfully warm and kind man.”

“What makes you say that?” asked Aunt
Leila.

“Well, mostly it’s just a feeling. But there
are other things, too. Last night, for example, I felt cold, so he
wrapped himself around my waist.”

“Hmmm,” said Aunt Ingrid, “I can’t say I’ve
ever had one do that before.”

“And when I talk to him, he nudges and
cuddles me and makes the cutest noises.”

“Actually, you have to watch when they make a
lot of noises,” said Aunt Leila. “Usually that’s a sign of bad
things to come.”

“So I’ve been thinking,” Amalia continued.
“What if it’s actually a man trapped inside my mattress, but
someone turned him into a penis, you know, with some kind of
spell?”

“Well,” said Aunt Ingrid, “I supposed if one
can say a man is his penis, it’s not a stretch to say a penis can
be a man.”

“So I started reading old fairy tales about
curses and spells,” said Amalia, “and I think I know what I have to
do to turn him back into a man.”

“What’s that?” said Aunt Leila.

“I have to kiss him.”

Aunt Ingrid drew back. “Oh, dear, I’m not
sure that’s a good idea.”

“She’s right,” said Aunt Leila. “You do that
once and it’ll want it all the time.”

Someone banged on the door.

“Yes?” Aunt Ingrid called out.

“It’s your brother,” the king’s voice
responded. “Is Amalia in there?”

Aunt Ingrid hesitated. “Yes, but she’s busy
at the moment. Can you come back later?”

“No,” said the king. “It’s urgent I speak to
her now.” From all the scuffling, it sounded as if there were
others with him.

Aunt Leila went to open the door, but Amalia
stopped her. “No, you mustn’t,” she said. “I think Father knows
what I’ve been doing. I think one of my companions told him and
he’s here to stop it. If I’m going to kiss the penis, I need to do
it now.”

Her two aunts glanced at each other.

“Dear,” said Aunt Ingrid, “if your father’s
already upset with you, I don’t think it’s wise to stall him so you
can kiss a penis.”

“Please,” said Amalia. “If this is the man I
love, it may be my only chance to save him.”

The king banged on the door even more
forcefully.

“Oh dear,” said Aunt Leila. “I’m not sure we
should do this. He sounds as if he’s in one of his head-chopping
moods.”

Aunt Ingrid looked at her niece’s sweet yet
desperate face. “You can borrow my chamber, dear. But hurry. The
longer we delay, the angrier he’ll get.”

Amalia rushed toward the bedroom.

“What’s going on?” the king’s voice boomed.
“Are you going to open the door or not?”

The queen added her voice to the fray.
“Ingrid, Leila, please let us in. It’s urgent!”

“One moment, my lady,” said Aunt Ingrid.
“We’re just getting dressed.”

“Dressed?” said the king. “Nonsense! It’s
midday!”

“Now, brother, you wouldn’t want us to be
immodest, would you? Just give us a few minutes and we’ll be with
you.”

“You’re lying! I can always tell when you’re
lying.” He barked an order. Within seconds, something heavy slammed
into the door.

“Brother, don’t be so impatient,” Aunt Ingrid
called out. “All we’re asking for is a few more minutes.”

A second thump hit the door, followed by the
sound of more men’s voices.

The two aunts clasped each other’s hands.

A terrible wallop smashed against the door,
sending it crashing inward, four guards stumbling in after it.

 


* * *

 


Meanwhile, Amalia had rushed into her Aunt
Ingrid’s bedroom, locked the door, and jumped into bed. No sooner
did she hit the mattress than the penis appeared. More surprising
still, it was already erect, already squirming and nudging her, and
she hadn’t even touched it yet.

She heard the commotion in the other room and
knew she had to hurry. She slid down the mattress and took the
penis in her hand. It pulsed and jumped around more than it ever
had. She closed her eyes and puckered her lips.

The apartment’s outer door crashed in.

“I believe,” she whispered. “I believe.” Her
lips made contact.

A bright light enveloped the bed. The penis
instantly began to grow, unfolding and transforming before her very
eyes. Within seconds, it became a tall, broad-shouldered,
blonde-haired man dressed in clothes she’d observed only in ancient
paintings. He was the most handsome man she’d ever seen.

“Prince Longwood at your service,” he said in
a deep, resonant voice.

She realized she still had his enormous penis
in her hand, albeit tucked behind his tights. “Oh!” she said,
unhanding it.

He, too, jumped back, trying to cover himself
with his hands. “I’m so sorry, my lady,” he said. “You see, this
witch—“

“Where is she?” the king’s voice boomed from
the other side of the door.

No one answered.

“In there!” he yelled.

Something heavy hit the bedroom door. Prince
Longwood leapt to his feet, pulling Amalia behind him.

The door came crashing in, the four guards
following it. The moment they saw the prince, they drew their
swords.

The king strode in after them, Queen
Isabella, Prince Rupert, and the two aunts close behind. “Who are
you?” the king said to the stranger. A quick glance at the man’s
bulging tights supplied the answer. “You! Unhand her! Guards, seize
him!”

“Father, no!” yelled Amalia.

The guards advanced.

“Wait!” said Prince Longwood. “If there’s to
be a fight, I don’t want to risk Amalia getting hurt. At least let
her pass safely behind you.”

The king saw the wisdom of this and
agreed.

“No!” Amalia said. “I don’t want to go!
Father, don’t hurt him.”

Prince Longwood turned to Amalia and took her
hands in his. “Please,” he said, “go behind your father, where
you’ll be safe. Trust his goodness and his judgment.”

Amalia glanced at her father. She slowly let
go of the prince’s hands and made her way to her father’s side.

The moment she was safe, the guards began to
advance on Prince Longwood again, but the king, having heard the
prince’s words, said, “Wait. Tell me who you are and what you’re
doing with my daughter.”

“Yes,” said Prince Rupert, now beside the
king. “I’d like to hear that explanation myself.”

“My name is Prince Longwood,” said the
stranger. “Of the ancient kingdom of Shlongdia.”

Murmurs rippled through the room.

“Shlongdia?” said the king. “We thought that
was only a myth.”

“Ah, Shlongdia,” Aunt Ingrid whispered to her
sister. “What woman hasn’t dreamed of that magical place at least
once in her life?”

“Far from a myth, sire,” Prince Longwood
replied, glancing around. “My family built this castle. One
thousand years ago, these were the chambers of my dear aunt and
uncle, where I often played as a child. As I grew up, however, I
realized there was more to nobility than play, so I set out to help
the poor throughout our kingdom. This made me enormously popular
with the people, but also spurred great jealousy among the other
nobles. One of them paid a wicked witch to cast an evil spell on me
– a spell intended not only to banish me to a bodiless existence,
but also to mock my family’s most famous trait.”

Everyone glanced at his tights.

“In short,” the prince continued, “she turned
me into a speechless penis. By the rule of such spells, however,
they cannot be permanent. There must be an out. In this case, the
witch was particularly cunning. The only way for me to become a man
again was to get a beautiful, kind, and pure girl to kiss my
private parts.”

It took a few seconds for this to register
with the king. His head snapped toward his daughter. “You kissed
his private parts?”

Amalia blushed. “It was only a quick peck,
Father. I didn’t know what else to do. I had a feeling the real him
was trapped inside his…you know. And in all the other fairytales,
when the prince is trapped inside something, like a frog, you have
to kiss—“

“Enough!” said the king. “I’d rather not hear
about it.”

“As you know, sire,” continued the prince,
“it’s a mighty deed to get a beautiful girl to kiss your private
parts.”

All the men in the room muttered their
agreement.

“And to be honest, I haven’t felt strongly
enough about anyone to try, so I’ve roamed disembodied through my
ancient kingdom all this time. Then Amalia came along, and she was
so beautiful and kind to the villagers, I fell in love with her
right away. Unfortunately, deprived of any form other than my
privates, I couldn’t bear to approach her in such a crass manner.
Then I learned she was betrothed to him.” He pointed to Prince
Rupert. For the first time, his voice became unfriendly.

“Unable to be with her myself, I at least
wanted to make certain she was marrying a good man, so I travelled
to Arginy to check. What I saw convinced me of the opposite. The
reason this man’s kingdom is so wealthy is that he and his father
tax their people to the point of starvation. Even when the harvest
is bad, they make no allowances. And when the poor and starving
make their way to his immense castle to plead for relief, he has
his Silver Guard beat them.”

Another round of murmurs circulated the
room.

“Is this true?” said the king, turning toward
Prince Rupert.

“No,” said Prince Rupert. “I mean, it’s not
the way he’s making it sound. Arginy’s a big kingdom. It has a lot
of expenses.” His expression clouded with anger. He glanced at
Prince Longwood’s bare belt. “Besides,” he added, “that’s not the
issue. By this man’s own admission, he’s accosted my betrothed. Now
he dares to smear my name. I demand satisfaction!” He drew his
sword, a jeweled rapier with a gleaming blade.

“No!” screamed Amalia. “Father, don’t let
him. Please, I beg—“

“It’s okay,” Prince Longwood said calmly. He
rotated his belt, revealing an enormous scabbard, and withdrew the
biggest sword anyone had ever seen – at least twice as long and
wide as Prince Rupert’s. “It would give me great pleasure to
deliver a few blows on behalf of the poor.”

“My word,” whispered Aunt Ingrid to her
sister. “He doesn’t do anything small, does he?”

Prince Rupert glanced from his sword to
Prince Longwood’s and back again. “On second thought,” he said
quickly, “princesses are a penny a pound. There’s no point shedding
blood, especially over one who’s proved to be such a harlot.”

These words had no sooner left Prince
Rupert’s mouth than the back of the king’s hand sent him sprawling
onto the floor. He jumped up and raised his sword to strike, but
one stroke of Prince Longwood’s massive blade cleaved the jeweled
rapier at its hilt, leaving only a small stub.

“The next,” said Prince Longwood, “will
remove your head.”

Prince Rupert’s face filled first with fear,
then rage. “Needless to say,” he sneered at the king, “our alliance
is over. Don’t be surprised if all your neighboring kingdoms refuse
to trade with you!”

He stormed out of the room.

The king turned his attention first to Prince
Longwood, then to his daughter’s expectant face. With a warm smile,
he nodded at her. She threw her arms around his neck and kissed
him. “Thank you!” she said. Then she ran and threw her arms around
Prince Longwood, causing everyone to cheer.

“With your blessing, sire,” the prince said,
“I hereby ask for your daughter’s hand in marriage. In return, I
pledge to be both her devoted husband and your devoted
son-in-law.”

The king nodded. “You have my blessing.
Unfortunately, I’m not sure what kind of life I can offer the two
of you. Our little kingdom is already impoverished. I don’t think
it will survive if Prince Rupert prevents the other kingdoms from
trading with us.”

Prince Longwood smiled, his blue eyes steady.
“Oh, worry not, sire. When my father died and it was apparent
Shlongdia would collapse without a rightful heir, my mother buried
our treasury in a secret chamber beneath this castle. It survives
to this day and contains far greater wealth than that of
Arginy.”

“Really?” said the king.

“Yes, sire. I offer it to you on one
condition: that it be used to help all the people of Westwich,
especially the poor.”

The king laughed. “I don’t think my daughter
would have it any other way!”

A second round of cheers filled the room.
Soon after, the entire castle heard the joyous news. In the years
that followed, the kingdom’s poor and sick found great happiness,
too. But the happiest of them all was Princess Amalia, who was
known to take a minimum of three naps a day with her husband well
into her fifties.

The End.
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Gerry Lankin has a problem. All his life,
women have been hitting him over the head, usually for good reason.
Recognizing he’s at fault, he’s about to make big changes in his
life, when he bumps into three older men at the airport. They
convince him that the key to romantic happiness isn’t
self-improvement; it’s finding a woman with low expectations.

 


Gerry’s about to discover just how wrong
three old men can be.
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A billionaire playboy uses his vast wealth to
pursue fantasy-based relationships with women, most recently a
ballerina, a gymnast, and a yoga master. Unfortunately, every time
he obtains his fantasy, it evaporates on him in hilarious fashion.
It takes an accidental encounter with Anna, a chocoholic poet, to
show him the true meaning of love.
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