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		Description

Golden Bracer, a Lieutenant of Celestia's Royal Guard, has desires that somewould declare shameful, perhaps even indecent. One day, however, these desires find him invited into Princess Celestia's own private quarters. With his honor as a guardspony on the line, Golden Bracer can only hope to keep his secret safe.
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	The Sun Hall of Canterlot Palace found it rather difficult to remain true to its name at this time of night. Without its namesake to shine through its stained glass windows, the corridor was dimly lit and quiet. This served its occupants’ needs perfectly. If word of the upcoming events were to get out to the public, the Guard’s reputation, as well as Celestia’s own, would be tarnished.
Walking ahead, the Princess felt it would be best if the upcoming events were to remain a secret. She had enough trouble with the paparazzi already without throwing oil into the fire. Similarly, the second pony hoped that news of the night’s happenings would never be brought to light, lest his reputation suffer a fatal blow. 
The broad doors to the alicorn’s private quarters flew open, letting the Princess of the Day through. She strode in briskly, motioning for the second pony to enter as well. Her magic slid the room’s red velvet curtains shut as she sat upon the magnificent cushion at the chamber’s center, watching the door.
Soon, a member of her Royal Guard, a unicorn stallion by the name of Golden Bracer, followed sheepishly in her wake, his cheeks ten or twenty shades of red deeper than his cream-colored coat. Taking a seat upon the carpet as directed by the grinning alicorn, he lowered his eyes to the ground, uncomfortable with being called into Celestia’s private quarters under such peculiar circumstances.
The Lieutenant pondered the events that had led to such a situation. His actions had been brash, for sure, and they would most likely forever sully his impeccable record as a Royal Guard, but the urges had been too great, the desire too unbearable. In a moment of weakness he had fallen prey to his desires. Now his fate was out of his hooves, and all he could do was think, hope, and follow Her Majesty’s instructions.
“Guard,” Celestia ordered, so firmly yet so kindly, “please look me in the eye when I speak to you.” 
Called back to attention, Bracer hesitantly lifted his muzzle. He felt himself fill with shame as his eyes traced up Celestia’s long, elegant forelegs, her tall, slender torso, and finally to her deep amethyst eyes. He felt that they could see right through his soul, as if a single glance allowed her to read his past, his future, and his essence alike. He stumbled over his words for a moment, until she placed a hoof on his shoulder.
“You know very well why I had you follow me here.” Celestia’s confidence was otherworldly. That she could remain so calm on such an occasion was a sign of her greatness. “Now,” the alicorn smirked, “shall we proceed?”
“V-very well, Your Majesty,” he stuttered, reflexively diving into a bow only to find Celestia's forehoof under his chin, preventing him from moving any lower.
He shouldn’t have gone along with his plan. The risk was far too great and the potential cost was far too high. Putting his whole career on the line for only a few precious moments of the utmost thrill and delight had been a careless, hedonistic thought.
“Now then, Lieutenant Bracer, please remove my tiara.”
The stallion’s blush intensified tenfold, but he dared not hesitate to follow his liege’s orders. On his horn’s command, the jewelry lit with a golden aura, gently floating into the air. It carefully maneuvered around its bearer’s sensitive horn, bobbing through the air as it hovered back into its jewelry box. It came to rest onto its designated cushion before the box’s silver lid closed over it. “It is done, Your Majesty.”
Yet, against his better judgement, he had gone along with his crazy scheme. Fate had shone the blinding light of opportunity into his eyes, and he had been led astray.
“Very well,” smiled Celestia , never losing her composure. “If you would, Lieutenant, please remove my shoes.”
No sooner had the Princess finished speaking than the guard set to work. He attentively fiddled with the first shoe’s clasp with his magic, but found that, to his great consternation, his teeth were better suited to the job. He undid the shoe’s hold and slid it off, growing ever redder as the Princess amusedly watched his minutious ministrations. He couldn’t help but give a shiver of guilty delight as he watched the golden filigree slowly come free.
Careful not to damage the precious heirloom, Bracer set the golden shoe down at the foot of Celestia’s four-poster bed, just behind the silk comforter so warmly stuffed with the softest of downs from the rarest of birds, all painstakingly gathered, of course, by the most devoted of bird-carers. The other three shoes soon followed the first, set down with the same laborious care.
He could never have predicted where his enterprise would lead him, and he already dreaded the consequences that were to come. Yet, as his sights lingered on the golden hoofwear, he had to admit to himself that it had all been worth the trouble.
It was all that Celestia could do not to chuckle at the Lieutenant’s newfound meekness. Still, she soldiered on. The poor stallion had enough to go through already; she had to remain serious if things were to go as they should. “Now, if you would please, remove my chest plate.”
Gulping as the final phase of the undressing was upon him, Golden Bracer blindly applied his magic to the precious accessory. He was incapable of breaking out of the Princess’ piercing gaze. The object was slowly lifted off, revealing the bare, pristine coat beneath. As if by itself, the finely crafted ornament was placed upon a peg on the wall.
“It is done, Your Majesty,” the unicorn nodded, eyes full of apprehension. The undressing completed, he shuddered at what would inevitably follow.
“Excellent,” Celestia added, remaining unflappable. “From this point on, though I am flattered by such attention,” Celestia chuckled with mischief, “let it be clear that should I ever catch you wearing my regalia again, you will find yourself facing severe reprimands.”
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