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When a cocky singer is turned into a frog, he sets out to find the one special kiss that can turn him back. Princess Elena, the 20-year-old heir to the realm, isn't much to look at, but one quick kiss from her turns the singer back into a human - and TRANSFORMS her into a LUSTY, DOPEY BIMBO! 

Now the singer's making good on his promise. He'll marry the woman, and show her how to have fun with her NEW, CURVY BODY. Can he keep up with his new BIMBO? Don't worry, this fairy tale has a HAPPILY EVER AFTER!

#

"Mirror Mirror on the wall, tell me who's the fairest of all?"

The princess watched her reflection. Like her, it remained unmoving and placid. This was no magic mirror - just a regular old looking glass that showed her what she hated to see.

Herself.

She'd tried to appreciate her plain features, but day by day it was getting harder. She was a woman grown now, though her chest hadn't grown an inch since she was a girl. Her flat ass and big nose earned her few suitors despite her being heir to the throne, once her bed-ridden uncle passed.

She sat down on the edge of her plush goose down bed and sighed. Her pale hands laid in her lap. Despondently, she looked down at her chest, the nonexistent cleavage a stark contrast to the beautiful bosomy girls she saw at the summer's ball. They had the kind of body she wanted - thick, large hips that swiveled around the dance floor, making the men sweat while their tits jiggled in all directions and their plump red lips curled into elated laughter.

For a moment, Princess Elena was heatedly jealous. Then she reminded herself that it wasn't their fault they were born beautiful. The Gods just hadn't smiled upon her. Perhaps that was why she so wanted to believe in magic. Magic mirrors, magic potions, magic spells - ANYTHING that would make men turn their heads.

"If only magic were real," she said, brushing her hands over her flatness.

"Ah, you may not want to wish for such things," said a croaky male voice. Elena's head darted up, looking to the locked door.

"Pardon?" She asked, confused. Where had that voice come from?

Her ears perked up at the sound of tiny, slapping footfalls. She looked around the room again and found nothing but her immaculate wooden walls and silk tapestries.

"Magic can take as much as it gives," said the voice. "It is truly a double-edged sword."

Focused now, Elena could tell where the voice was coming from. She stood and went to the window, and sure enough, there on the sill, was its source.

A frog. Who greeted her with a smile.

"Your grace," he said, dipping his head in a way that must have been a froggy bow.

Elena looked down at the creature, more intrigued than scared. She'd heard songs and stories of talking unicorns, dragons, and even donkeys. Talking frogs, though? That one was new.

But talking animals granted wishes, it was said. And that was all Elena needed to keep her attention.

"Who are you?" She asked, crouching down to look into the frog's beady eyes. While she had never made a habit of spending much time staring at toads, she could tell this one had much brighter and livelier eyes than the average amphibian. They seemed almost mirthful.

"Martin Belondair von Hopps," said the frog, his little chin up in the air to expose a patterned underside. "The greatest singer North of the Barby River."

Elena quirked an eyebrow. Singer seemed like a poor choice of profession for a frog. Then again, she wasn't even previously aware that amphibians had jobs. "You're a long way from home," said Elena. Her castle was at the south of the river, near the ocean that brought it riches.

"Indeed, I am. I've ventured a long way to meet you, Princess."

Elena's heart began to flutter. "Me?" She asked.

"Oh, yes," the frog croaked. "Only a damsel as beautiful as yourself can save me from this ignoble fate."

Elena's stomach dropped. The only time she'd been called 'a beauty' had been at her debutant's ball. She'd later learned that the man had done so as a jest. Her heart still bore the sting of that insult. Hearing the word, she saw the frog anew. His little smile and boastful posture were no longer charming.

"I've heard that one before," she said, standing. "Leave my chambers before I call the guard."

"Wait, Princess!" The frog hesitated, then hopped down off the sill, following the princess' feet as she strode away from him back toward her bed.

"Hear me out!" He pleaded. "I have been cursed!"

The princess turned, nearly stepping on the frog caught underfoot. He scrambled away and stood meekly beneath her. Elena crossed her arms beneath her pebble breasts.

"What do you know of curses?" She asked.

"Quite a bit, I'm afraid," he replied. "I have been on the receiving end of one."

She understood now. "You weren't always a frog."

"Ay, m'lady," he sighed, looking up at her with tiny, black, hopeless eyes. "A woman of advanced age did not take kindly to my ballads. Perhaps it was the words, perhaps the melody. In any case, a few spoken words in a language I do not understand, and..." He gave a little hop. "Here I am. Toadified."

Elena looked down at the frog with a new perspective. She had no way to tell if his story were true, but then again, why doubt him? It wasn't like any other explanation for a talking frog would have made more sense. 

Even if she were good at sussing out liars, the Princess wouldn't have been able to read the frog's face. He looked the same as earlier, when he was boasting, only now a little more wounded. His mouth was still a black line separating his jaw and mandible. His throat still puffed forward with each breath, and his unblinking eyes were just as glassy.

"How terrible," she offered. "I wish there were something I could do."

The frog jolted. "Ah, but there is!" He bounced in the air several times. Elena relented and took him up in her hands once more. Holding him in front of her face, she listened.

"A kiss, sweet Princess," he said. "A kiss and I will be a man transformed."

She nearly dropped him. "Kiss a frog?"

The man had expected this ambivalence. "It is a large asking, I know - but only a brief moment's action, and I will be forever grateful."

The Princess hesitated, watching him.

"That story you told me - is it true?" She asked.

"Madam, I can assure you -"

"Answer me honestly," she cut in. "I shan't kiss a liar."

The frog gulped. "Perhaps I left out some small detail," he said. "It seems, erm, the spell-caster had a granddaughter."

The Princess didn't get it. "And?" She prompted.

The frog sighed. "And I bedded her. But I swear, I did not know she was a maiden!"

"Oh. I see. This niece - was she beautiful?"

The frog blinked several times. "Madam?"

"Answer me honestly."

He raised his foreleg and touched his head. "It was some months ago... but if memory serves, yes, she was indeed."

"Describe her."

The frog barely paused this time. It was his last truly good memory, and the rush of it coming back to him blanketed his little body in a serene pose.

"Ah, fair-haired, a porcelain face with eyes of the bluest sky and a nose petite and high. A smile that was as sweet as her laugh, A kindly word to all, and an open being. I had ripped my tunic - that was how we met. She sewed it so swiftly with such deftness that her hands seemed angel-blessed."

"And her body?" Asked the princess.

"Perfection. Shapely legs beneath her dress. Her breasts firm and filling even the loosest bodice."

The frog stopped suddenly. He was so lost in the memory that he briefly forgot who he was with. Elena was the polar opposite of his maiden. Surely she must have known it.

"Perhaps my memory is muddled. It was so long ago," he offered. 

The Princess was trying to imagine this girl. She found it rather easy. These were the kinds of women she often found herself envying. She was probably just some common tavern girl, she realized. And far more beautiful than me - the Princess!

There was a silver lining to this story, however. If the maid was fair, that meant her beau was as well.

"Your hands are starting to sweat, Miss," said the frog.

She put him down on top of her cabinet. She had to crouch, but when she did they were eye to eye, his black and beady, hers plain and brown.

"IF I am to kiss you," she said, "then I do so with a stipulation."

"Name it."

"You shall wed me. Remain in the castle as my husband, and maintain your husbandly duties so long as you live."

On the surface, it hardly seemed like a request. The chance to turn back into a human, and immediately go from the itinerant life of a minstrel to that of a fucking PRINCE?

One hard look at the Princess was all it took to give him pause. Goodbye, busty bar maids and horny farmer's daughters. Hello being married to a hag - for eternity.

What choice did he have, though? Her sparse eyebrows were knitted, eyes focused on him, waiting for a response. If it was a no, he expected nothing less than to be flung out of the window immediately.

"I would certainly consider -"

"Ah ah, nope." The Princess cupped her hands, almost squeezing the frog. "I kiss you, you marry me. That's the deal."

"Okay," he croaked. 

The princess laid her palms flat, letting him stand. "So do I just...?"

"Right on the lips, like you'd kiss any other man."

She realized then that this was the first romantic kiss of her entire life, and even then it was hardly loving. But it was for a purpose. She tried to emulate the girls she'd seen at the balls - shutting her eyes, opening her mouth sultrily, and leaning in with romantic poise.

And the frog saw were thin lips quirked in an oblong shape jutting toward him too quickly. He let out a little croak, then felt her surprisingly cold lips against his. It was a kiss, at least.

She pulled back, looking at him.

"Did it work?" She asked, jiggling her hands a bit as if it'd do something.

"I don't - Urk!" The frog spasmed. He flipped backward out of her hands, landing on his feet, but then began to hop around in a small circle. If he tried to speak, it only came out as a ribbit.

"What did I do?!" Cried the princess, her hands atop her head. She watched the frog suddenly flip onto his back, legs stuck out rigidly.

"I killed him!" She wailed into her cupped hands.

She hadn't. The frog's left leg began to twitch, then stretched out rapidly into that of a human's. His right leg did the same, followed by his forelegs. His stomach bulged and his head transformed.

He was becoming human again.

Elena was so transfixed by the mystical process that she hardly noticed what surrounded her. With every mutation from frog to human, a spray of purple motes would emit from her finance's body. This fine mist surrounded her gradually, swirling around her in a spiral from her feet to her head.

It only became noticeable when the transformation was complete. She stared down at a man lying on his back. A handsome man, blonde stubble around his jaw, angular cheeks, and an aquiline nose. His muscular arms and legs were splayed out. His eyes were closed. His cock was sizable, dangling over a heavy sack between his legs.

Elena blushed. She'd never seen a man unclothed before. The red tint of religious shame at the corner of her vision mixed with the odd purple glow. She turned her head and looked at the mystical motes of purple quintessence that floated all around her.

"Oof... My head..."

Martin's voice was rid of its croak now that he had his human vocal cords back. He sat up, rubbing his head, blonde curly locks swaying in the light breeze.

"Well, I certainly feel human again," he said, sitting up. He smiled at his reflection in the looking glass. 

"You did it!" He cheered, turning his entire body toward her. Martin gasped, seeing the strange light surrounding his bride-to-be. "M'lady -"

"Wh-what is this?" Asked Elena in a tremulous voice. The specks of purple light had once been a foot away from her, but now they came ever closer, a few inches away and counting.

Martin stood. He looked around the room for a weapon, found none, and realized it wouldn't have done any good anyway. How do you fight the air? 

The swirling tendrils of purple light cocooned around Elena, fitting in on top of each other like a woven basket. She dared not move, afraid of what might happen should she touch the little orbs. 

"Princess!" Martin rushed forward just as the final length of snaky purple locked into place. Within the cocoon, he could see one big, scared eye looking back at him.

"Princess!" He repeated. And as she disappeared, he added, despite himself: "My bride!"

Then she was gone. He stood there, naked in a Princess' room, alone but for a glowing purple cocoon made of an unknown substance. Somehow, it was even more surreal than existing as a talking frog.

Things only got weirder when the cocoon began to crack. He took a step back on unsure feet. Crackling glass, it sounded like, a sharp but not unpleasant sound. He couldn't see Elena within. As the outer purple shell fell away, dissipating into nothing, it exposed a bright white light within. 

A magnificent burst of illumination knocked him off his feet. For the second time in his brief second chance at humanity, Martin was back on his ass.

Only this time, he wasn't looking up at a homely slip of a girl.

He was looking at a goddess.

"Oooohh... My tits..." The woman who stepped out of the light was wearing Elena's clothing. He could recognize that bland white dress anywhere. This woman wore it much better, though it hardly fit her. The bodice had been stretched to the seams by her massive tits, the cleavage a thick line just aching to burst out of her top. The hem of the skirt was at an acceptable length of Elena, but on the new girl the hem only went down to her mid-thigh. Another small gust of wind through the open window would show him what laid beneath. If only.

His eyes drifted down her body.  Elena's legs had been two sickly twigs, pale in an unappealing way. This new girl's legs were white as well, but radiant, and shapely. For a moment, all he could imagine was letting his tongue drift up and down the interior of their soft curves, enjoying her the way he'd enjoyed the maiden who had brought his curse.

What was her name again? He tried to think. SHe'd nearly ended his life, that witch's niece, and now he couldn't even recall her name. In any case, the new girl before him reminded him of her - though there was something more magnificent about this one.

She stepped forward on wobbly feet, her shapely toes finding the ground without confidence. She stuck her long, lithe arms out for balance, pursed her beautiful red lips into an O of surprise, and started teetering left and right.

Martin, always the chivalrous one, leapt up and grabbed her around her hips.

"Don't worry lass, I've got you!"

"Eek!"

He gripped her tighter. She planted her heels on the ground and looked at him with big doe-like eyes, blinking her long black lashes.

"You're okay?" He asked.

She hitched a breath, then began to giggle. 

"I'm better than okay! I feel A-MAZ-ING!"

Her laughter filled the room, growing louder. The singer's eyes darted around - would someone come to check on her? There was no movement from the big oaken door leading out to the castle. He relaxed.

"I'm glad to hear it!" He said over the din of her giggling, before starting to laugh himself. There was something so pure in her elation that he couldn't help but feel swept up.

Her giggles slowly subsided. "You're warm," she cooed, laying her head against his chest. The thin, straining lace of her dress was the only boundary between their naked bodies. Her massive breasts were pressed up against his stomach. Martin felt his manhood stir.

"Soooo warm," she added, brushing her soft cheek lightly against his sternum, her hands spreading out along his ribcage. Her touch was heavenly, her voice angelic. Every time she moved, Martin got another whiff of her hair, which reminded him of the tulips that grew along the Barby river. Just wonderful.

"My Prince," she said, then giggled. "My froggy prince!"

"I'm a frog no more, my lass," he replied, smiling but a bit embarrassed that she'd remembered.

"Well, duh! I like, could totally tell." The bimbo took a step back, her hands on her hips.

"See?" She said with a nod. "Cuz frogs don't have this!" 

She reached out and grabbed his half-mast cock. With a gasp, Martin stepped forward, as if on a leash. Her hard grip turned into a light touch. The proud 'told ya so' look she wore gradually shifted into a curious expression. Every time she teased the head of his dick, it grew a little bit more.

"Oooh! IT's alive!"

It certainly was.

As if entranced, Elena stared at the slit of his thick manhood. She slid down to her knees, her dress barely able to remain in tact against her curves, and put it against her lips.

Without a word, she parted her lips, and inhaled it.

"Oh fuck," gasped the singer. He'd only had his cock sucked once before, by a particularly lusty bar girl. Most girls wouldn't fathom doing it "the way of the French," finding it beneath their station. Even the whores found it distasteful.

Not bimbo Princess Elena. She didn't just suck cock like she'd done it before. She slurped his dick like it held some wondrous elixir inside of it, as if his meat were seasoned with spices from the furthest Orient. Hands cupping his balls and teasing them all the while, Elara's mouth coated his rod with her warm, slick saliva. Soon her head was bobbing up and down the shaft, until, with a little groan, she challenged herself to take it to the hilt. She succeeded.

"Mmmph!" She said exultantly, spreading her hands out in triumph.

"Holy fuck," moaned Martin. He sounded as much like a frog as when he actually was one.

Elena gracefully pulled her throat off the man's cock. She jerked it languidly, making sure it was fully coated in her wet. 

"I feel like I've been wanting to do this for-e-ver..." she said, glittering blue eyes distant, lost in the hazy memories of who she was before. "You're like, so awesome for letting me do this."

Martin gaped at her. "It's, er, my pleasure..."

His eyes went wide at a violent tearing sound. The bimbo had taken her free hand and destroyed the front of her dress, exposing her transmogrified breasts. Her tits looked even nicer than he had imagined, milky white with perfectly pink nipples pebbled to a rock hardness. They swayed and jiggled with every rub of his cock.

"Oooh, lemme try something!" She said. That huge smile on her face was impossible to say no to, even if Martin wasn't completely distracted by her tits. She sat up on her knees and leaned in with delight.

Is cock came to res between her breasts. She pushed them together, looking up at him in wide-eyed wonder, and began to give him a tit-job.

"Ooooh, it tickles!" She said, rocking her body back and forth, teasing his well-lubed dick to a hardness he'd never known before. The man who'd spent half his life wandering the continent looking for maidens to woo and fuck had never once experienced skin so heavenly soft and smooth. He'd never put his cock between two breasts before - never even thought of it - but he wasn't about to admit that.

She spat onto her chest and worked it into his rod, little light groans flittering into the air all around them. Martin felt himself right on the cusp of an orgasm unlike any other he'd felt. For the first time he'd watch his cum leap out of his body and land right onto the tits of the horniest slut he'd ever laid eyes on. His cum shot would mark her as his; the thought only made him hornier.

But he wanted more.

He put his hand on top of hers, stopping her movement. "Perhaps," he said with a wry smile, "I Could show you something new as well."

"Ooooh, what? Tell me tell me!"

Martin took her hand in his and lifted her onto her feet. They stood face to face for a moment. Then he spun her around so quickly she yelped.

"Bend over," he demanded. Though she acquiesced immediately, he couldn't help but lay a firm slap on her fat heart-shaped rear. The dress had slid up to just above her cheeks, a tightly-covered package he unwrapped with a wave of his hand.

"Gods have mercy," he moaned, seeing the jiggle of her heaven-sent rear end. 

"Where's my surprise?" She said, jiggling her rear like she was about to pounce.

"Right here," he replied, slipping his hand beneath her legs. She tensed, then let out a long, labored breath. Martin rubbed her inner thighs lightly, fingernails tracing a swirling path up to her pussy.

When he found it, he grinned.

"Fucking wet as the Baby River," he said, slipping his forefinger into her.

She gripped her bedsheets tightly. The sound she made was wordless, almost animalistic, pure sex and almost frighteningly hungry. This was a woman who'd waited her entire life to be used the way Martin had her - from behind, his fingers pressing against her inner walls, stretching her tight snatch just enough to really make her feel it.

The orgasm built inside her quickly. When it exploded, she laid her cheek against the bed and screamed so hard the tapestries shook.

Martin guided his cock to her outer lips. A quick backward thrust of her hips was all it took for Elena to take his cock fully inside her. Martin growled, gripping her firm ass cheeks for purchase, an began to pound her little cunt like it belonged to him.

"Oooooh! Oh! My frog prince!"

It's the same girl! he realized, mid-thrust. Martin said nothing, however. His mind was focused on his task, his sweat dripping down his forehead and chest to pool on the dimples in her lower back. That dog of a woman changed to a fuckin' angel!

Not any angel - his wife. They had a deal. 

HE truly did own her tight little cunt.

No, he owned more than that. Martin felt her cum on his cock - the sudden burst of wet slickness and warmth around his cock, coupled with the undulations of her body against the plushy mattress, were the perfect indication no fa woman totally letting go. He wanted more. 

And he wanted to see how tight she was in there.

"Why did you stop?" She pleaded, feline his rod slowly exit her. He spread her cheeks apart. She turned her head to watch him, curious.

"I've still got one or two more tricks to show you," he said. His voice had become rougher. It was hard to maintain his affected singer's lilt with so much of his blood flowing away from his brain.

"Wha - OHMIFUCKINGGOD!"

Martin watched his thickness slow disappear into the tightest little pink asshole he'd seen in his life. As lubed as he may have been by her own wetness, she was still quite clearly a virgin there. As she relaxed, his cock gradually sunk down to its limit, filling her up. 

The tightness was like nothing he had experienced. Martin laid his chest on her back and swung his hips upward, then slowly impaled her once more. Once, twice, thrice... He slipped is fingers between her thighs to tease her clit in time with every thrust.

The girl laid sprawled on the bed, eyes having healer rolled back into her head. For a moment he thought he'd killed her. He stopped his thrusts, then felt her push her hips backward onto his dick. He grinned - she wasn't done yet.

"Fuck me, Prince," she murmured into the bed.

Prince. To think - from a lowly whore's son, a prostitute of no renown, to a Prince married to the lustiest, bosomiest bimbo in the entire land.

It'd make one hell of a song.

Martin pushed his body up, hands on either side of the bimbo's perfect body, and came as hard as he'd ever come into her little wanting cherry. She gripped the bedsheets so tightly between her manicured nails that they tore, but her look was one of pure ecstasy.

"Fuck," he groaned, rolling off her. For the first time, Martin wasn't looking up at an array of stars or the thatched roof of some dour cottage. The fine wood and tapestries on the ceiling were a symbol of an enormous wealth he was now a part of. Or would be, soon - after the wedding.

Have to get her pregnant, though, he thought. Can't keep fuckin' her up the bum.

Not that he'd much mind. She'd probably need a bit of time to recover after that fucking, maybe a few days. He'd have to lay low, make sure he -

Martin gasped. He looked down and saw Elena between his widespread legs, her cheek resting against his thigh, her hand petting his limp cock.

"When can we go again? That was soooooo fun." 

Martin gaped at her.

This was no ordinary girl.

She was a true bimbo.

------

Several Months Later

"Our carriage awaits, Princess. Have you chosen an outfit yet?"

Prince Martin Hopp, affectionately known as The Bard King, adjusted the cuffs of his ruffled tunic and wiped a piece of lint off his pantaloons. Though he'd been Prince of the realm for nearly half a year, he still found the odd style of dress these royals preferred to be somewhat restricting. Luckily, he'd been able to coax his tailor into giving him a bit more room in the crotch when sewing his pants. It was quickly becoming a style across the Kingdom. Martin had also had his engineers invent a quick-release fly for him, one that wouldn't require him to spend several minutes removing his entire pants and undergarments just to remove his cock.

It was a necessity for any many who married a Bimbo.

"Elly!" He shouted. His Princess could get lost in her massive walk-in closet. Some days, it seemed like all she did was buy clothes and shop. Not that he much minded. 

Martin strode across the room to the closet door. He had promised 'not to look,' as his wife requested - everything was like a little game to her - but they really were getting off schedule now. The Prince and Princess were to travel up the Barby River, introducing themselves to all the lords of the realm. It didn't matter what the Bimbo Princess wore, since they'd be traveling all day and wouldn't meet their first underling until the night after.

"Elly, any old thing will... do..."

The Prince's voice descended into a whisper. Elly stood before him, surrounded by clothing - some on racks, some on the floor, discarded after being tried on. 

The dress she had chosen was of a bright, almost blinding pink. When his eyes adjusted, he saw that it started at her hips, curved along her ass and hourglass frame, and stopped just above her nipples. Her blonde tresses curled around her bare shoulders, the straps of the dress hidden underneath. Her bright smile and shining eyes bespoke the enthusiasm of a girl who finally, FINALLY found the dress she was looking for.

"What do you thinK?" She asked in her bubbly voice. "I just have to find the right shoes."

She turned around for him. Each of her ass cheeks was visible beneath the thin fabric of the dress.

Martin began to sweat. "No one's going to be looking at your heels..." 

A knock sounded at the door. "Prince Martin! Prince Martin!"

Frowning, he took one last look at his wife, then stomped toward the door. A nervous young castle guard stood behind it.

"What?" Asked Martin.

"Y-you have a visitor, m'lord."

"I have lots of visitors. I'm the Prince. It's your job to send them away when I'm not holding court."

"Y-yes, but..." The guard looked left, then right, then leaned in to whisper:

"It's her."

Martin froze. "Who?" He asked.

The guard gave him his answer.

Martin began to rush down the hall.

----

The throne room had been cleared. Empty but for the two thrones - the older one for his Princess, the newly-built silver throne for him - Martin entered with the young guard, who was nearly quivering in his armor.

"Where did you send her? Have her brought in at once."

"Oh no one need bring me anywhere, Prince Martin." A droll, crackly voice surrounded him. Martin felt the blood rush to his ears. He stared down the long hall. He could have sworn the old crone emerged from out of the shadows. She didn't look a day older from when she'd found him, butt-naked in her granddaughter's bedroom. Then again, she still looked pretty old.

Without a cane or walking stick, she approached him, her billowing ruby red dress still in the breeze-less air.

"What do you want?" He said bluntly, taking his seat on the throne.

"Is that any way to treat your benefactress?" She asked with a wry smile.

"Benefactress?!" He shouted, taking the bait. "Yes, I was certainly lucky to be turned into a frog. Do you have any idea how long it took me to find a Princess willing to give me a kiss? 6 months! 6 months of swimming down the river and its tributaries. And do you have any idea where the common frog ranks on the food chain? Near the bottom! I've crawled out of the jaws of more beasts than any man should ever have a right to. And you suggest that I, a PRINCE, should thank you?"

"Aye!" She said firmly. "It made you a man!"

He held his tongue. Indeed, he had noticed some changes since his tenure as a frog. As a singer, he'd been a wanderer, bound to nothing and no one, concerned only with singing half-hearted songs, drinking, and whoring. As a frog he'd been able to do none of those things, focused only on his mission to become human again. He'd learned how to fight, and survive.

And now... he was a pretty damn good Prince. With the Princess' uncle infirm and the Princess herself more or less brainless, it was up to Martin himself to give counsel to the courtiers and guidance to the realm. He'd made some mistakes, sure, but compared to swimming across alligator-infested marshes as a tiny toad, negotiating diplomatic treaties and portioning grain taxes was pretty damn easy.

"Perhaps," he offered, "I did gain something of my experience. And I'm sure you travelled a great distance to see me, here. If it is my thanks you want, then you have it."

The crone raised any eyebrow. "Kind words," she replied.

I'd kiss your feet if it got me rid of you, he thought to himself. Ever since he'd changed back into a human, Martin had feared the witch's return.  Once he'd felt like he had everything bin the world, and all had been taken away by a simple spell. Now that he actually did have everything, he knew it could happen again.

"Do you even know why you're thanking me, singer?" Asked the old woman.

Martin shifted on his throne. "I suppose, for the chance to undergo a Prince's quest, as they say in the stories. I slew no dragons, but there was a snake that tried to strangle me, once. And I suppose that's the same."

The crone licked her dry lips. "I could care less. Singer - yer thanking' me for giving' you a proper wife! That big bitted harlot you've got up there!"

The young guard half-gasped, half-laughed. Martin looked to the corner where he stood. He'd forgotten all about the boy. Well, let him watch, he figured. Not like he'd believe any of this anyway.

"What the hell do you mean, witch?"

The woman laughed. "The spell I put upon you had two sides. I was going to curse you for life, but thought it too cruel. I know my granddaughter is a lusty one. I was too, in my day! So, I gave you a way out. Any girl desperate enough to kiss you must not think too highly of herself. So, through your suffering, and her act of kindness, she'd gain what she most desired."

Martin considered that. "And what Elena most desired..."

"Was to become Elly." The crone grinned. Martin couldn't help but smile back.

"You seem to know quite a bit about the history of my Princess and me." Princess Elly and Prince Martin had been the talk of the Kingdom ever since they were found naked and entwined the night after their coupling by the Princess' handmaiden. There'd been no solid explanation for where he'd come from, not that anyone really cared. The bigger story was what the hell had happened to princess Elena. She still had the royal birthmark - a small heart-shaped mark on her rear, which she showed off proudly - but all the women in the realm were eager to learn her 'beauty secrets.'

"I can put two and two together." The crone's face darkened. "And I can subtract them as well."

Martin gulped. He knew where this was going.

"Name your price. What is it you want? Gold? A Lordship?"

The crone huffed. "Spare me your Royal doodads. It's not what I want - it's what she's earned!"

"She?"

The witch snapped her fingers. Out of nowhere, her granddaughter appeared. All of 19 when Martin had bedded her, she'd grown a bit at 20 - her tits had a bit more weight, her legs were longer but no less slender, and her eyes had a hint of knowing mischief behind him.

"Hi Marty!"

Martin raised ah and in greeting, but looked ate the witch like she was, well, a witch.

"You bedded her. She deserves a life of ease. Lord knows her mother suffered enough..."

The Prince nodded. "Aye, she told me of the struggles of being bastard-born."

The crone's mouth was a firm line. "Then it's settled. I don't expect you to raise her to a royal position, but don't send her to the kitchens for groundwork. She's good with the sewing and the cleaning - she'll serve your princess well."

"I'd be honored to accept your daughter into my service," said the Prince. "On the stipulation that there's to be no magic behind these walls."

He looked at the guard, who had fainted.

"I don't think my subjects could handle it."

The crone cackled. Her granddaughter stepped forward, her ragged, torn clothing falling apart with every step.

"I'd be honored to serve you and your wife, your grace," she said, kneeling before him. The Prince stared down into her cleavage, then bit his lower lip.

"As I said... I'd be happy to have you..."

"And your Princess?" She asked.

"What about me?"

Still wearing that insane pink dress, Princess Elly came rushing down the stairs.

"Like, what's going on down here?" She bounced on light feet over to the her throne and leapt up into it. Martin looked over at her, then at the would-be handmaid kneeling before him.

They almost looked identical, but for the poor girl's green eyes, while the Princess' were blue. Other than that, they were both built with hips and tits that strained any cloth you put them in, and mouths that craved for cock.

His cock.

Perhaps, at the same time.

Martin felt his groin stir.

"I think you two will be fast friends."

"Oh! I hope so!" They answered, with one voice, as they rose and went to him, sitting on either leg.

His cock began to twitch.

THE END
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