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FATED: PRINCE TO PRINCESS

King Nikolai is coming. The great darkness, the beast, the Sire of all vampyres is coming and there is little anyone can do to stop him.

For generations, Prince Nathaniel’s kingdom has stood as the bulwark against the encroaching darkness. Countless lives have been lost, much blood has been spilt, and his kingdom has grown weary while King Nikolai’s forces have grown stronger.

Now King Nikolai is coming, in person, to talk to King Harden of peace. On the verge of his great victory, the defeat of the enemy that has thwarted his plans for generations, King Nikolai comes to talk of peace. Prince Nathaniel does not trust him. He had heard too many tales of the monster’s treachery and savagery.

Yet when King Nikolai arrives he is not what Prince Nathaniel expected. He is surprisingly charming and handsome, and his offer of peace takes the entire kingdom by surprise.

He will gift peace, but only if King Harden offers him a princess to make his queen. The only problem is King Harden has only one child, Prince Nathaniel…

King Harden moves to object, but Prince Nathaniel, wanting to prevent needless suffering, agrees to become the beast’s bride.

So begins Prince Nathaniel’s transformation. As he becomes a princess he starts to understand more about King Nikolai’s motives, and about the powers of fate that have woven their lives together.

What is he to believe though? The stories he’s been told his entire life or the call of his heart?

*** Another thrilling transgender, feminization, romance novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes. ***


One

As dawn came I stood on the castle's battlement and watched the rising sun paint the fields gold and amber, the sky almost burning with dun light. An omen, and not a good one.

His armies were assembled outside the castle, waiting, a horde of them, and if what I had heard of him was true then the vastness was only a fragment of his true might. I wondered what horror lay waiting in the makeshift tents and stables, what weapons of war, what foul beasts, what monstrous creatures.

I knew that of all of them, he was the worst. King Nikolai, the sire, first of the vampyres.

For hundreds of years, he had been a plague on the lands, his evil spreading out, conquering, devouring, claiming the lands and the people that were not his. By the time I was born, his empire had grown vast and powerful, his kingdom covering the majority of the known world, from the far eastern mountains of impassable ice to the raging southern seas. It was only in the north-west that people were free.

And it was only thanks to my father, and his father’s fathers, that those people were free.

For decades before my birth my kingdom had been a barrier to his spreading infection, the taint of his cursed conquest held back by the sacrifice of my people. For decades King Nikolai had tested the might of our armies.

Constant skirmishes along our border, testing us, never letting our people rest, keeping our armies spread thin. In the beginning, we had been, perhaps, of equal strength, our armies matched, but over the decades that had changed.

The might of my kingdom had withered. The force of arms that kept King Nikolai out of the northern lands was almost spent. When we fell it would not be long before the few smaller realms north of ours fell. They had been reliant on the might of our armies, of my father and my father’s fathers, but it was almost gone.

While our armies had been forced to hold the border, the constant threat of invasion lurking, small forces testing our readiness without relent, King Nikolai had been free to spread his infection south and east, increasing his strength while wearing ours down.

He was relentless and eternal. His armies were creatures of darkness, foul undead beings under his command. I had grown up hearing stories of his foulness, the packs of werewolves that obeyed him, the squadrons of vampyres that were utterly loyal to him, the demonic hounds that he bred, the fearsome warhorses that were infused with infernal hate, a multitude of horrors beyond name.

My father, and his fathers, were merely mortal. My people were mortal. While King Nikolai’s army's strength had expanded, the strength of my father’s kingdom had withered, just as he had withered. My people were spent after decades of constant war and now… now King Nikolai’s armies were at the door to the castle.

It was, for all intents and purposes, a siege. Yet he came in peace, to negotiate my father’s surrender, a peaceful transition of power. Or so he said.

No one knew why. No one knew what had changed.

For so long he had been content to simply poke at the border between us. His forces testing constantly for weakness or neglect, but something about him had changed. It was like he was drawn by something, like he was hunting something.

Or perhaps he had grown bored and hungry and merely wanted conquest, war, and blood. That was his currency after all.
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King Nikolai had sent an emissary to my father six months prior, warning him of his coming. It had not been a request. It had been a demand.

He would enter our kingdom with sufficient force of arms to ensure his protection, but no more. Any act of resistance would be taken as a declaration of open war and King Nikolai would turn the full might of his kingdom against my father and his people. If he was allowed peaceful passage then no one would be harmed.

He was, simply, coming to talk. That was his message.

My father had little choice. I had tried to counsel him against it, had tried to discourage him.

“Perhaps if we rally our forces and send for aid from the kingdoms north? They owe us. They need us. We have kept them safe from war, gifted them peace, for decades. It is by our suffering, by our constant vigilance, by the blood of our people, that they are free. Surely they will come to us in our hour of need?”

My father had been dismissive. His mood since receiving King Nikolai’s emissary could best be described as morose.

“They have nothing to offer, even combined their forces wouldn’t be but a fraction of ours, even as diminished as they are, and why would they risk King Nikolai’s rage by aiding us when they knew we were at the brink of falling? No, they have no aid to offer, and even if they did, they would not. We are alone in this.”

“But we have kept them safe for so long! It is their duty now to aid us!”

My father shook his head.

“No. It is no one’s duty. It is a fool's errand. To aid us now would only bring fire and death to them, and you should feel no anger. Remember that we did not keep King Nikolai at bay as a service, we did not do it so that we could at a later date demand payment. We did it because it was right. We did it because we are good and righteous. It is our duty to fight against evil when we can. We fought because it was right.”

I felt the weight of my father’s words on me. I knew he was right, I knew that what he said was correct. I had spent my life being groomed to become king, to rule when my father passed, just as he had ruled, as his father and his father’s father had ruled. Fairly, justly, nobly. I had been raised to be a patient warrior king, the sword that would be wielded against the forces of darkness, the armies and legions of King Nikolai.

Yet now… now I would never be unsheathed. Before I could take the throne my father would give our kingdom, our people, over to that monster.

Who knew what tariff he would demand for peace, what payment he might demand? Blood? Flesh? Sacrifice? He was a vampyre, a beast of darkness and evil. We were nothing but cattle to him. How could we make peace with someone who would feed on us, on our people?

“And is it no longer right to fight? Why now do we lay down arms and allow that demon and the foul creatures he commands access to our lands? We should rally our forces and attack, use the element of surprise to take his head.”

My father had just shaken his head.

“I am tired. Our people are tired. His forces have grown vast beyond number while ours have dwindled. He has requested council. He seeks terms for peace, and an end to the decades of war. We should at least hear him out.”

“How can you trust him? Who knows what terms he will demand!”

I could feel my fury rising, my impotent rage. The beast I had been taught and trained to hate was now being granted safe passage and my father’s ear. Why?

“I do not expect we can trust him but… what other option is there? If King Nikolai truly wanted war he could simply invade. We are no match for his armies if he arrayed them all against us. The war would be over swiftly and there would be much bloodshed. Our people would be slaughtered and we would be conquered. There is no way we could resist him if he really wanted war. Perhaps this way we can save lives, minimise the death, the horror.”

“He is a demon! A beast! A being of foul darkness!”

My father had nodded. He looked old, older than I had ever seen him. He looked exhausted, worn thin. For the first time, I truly felt his mortality, the sense that he could not last forever. Not like King Nikolai. The injustice of it all made me want to scream, made me want to rage, made me want to go to war.

I was a prince. I was raised to lead, to protect. I wanted… I wanted nothing but for King Nikolai to die. I wanted him to suffer as my people had suffered for so long.

“He is, but he is also powerful, and he has promised to keep peace so long as we do not offend him. He will come, offer his terms, and I will consider them. You and I will consider them together. We must walk the path of least suffering. This is, I fear, the path of least suffering. Allowing him safe passage will save many lives, save much bloodshed, and… perhaps we will learn more of our eternal enemy. Perhaps we will discover a weakness? In all the decades we have been at war we have learned so little about him, about his curse. Perhaps this is our chance? We will agree to request for parlay, will grant him safe passage, and we will meet with him to hear his terms for peace, but we will keep our eyes and ears open for opportunity. We will not give up completely just yet.”

I smiled at that. There was a plan in the back of my father’s mind. He had not given up all hope. I still did not like his plan, his willingness to allow the beast into our kingdom, into our home, but it made sense.

In open war, we stood no chance, but perhaps we could use subterfuge, cunning, guile, to claim victory for the forces of good.
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I stood and watched the sunrise, feeling the day warm. The vast camp arrayed around the castle was like a pestilence, the black tents, the standards of crimson and black, King Nikolai’s coat of arms emblazoned on all of them—a vast bat with fangs and talons, two crossed sabres.

I could smell the fires, the scent of cooking meat, manure from the many foul beasts he had brought with him. I was certain I could smell blood.

I had paid close attention to the passage of King Nikolai’s army. My father’s scouts had watched and relayed news.

King Nikolai was in no hurry, moved almost leisurely, taking his time. Moving an army was a laborious affair to be sure, but even considering that he was moving slowly.

The route of his passage had been agreed upon before he had even entered my father’s kingdom. The peoples along the route had been warned of his coming, had been told to keep away, to avoid contact. There had been some resistance, but my father had sent out squadrons to patrol the route and keep the peace and in the end, King Nikolai’s armies had been able to pass through the lands without unpleasantness.

He had kept his word. His armies had been kept on a tight leash. There had been no raiding, no deaths, just a slow, sombre, peaceful march, almost like a funeral.

It felt a lot like a funeral that morning. The death of freedom. The last bastion against King Nikolai falling to his insidious will. Yet… maybe there was hope. I clung to hope. Maybe, impossibly, there was a way for good to prevail.

As the sun rose higher I watched the sleeping armies, the slow-moving guards patrolling the camps, draped in heavy black cloth and under cover of dense parasols to keep them out of the sun. They had travelled only at night, had rested during the day.

Vampyres could after all not tolerate the sun. I smiled at that. A hint that King Nikolai was not in the end all powerful. He had at least one weakness. Perhaps there were more.

It wasn’t until my stomach grumbled that I left the battlements. I was tired, hungry, and I knew I needed to begin getting ready. In just a few hours my father would be holding court and we would, finally, be welcoming King Nikolai. I was of course expected to be there.

I slipped down a narrow flight of stairs and headed to my rooms. There I called for food, bread, cheese, stew, and I asked for a bath to be drawn. I ate little, nibbling at the food that was brought to me, my appetite curbed by anxiety and dread and fear. I could feel something heavy coming, a storm.

I had felt it for weeks, ever since King Nikolai’s message had arrived. Something ominous was approaching.

I had lived my entire life under a cloud, in darkness, the threat of King Nikolai’s invasion, the lurking tempest of war, of death, of his curse, so I knew nothing else. I had always known that deep dark sense of something looming over me, of fate waiting for me, calling for me. Now though it was worse than it had even been.

I could feel it, close, almost breathing down my neck. It had crept up on me, closing in on me as King Nikolai had closed in on the castle, each day the sense of something growing worse. The storm was now close, was perhaps, finally, about to break. Maybe afterwards I would know the true warmth of the sun for the first time.

As I lay in the bath, readying myself for King Nikolai’s arrival at my father’s court, I smiled. It was a weary smile, but not one without hope. Maybe, just maybe, there was a way to survive.

I slipped out of my bath and began to dress in my court finery. At my side, I wore my sword, an inheritance from my great-grandfather. Legend was, the sword had killed one of King Nikolai’s high vampyre lords.
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I stood beside my father, waiting, the entire court arrayed, lords, ladies, a legion of his finest knights. It was high protocol, the throne room lit by many candles. I could smell the scent of the banquet that was being laid out, no expense spared in welcoming King Nikolai.

My father was adamant that we cause no offence, and a feast meant more chances to observe him for signs of weakness. I was on edge, full of adrenaline, and I was going to spend my evening observing the vampyre King closely.

We stood in silence. The atmosphere was dense with fear, nervousness, perhaps even excitement. No one present had seen King Nikolai. He was a myth, a monster, a legend, a horror story, and though many of the lords and ladies looked uncomfortable, it was clear they wanted to be present for such a historic occasion. Yet still, the room trembled, the underlying worry that maybe it was all a trap, a ruse.

Andrei, my father’s chief advisor for many years, stepped in close and whispered in my father’s ear. I was close enough to overhear—a fact that Andrei would have been well aware of.

King Nikolai had entered the castle. He was accompanied by two of his high lords, no one else. He was vastly outnumbered by the legion of soldiers protecting my father, yet we both knew King Nikolai’s force was the superior. King Nikolai alone would have posed a significant threat. With two high vampyre lords, his force was significantly the greater.

I put my hand on my sword, ready to give my life to protect my father and my people. I knew little of war and fighting, but I had been trained on how to use a sword. Perhaps in my hand, the blade would claim its second high lord.

And then the doors opened, and King Nikolai stepped in, his two high lords walking close behind, one on either side. The entire room fell into an even deeper silence. I felt my eyes go wide and my mouth grow dry, my heart racing. The storm that had loomed over me for my entire life seemed almost to envelop me and I felt dizzy.

“King Harden. I am honoured by your invitation and your hospitality.” King Nikolai said.

With that, he bowed slightly. Not the full bow of a subject, but the half bow of equals, a sign of respect and politeness, an adherence to the rules of protocol.

I couldn’t take my eyes off him. He was… nothing like I had been expecting.

King Nikolai was a monster. I had heard the stories, heard tell of the beast and the demons he commanded, had heard tell of his bloodlust, his fury, of the wars and the conquest, of his insatiable appetite for butchery. I had imagined him a living horror, the sire of all undead, a walking corpse.

Yet he was a man, much like any other, only not. He was tall and broad, clad in black and crimson leather, a heavy cloak draped around his shoulders with a long sword strapped to his back. His hair was hard, slicked back, and he wore a short beard.

His face was pale, but not corpse-like, with strong features, and his eyes glimmered like midnight. His eyes turned from my father to me. Our eyes met.

I felt something in my chest lurch, my heart skipping, stomach clenching. He was a monster, a beast, a living corruption, yet… in his eyes…

I looked away, unable to hold his gaze. I felt my face flush. I was sure I saw a glimmer of a smile on King Nikolai’s lips.

Behind him, his two lords stood clad in dark armour. A man and a woman, solemn, alert, ready to kill.

“Welcome King Nikolai.” My father said. “And be at ease. You are safe here under my aegis.”

It was a hollow reassurance, a formality, but I got the sense that my father spoke less to reassure King Nikolai than to command the knights arrayed around the throne room, many of whom looked nervous and on edge, twitching. Still, King Nikolai smiled politely.

“Thank you. You are a gracious host. Rumour of your great hospitality was too modest.”

My father smiled. I could sense the cold in the air, the animosity. Though polite, both Kings knew what the occasion was. It was the negotiation of my father’s surrender, the terms by which King Nikolai would conquer my homeland.

And yet… even with that hanging over me, the doom that it implied, I could feel something deeper unsettling me. Seeing King Nikolai in the flesh had awoken something in me. It was like the looming storm clouds I had felt my entire life had finally broken, but instead of the sun, all I saw was endless night.

A night full of stars. I had no idea what it all meant, but it felt almost… inescapable.


Two

King Nikolai stood in front of my father, tall and regal, and an aura of power and darkness hung around him. Yet he seemed almost… pleasant, something in his face, in his eyes, that seemed familiar, almost comforting. I could not stop watching him.

As he and my father discussed niceties, King Nikolai’s journey through my father’s lands, I stole glances at the monstrous creature who had waged war on my homeland for decades.

He did not look like a monster. He was almost dashing, almost handsome, his shoulder and chest broad, his body clearly toned by centuries of warfare. Even had he been mortal he would have been intimidating, but he was no mortal.

The air of confidence and power around him was undeniable, an almost radiant darkness. He was the progenitor, the sire, the first vampyre, the origin of the great curse that had laid waste to the known world. From him all foul beasts and undead owed allegiance. He was a plague, a disease, a taint.

That is what I had been taught. That is what I knew. It was not however what I felt or saw.

I saw a man, mighty, powerful, confident, but still a man. He smiled, laughed, and conversed with my father. There was no rage, no arrogance, no demand of blood sacrifice or tax of flesh.

He was charming. I felt the night expand around me, the storm clouds parting to reveal a vast sky. I felt something vast looming, calling. My heart raced.

At times King Nikolai would glance at me, our eyes meeting. In those moments the feeling became almost overwhelming.

I could not hold his gaze. Within seconds I had to look away, something in me rising up, my belly tight, heart skipping, face flush. Was it fear? Rage? It did not feel like either. It felt like the clouds I had been under all my life only worse. It was the star-filled night, the vast infinite that lay behind the clouds. I had no idea what it meant.

“I suppose it is time we discussed the real reason you are here.” My father said.

King Nikolai smiled. He nodded his head.

“As you wish. I have enjoyed our conversation but you are correct that I come here with more purpose than to chat.” King Nikolai said.

I felt my father stiffen. I was close enough to hear him take a deep breath, close enough to hear him sigh.

“I have come to make you an offer.” King Nikolai said. “Our people have been at war for too long. I come to offer you peace. A treaty.”

“You come to demand my surrender?” My father said.

I felt the air tense. The two lords behind King Nikolai stiffened, as though readying for violence. King Nikolai simply smiled.

“You may call it what you like, but I would not think it surrender. My offer is to give you peace, to leave you as King of your own kingdom, to rule as you have done, and in return, you will swear loyalty to me.”

My father stared at King Nikolai, clearly suspicious. An offer like that seemed too impossibly generous after decades of subtle warfare. His army had the upper hand, could conquer our lands with ease. Why would he leave us in peace now for something so trivial as an oath of loyalty?

“That is all? You will give us peace for nothing more than my loyalty?” My father said.

King Nikolai’s smile widened.

“Yes, and… no. There is one more thing I demand. I will leave you in peace, leave your lands in peace, and will even offer you my protection, for your loyalty. But I need a guarantee. I want your allegiance. I would bind our fates together, through marriage. In short, I want a queen.”

There was silence. As demands went it was not unusual. Marriage was the traditional way that allegiances were sworn and kingdoms bonded, but in this case, it was impossible.

“Forgive me King Nikolai, but if that is truly what you require then I fear you have come here misinformed and on an errant quest. I can give you no queen. I have only the one child. My son. Prince Nathaniel.”

My father gestured to me. I bowed slightly, smiling at King Nikolai but not daring to meet his gaze. With all the eyes of the court on me I was afraid of how I might react.

Still, I could see King Nikolai’s smile out of the corner of my eye. I could feel his smile. He did not seem disappointed.

“Oh, I can assure you that I have not been misinformed. I know Prince Nathaniel is your only child. My offer stands. You can have peace, security. The war between us would end if only you would give me what I ask for. I would have Prince Nathaniel as my bride, and he would become my Queen.”

There was silence. I felt a chill run up my spine. King Nikolai wanted me as his bride, as his Queen. It was… it was impossible. I was a Prince. I was to become King. I was a man, not a woman.

I heard a chorus of whispers spread around the court, the assembled lords and ladies gossiping at the sudden turn of events. My father held up his hand to silence them. King Nikolai stood waiting for his answer.

“I hear and understand but what you ask for is nonsense. A Prince cannot be a Princess. A King cannot be a Queen. Surely you jest? Or are you attempting to mock me and my son?”

King Nikolai stood firm. Slowly he shook his head.

“There is no jest, and no mockery. And you would be surprised what the force of my will and my desire can achieve. My offer remains. Peace. You remain King, to rule as you wish, and your son becomes my bride. As my Queen we will rule together, uniting our kingdoms under one banner, a glorious empire, that would secure the legacy of your lineage for eternity.” King Nikolai said.

My father was still. He did not look at me, remained fixed on King Nikolai. Slowly he shook his head again.

“I cannot give what you ask.” He said. “I…”

“You guarantee peace?” I said, interrupting my father.

I knew it was a breach of protocol but it was almost as though I acted on an impulse that was not my own. I felt a ripple pass through the court.

For the first time, King Nikolai turned his full attention to me and I almost collapsed under the intensity of it. What was it I was feeling?

“Absolute peace. I will personally guarantee the safety of your people, your father, and you, should you give me the honour of your hand in marriage.”

His voice made me giddy. His words terrified me. I knew he meant them.

Peace. He offered peace in exchange for me.

I could cement peace, end decades of death, war, bloodshed. All I had to do was give myself to King Nikolai, the vile curse that had spread over the known world, the sire of beasts and vampyres. All I had to do was give myself to darkness and become his Queen.

It would guarantee my people’s safety, my father’s. I had been raised to become King, to rule my people with kindness, goodness. But what was any of that if King Nikolai went to war with us, invaded, slaughtered, conquered? What was one life for many?

“I will do it.” I said. “I will become your… your bride, your Queen, if you promise peace and security.”

King Nikolai smiled at me, nodded.

“I am yours to command, my bride.” He said, a shiver running up my spine.

“You cannot.” My father said. “It is…”

“Father, please.” I said. “I… I would do this, for our people. What is my life for all the lives that will be saved by peace? My life is a small price to pay. I will give him what he wants.”

My father stared at me, almost pleading. I could feel the eyes of the court on us. I knew that he had little choice.

I had given my assent to become King Nikolai’s bride. I had agreed.

Though my father could overrule me doing so would mean war, countless deaths. The kingdom would know that he had sacrificed everything to save his son, and for what? In the end, open war would be the end of all of us. King Nikolai would win, would conquer, and he would either claim me by force, or kill me. Either way, I was doomed.

“I can save lives.” I said. “I can bring peace. It is a small sacrifice.”

“You do not know what you agree to.” My father said. “What he asks for is…”

My father fell quiet. King Nikolai was listening.

“Please, I am no monster, despite stories to the contrary. I am not here to force anyone to marry me. I ask, humbly, for Prince Nathaniel to become my bride. As my Queen, she would be treated like a goddess.”

I felt a shiver run along my spine. King Nikolai was staring at me as he spoke, his words intended for me. I could see something in his eyes, like cold fire. I felt a fire in me kindling to life, warming me. I did not want to admit it but… I was drawn to him. Why? Why was I drawn to such a beast?

“I will marry you.” I said.

I turned to my father.

“With your permission.”

My father looked at me. I had never seen him look so defeated. Slowly he nodded.

“You have my permission.”

I felt relief, then horror. I had guaranteed peace, my people’s safety, but at what cost?
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The banquet was a sombre affair though it had become for all intents and purposes a celebratory event, a party to congratulate me and King Nikolai on our engagement. We were to wed. I was to become his queen.

People ate, drank, and talked as music played. King Nikolai stayed to enjoy the festivities and hospitalities but did not eat or drink, a fact that I was grateful for given what I knew of his appetites. I did not want to see my husband-to-be feasting on the blood of innocents.

No one spoke to me. I did not mind, considering the situation. What could they say?

Congratulations would have been hollow. I was sacrificing myself for my people. I had no words. I knew I was making the right decision, was certain of it, more certain than any other decision I had ever made, but I knew I did not want to discuss it or engage in idle chatter.

I was left alone to eat and drink, sat next to my father as we watched the feast.

“You do not need to do this.” My father said.

I nodded.

“I know. But… it is the right decision. I can save so many lives. I can save your life. You will remain as King to rule as you always have and… when your reign ends I will become… I will… I will be there to rule in your place.”

“King Nikolai will become King in my place. You will be his Queen.” My father almost spat the words. “You should inherit my throne as King, as is your birthright.”

I felt a weight on me, greater than the threat of King Nikolai as my husband. I could feel my father’s disappointment, his disgust.

I had agreed to King Nikolai’s demand to save lives, to spare bloodshed, and now my father was acting like I was some kind of abomination.

It was not how I wanted my life to proceed. I had been trained to be King, to rule, but at least this way…

“Maybe as his Queen, I can soften his rule, save even more lives?” I said.

“You’ll still be his Queen.” My father said, not looking at me. “You are my son… you…”

“Am I interrupting?” King Nikolai said.

I turned to see the brooding vampyre King approaching. He smiled at me and I felt almost glad for his presence, the chance to be spared my father’s obvious disdain.

“I… I suppose my groom can be forgiven an interruption.” I said.

I forced a smile, trying to be polite, yet at my core, I felt something warm blossoming in the vampyre King’s presence. Our eyes locked and I felt heat, my cheeks blushing. I held his gaze for a moment and something buried deep in me stirred.

My father remained silent, biting his tongue.

“I have come to say farewell for the evening.” King Nikolai said.

My father was sullen, but he forced himself to smile, adhering to the manners and protocols for fear of offending the vampyre King. He bowed his head, almost grimacing.

“I hope that our humble feast was at least entertaining for you, I can only apologise for not having any suitable food available for you or your lords.”

King Nikolai smiled. His smile at least seemed genuine.

“No apology needed. We tend to feed in private anyway. It is an… intimate ritual and I understand that you and your people might find it a little unsettling. The food looked and smelt delicious though, and the music was most delightful.”

With that, he looked to me. Our eyes met.

“I am looking forward to our first dance together.” He said.

I felt myself blush. I opened my mouth to speak but I could not summon words.

King Nikolai’s smile widened, a spark in his eyes, and he held my gaze for a moment. His eyes were dark, like a night sky full of stars. Ever since I had laid eyes on him something had felt different. The lingering storm that had hung over me for all of my life had lifted, was replaced with a sensation of almost… falling.

What was that? Was it some vampyre trick?

I’d never felt anything like it before. I could feel my fear, my loathing, my disgust. He was a beast, a curse, a foul taint. I could feel all of that and… more. Beneath all my surface-level emotions, my rational thoughts, my feelings, there was something bubbling up, a light fluttering, a heat, a… a lust.

As King Nikolai stared at me I could feel a warmth in my chest and belly, a desire, a fire. I could feel the want in him, for me, his lust for me, and… I could feel my lust for him.

He was not the man I had been expecting. I had imagined some grotesque creature, a macabre walking corpse, something horrific to match the legends of him, instead, he was handsome, dashing. He was tall, muscular, chiselled features, with eyes like the endless night. I felt myself almost getting lost in the depths of his eyes, like there was more to him than I had thought, hidden depths, a vastness that invited me in.

I bit my bottom lip, squirming in my seat, and then King Nikolai looked away. He looked to my father, still smiling.

“We should however confirm a date for the wedding before I leave.” He said. “Two weeks from today. A binding of our kingdoms that will ensure peace and prosperity for both.”

My father looked aggrieved, annoyed. I could tell that he had still not fully accepted my decision.

The thought of offering myself as bride to King Nikolai stung. And the thought that I was to happen only two weeks hence hung heavy on me. My life would be over. I could be his bride, his Queen. I daren’t think about what my life would be like.

Yet, if it meant peace and security for my people, my father’s safety, then I would do it. I would sacrifice myself. After all, the alternative was war…

“Two weeks is acceptable.” I said, trying to keep the fear from my voice.

My father bristled but he did not object. How could he? Around us, I could feel the ears and the eyes of the court on me, on me and King Nikolai. I knew that come tomorrow morning news of my upcoming wedding would be all anyone could talk about. I felt a swell of shame at it, the thought of what I was giving up, what I was giving to King Nikolai in exchange for peace.

“Wonderful.” King Nikolai said. “And… I would like to ensure you are properly prepared for our wedding day. If you are to be my bride, my Queen, you must look and act the part. Tomorrow morning I will send you a gift. An offering of clothes, jewellery, and serving maids. They will attend to you and make you ready for me. Do you understand?”

King Nikolai had turned his attention back to me. I could only nod.

The phrase ‘make you ready for me’ seemed to repeat in my head. I was to be made into his bride, his Queen.

“I understand.” I said.

“Farewell then, my bride-to-be.” He said.

And then… he was gone. My head was spinning, heart racing. I could feel my father glaring at me.


Three

I did not stay long at the feast after King Nikolai had left. I could not take the hard looks of my father, his ire, frustration, the pain I had caused him by agreeing to become King Nikolai’s bride, and the whispers of the court as they all stole furtive glances at me left me flustered, head spinning.

I was a Prince. I was born to be King. Yet, I had agreed to become another man’s bride. Not just any man either.

King Nikolai. The sire of darkness. The curse that has been plaguing my homeland for decades. I was giving myself to the progenitor of all vampyres, and yet… I did not feel as horrified as I thought I might.

As I slipped out of the room a few of those gathered bid me goodnight, but no one offered me congratulations, there were no wishes of good fortune. The news of my coming wedding should have been a source of celebration, the Prince taking a wife, but instead, I felt only a crushing sense of foreboding and disappointment. People did not want to even look at me, let alone talk to me. I felt almost like a stain, like muck on the heel of a boot.

I was giving my life up to save these people, to bring peace, and yet… I could feel how they had turned their backs on me. What did they think? That I wanted to marry King Nikolai, that I had said yes out of anything other than necessity?

I stomped back to my bed chamber and readied for bed. Sleep was a while coming, and when it came I was plagued by strange dreams.
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A knock at the door roused me from sleep. I rolled over as the door opened and I saw Jacob, my footman, enter. I had known Jacob since I was a boy. Though he was a servant I also considered him a friend.

He bowed. There was something almost sad in his eyes and in his expression.

“I have come to say goodbye sire.” He said. “It has been an honour to serve you but… I fear our time has come.”

I shifted, sat up. Was even he turning his back on me? I felt a dread weight settle on me. Was he too abandoning me? Was I so awful for having accepted King Nikolai’s offer?

“And please, know that this is not my desire. I… I just know that it is not my place to serve you now. You have new attendants, arrived this morning, sent by King Nikolai, and they are more suited to a… to a bride-to-be. I only wish you well and I… I am sorry I cannot be there for you now.”

Jacob bowed again, head low, and I felt the urge to call out, to ask him to stay, but I did not. I knew that it would be wrong. He was right. Things were changing. They had to change, and he had served me well as Prince, but I was not a Prince any more. I was, or at least I had to become, a Princess so that I could become a Queen.

“Thank you Jacob.” I said. “You were more than a servant. I always considered you a friend.” I said.

He looked at me then and smiled.

“Thank you sire. I… you are kind. I will send in your maids to attend to you.”

With that, he left. I heard voices outside my room.

Maids. It was all true then. Only women had maidservants. Only Princesses. My life as it had been was over. I was starting a new life. Yet, amongst the fear and anxiety, I felt something warm, soft, growing inside me. Something old waking.

“Good morning your Highness.” A voice said.

A young woman had entered my room, trailed by three other women. They were all strangely beautiful, almost ethereal, long blonde hair, tall, slender, with subtle curves. Between them they carried numerous items of luggage that looked heavy. The woman in the front smiled at me as one of the women at the back closed the door behind them.

“Good morning.” I said.

I was quiet for a moment, not sure what to say. I shifted beneath the bed covers aware that my new life was beginning. I had no idea what to expect.

“You are… you are sent by King Nikolai?” I asked.

The women nodded.

“I am Liandra.” The woman in the front said. “I am to be your lady in waiting. The three women behind me are Kazin, Lilith, and Diabella. They will assist me but can be considered your personal maids should I ever be unavailable. We are all well-trained and we come with gifts for you. It is our job to care for you and make sure you are suitably prepared to become King Nikolai’s Queen.”

I nodded, thanked them. There was something strange about them all. The way they looked, the way they moved, their grace and beauty, they seemed too impossibly feminine.

“You are… you are vampyres?” I asked.

They all smiled. Liandra dipped her head, nodded.

“We are, but… we are not just vampyres.” That was all she had to say. I felt uneasy being around three female vampyres. I had heard tell of how they seduced men, left them drained. But then I remembered I was to be King Nikolai’s bride, his Queen. I was under his protection.

Something about that made my heart flutter.

“Now, shall we begin? I can have Diabella fetch you breakfast while Kazin and Lilith draw you a bath and I prepare your outfit for the day?” Liandra said. “The sooner we begin the process of your transition, the smoother it will all go.”

I didn’t know what to do, so I just nodded. With that the woman began to move, becoming a flurry of activity.
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I sat in bed while Diabella fetched me breakfast, fruit and tea, toasted bread, and I watched as Kazin and Lilith drew me a bath, filling a tub with steaming water, petals, salts, oils. The scent of it, rich perfume and must, filled the room, making me almost dizzy.

“The baths we will ready for you will help prepare you for your wedding night. A mix of herbs, flowers, minerals, and oils to soften you.” Kazin said as she caught me watching her.

Her words made something in me flutter.

“By soften… what do you mean?” I asked.

The women all smiled at me.

“You are still a Prince, but you must become a Princess so you can become a Queen. From today on we will ensure you are treated as a Princess but to fully blossom for your wedding day you will need help. We know some basic magicks that will make your body… prettier.”

That was all Kazin would say on the subject. The thought of becoming prettier, being treated like a princess, like a woman, made something in me coil, a sense of fear and shame, the awareness of how the lords and ladies of court would look at me, knowing what I was becoming, and why.

I thought of my father. The thought of standing before him as a Princess, knowing that it meant that I was to become King Nikolai’s Queen, made me feel nauseous. Yet, something in me felt almost excited at what was happening.

I thought of King Nikolai, how he had looked at me, how it had felt to look into his eyes, and I felt myself warm. I knew he was a monster, a curse, yet something in me clearly felt different. It was like some part of me was drawn to him, was aroused by him, excited by the darkness and the danger in him.

He had travelled here for me, to demand my hand in marriage, so he could make me his bride, his Queen. Why?

He could have had any woman in his vast kingdom, could have conquered my homeland easily, but he had chosen to come in peace, asking only for my hand in marriage. After centuries of bloodshed, decades of war with my people, he was offering peace, and his only demand was my…

Why?

The question floated in my head. I had no answer. It made no sense. Why did he want me as his bride, his Queen? There had to be a reason.

As I considered it, finding no obvious solution to the conundrum, I watched Liandra unpacking the trunks, taking out the clothes and jewellery and gifts King Nikolai had sent me.

Seeing it all made my head spin.

Dresses and shoes, petticoats, necklaces and rings, earrings, even underwear, panties and corsets, stockings. It was a woman’s wardrobe, the kind of clothes a Queen would wear. It was what I was expected to wear from now on.

Liandra unpacked the boxes my maids had brought, and then packed up my old clothes, my Prince’s wardrobe. Everything from my old life was boxed up and sealed away. I could feel the weight of it settling on me, and yet… I couldn’t deny that some small part of me was almost curious about it all.

The same part of me that was curious about King Nikolai, about why he wanted me. The same part of me that was drawn to the foul vampyre. I sat and finished my breakfast, and afterwards, I allowed Kazin and Lilith to help me into the bath.
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The bath was hot, and the water seemed almost to envelop me and I slipped into the perfumed waters. My flesh tingled, the salts and minerals fizzing, the water coloured a soft pink from all the herbs and blossoms, and a film of oil rippled over the surface. I felt very exposed being naked around the four women but they seemed decidedly nonplussed and they were to become my maids so I did my best not to get too into my own head over it.

I lay in the waters, relaxing, and closed my eyes. The day ahead would be long and arduous I knew, facing the word for the first time as a Princess, but if King Nikolai kept his word then I knew whatever sacrifice I made would be worth it.

People might whisper and gossip, but if I could save even one life, prevent even one drop of innocent blood from being spilled then it would be worth it. Yet, as I basked in the water, I couldn’t help but picture him, King Nikolai, tall and dark and brooding, a monster, yet… not a monster.

I felt my pulse quicken, my body throbbing, something in me rousing, a clawing inside me that I had not known before. Seeing him had caused the storm that had hung over me my entire life to break, but in its place was something new, something unfamiliar, something… wild. I was almost afraid of it.

Still, I could not dismiss the image of him, my mind full of thoughts of him. King Nikolai. Who was he really? The way he acted, carried himself, was not like the man I had imagined him to be. Was there more to him than just the monster I had been taught to believe him to be?

“The water grows cold your Highness. I think perhaps we should dry you off and get you dressed.” Liandra said.

Her voice roused me from my daydreams. I flushed as I realised how intently I had been thinking about King Nikolai.

I opened my eyes and saw my maids holding towels for me. I rose to my feet, the water no longer steaming, and stepped out of the bath. As I did I realised… something was different.

I was different. My body had changed. It took me a moment to realise what it was.

My body hair was gone. All of it, vanished, as though dissolved. I ran a hand over my skin to feel the reality of it and as I did I felt a shiver run up my spine. My skin was so soft, so delicate, like cream, and I felt so sensitive.

One bath had changed all that. What would more do? What other magicks did my maids have ready to prepare me for my wedding? Who would I be when the two weeks were up?

Before I could examine myself more closely Liandra stepped forward to help me out of the bath, I was soon wrapped in soft towels as my maids dried me. Their touch was oddly exciting, my entire body was so much more sensitive now. I felt my cheeks flush with blood.

“Now, your Highness, is there anything you would like to wear today, or should I choose for you as you ease into your new role?” She said.

I took a deep breath and turned to look over my new wardrobe. It all looked so alien, so strange, so… exciting. I had no idea where to start.

“Could you pick for me? Please.” I said.

Lianda nodded, and as Kazin, Lilith, and Diabella finished towelling me off she busied herself choosing me what to wear. I watched her closely, feeling a sense of anticipation as she placed items of underwear and clothing onto my bed.

Liandra picked me out a pair of stockings, a suspender belt, panties, and a corset, all in black. She helped me into those first.

The stockings were sensual over smooth skin, snug, caressing, and the suspender belt felt tight around my waist. Lilith made a point of showing me how to attach the suspender straps to the tops of my stockings. As I stood in front of her, I could feel the warmth and softness of her hands as they fitted and adjusted the straps, my legs soft and sensitive. I could feel her breath on my cock.

I felt embarrassed by my nakedness but none of my maids made any comment. It was like in their eyes I was already a Princess, a woman, and therefore it was completely natural for me to be naked in front of them. There was something slightly humiliating about that, but also… exhilarating.

“Panties next. Your panties must always go over stockings and suspenders.” Liandra said.

She smiled at me. I was puzzled by that.

“Why?” I asked.

There was a soft chuckle, polite amusement. It was like I had asked something that was basic knowledge to most women, yet to me it was all new. It was a stark reminder of just how much I had to learn, just how much I needed to go through to prepare myself.

“It will make it easier for you to use the toilet.” Liandra said. “Panties under suspender straps would mean having to undo them before taking panties off. Panties over the top makes for much easier access.”

The way she emphasised that last word made me flutter. I didn’t dare think about what she meant by easier access.

I slipped the panties on after the stockings and suspenders, then my maids fitted me with the corset, cinching it in tight with laces at the back, defining my waist, making it slimmer, making my hips and ass look wider, fully. As I looked down at my body I almost didn’t recognise myself, dressed in sensual black underwear. Was it really that simple to become someone new, someone different?

“Now, your dress, then a little makeup to emphasise your more feminine features.” Liandra said.

I paled, but… I nodded. I was to become a Princess, a bride, a Queen. It was what I had agreed to. There was no point resisting. It was to bring peace, save lives. Yet, still, I could feel my heart race a little, a storm of conflicting emotions raging in me, a tempest of unfamiliar feelings.

The dress Liandra had picked out was crimson, black lace. They were King Nikolai’s colours. I slipped on black petticoats first, then the dress, the fabrics fine and delicate, so much softer than the clothes I had once worn. Against my smooth, sensitive skin it felt almost like a lover’s caress. Not that I knew what a lover’s caress felt like.

I blushed at that thought. Given what I had agreed to, the upcoming wedding, my wedding night, I knew what that meant. King Nikolai would be my…

“You need to make sure your dresses and petticoats are all laid flat. They will catch easily while dressing. Just take a moment to smooth them out. It is a small detail, and one you did not need to pay attention to as a Prince, but you will need to be more mindful when dressing now. As Queen you will be watched by many eyes, chief amongst them King Nikolai’s.”

I bit my bottom lip, flustered, aware of where my thoughts had been going. I nodded. I took a moment to smooth out my dresses and petticoats, making sure they were well-ordered. The style of the dress I wore was a little more provocative than the ladies of court, but I supposed it was probably considered fashion in King Nikolai’s court.

As Queen I would be watched closely, my clothes and my manners studied. I would need to watch myself, would need to lead by example.

“Perfect.” Liandra said. “Now, just a little makeup for your first day. Just to make sure you look your best. We can develop your style as the days go on and your transition progresses.”

I knew little of makeup. I knew the women of court wore it, but I had no idea how it was applied or why, just that it emphasised their natural beauty.

Liandra instructed Lilith and Kazin to apply my makeup and style my hair. They applied black around my eyes, a dash of dark red to my eyelids, and then added deep crimson to my lip. After that, they fiddled with my hair for a moment. It was not long before they were done.

“There. Now, would you like to observe yourself?” Liandra asked.

I nodded. There was a full-length mirror in my room and I walked barefoot to stand in front of it. I could feel my stocking-clad thighs brushing against each other, the corset forcing me to stand and walk in a way that felt almost provocative. As I stepped in front of the looking glass I froze.

I did not recognise myself. In the dress, with makeup on, I looked… like a Princess.

The dress cascaded down to the floor, the petticoats making it flow around my feet. The corset gave me a narrow waist, wide hips, a feminine, girlish figure. The top of the dress was low, my shoulders bare, upper chest exposed. I looked… slimmer, smaller, more petite than I remembered, but I figured that was the dress, the corset. Right?

Yet, as I looked at myself something niggled. It was my face that truly captivated me, pouty lips, deep red like blood, my eyes big and bright, dazzling green, outlined in black with dusky rose on my lids. My face looked softer, more refined, more delicate. Even my hair looked longer than it had been yesterday. Was that all an illusion of styling or…

“What do you think?” Liandra asked.

I smiled. I could not deny the truth.

“I look… good.” I said.

I meant it.

Liandra shook her head.

“No, my Highness. You look beautiful.” Liandra said.

I blushed at that, but she was right. I did look beautiful. I looked… stunning.

“Now, last touch.” She said. “Heels. Then it's time for you to step out and meet your subjects, as Natalia. King Nikolai’s Queen to be.”


Four

The first day as Natalia was just the start. It was strange, having my world so suddenly turned upside down, but at the same time, it was impossible to resist.

I had agreed to it all, had agreed to become King Nikolai’s bride, his Queen. I was doing it to save my father, my people, to save blood from being spilled. It wasn’t like I wanted to marry the sire of all vampyres, was it?

As I stepped out I could feel the difference in me. Dressed as I was, in heels, I couldn’t help but move differently. The corset kept me standing tall, shoulders back, ass sticking out, and the heels made me walk with an obvious sway in my hips. There was something sensual and exhilarating about it, my ass wiggling, thighs brushing against each other.

Liandra came with me, walking close behind me. Having her with me was a comfort. The vampyre ladies in waiting protected me the from the harsher glares and whispers that I knew I would have had to endure had I been alone.

As it was, I still felt exposed. I had spent my life as Prince Nathaniel. Now I was Princess Natalia—a name chosen for me by King Nikolai. I was his bride-to-be, his chosen Queen. My old life was over and I was stepping into a new life, one darker, bleaker. I was sacrificing myself.

Yet, from the way people looked at me, it was almost as though they thought I were betraying them. Did they really think I wanted to marry King Nikolai? That I wanted to become his Queen?

I did my best to ignore it. I had made my choice and I knew it was the right one. As Prince, as Princess, it was my duty to sacrifice myself for the good of my people. If they were not grateful then it did not matter. I could endure.

Still, I could not deny the hurt it caused me. People whom I had considered friends avoided me, and even my father seemed aloof and cold. Around the castle, preparations for my wedding had begun, but instead of a joyous occasion, it was sombre, like they were preparing instead for my funeral.

I did my best to remain cheerful. I was saving lives. I was still adamant I had made the right choice. Liandra too proved to be a pleasant companion, consoling me when she saw the glares and whispers and the silence getting to me, offering me advice on how to more properly embody the regal grace of a Queen.

The first day was perhaps the hardest and the longest day of my life, but in the end, it was just a day. It ended like any other. I returned to my bed chambers feeling almost sad, like I had lost something precious, but I knew I had to look forward. I changed into my bedclothes and as I lay down to sleep I couldn’t but think about my uncertain future, about King Nikolai.

The image of him in my imagination was bold, dark, brooding. I felt my body flutter, warmth. Why did he have that effect on me? I had agreed to marry him as a practicality nothing more. Right?
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Soon my days became a routine.

My maids would wake me with breakfast, would bathe me, and then I would dress. Soon I began to almost look forward to the baths, the soothing caress of the infused waters, but I could not deny the effect they were having.

My body was becoming undeniably softer, more delicate. I remained hairless, feminine, smooth, and my skin became only more sensitive, yet it was more than that. I could sense my thighs becoming thicker, my hips wider, my ass rounder. Maybe it was the daily corset training or the baths or some other magicks, but I could feel my waist getting narrower.

And that wasn’t all. My arms were slimming down, losing muscle, my shoulders becoming slight, and my chest… I could feel my chest changing. My nipples were becoming larger, longer and fatter, more sensitive, and there was a budding, as though I were developing a bosom.

Yet, despite all the changes, despite feeling like an outsider in my own court, there was something almost mesmerising and intoxicating about what was happening to me. I could feel my body changing, shifting, transitioning from Prince to Princess, and with each day that passed I could feel my wedding day, and my wedding night, getting closer.

I was glad for my maids, the gift of four vampyre attendants that King Nikolai had sent me. They were pleasant company when the entire court seemed set on avoiding me like I was somehow solely responsible for King Nikolai’s curse, rather than the one sacrificing themself for all of them.

I was able to learn more about the vampyres' customs, how they lived, what it was like in King Nikolai's court, and I was taught how a Queen was expected to act, how King Nikolai’s Queen was expected to act.

I did not get to see King Nikolai again, yet I could feel his presence. At times I would take a walk around the castle, up to the battlements, and I would stare out at the camp that still lay arrayed around the castle, where King Nikolai lay in wait for our wedding day, the day when he could claim me, when my sacrifice would cement peace between our two kingdoms.

In those moments I would stand and watch, feeling the shift in me more keenly than ever. The storm had lifted, but the vastness that lay before was terrifying. It expanded with each passing day, consuming me, transforming me. It was like a darkness had awoken within, roused by King Nikolai’s arrival, and it was going to claim me utterly.

I felt lost, confused. I had given myself in the name of peace, to save lives, yet as the days passed and as my transformation progressed I began to wonder if that was entirely true.

I heard whispers from the court, gossip. People claimed that I had offered myself too eagerly, too freely. There was tell that the wedding was in fact my idea, that I was the one who had invited King Nikolai and that I had offered up my homeland for his favour, so that I could become his bride.

Did I really mean so little to the people that I sought to save? Did they really not know me at all?

He was a beast, a monster, a curse, a plague. Only… that thought too was changing.

I had grown up fearing the vampyres of King Nikolai. I had heard numerous horror stories, myths of his coming, the wars he had waged, the blood he had spilt. I had heard of human sacrifice, people treated like cattle, had envisaged beasts wearing human skin. Yet King Nikolai and his lords had been nothing like that.

I could still feel what he had stirred in me, the fluttering heat swelling day by day as our wedding neared. I could picture him clearly, the image of him in my mind growing stronger, and each time I thought of him something in me seemed to swell, as though nourished by my daydreams. It was like he was a drug, and I was becoming addicted to him.

I could feel him calling to me.

It did not help that my maids were so pleasant and personable either. They were kind, sweet, helpful, funny, and intelligent. I had spent my life being treated like a Prince, aware of my station, aware of how those around me would treat me as a pawn in their machination of court politics, but my new maids were different.

They treated me… not quite as an equal, since I was to become their Queen, but… as a friend. They would comfort me when the whispers and the gossip would become too much. They would discuss with me makeup, clothes, help me pick out outfits and jewellery, would teach me how to move with grace, how to act with poise. They even taught me how to style my growing hair, the long locks of red waves flowing down over my shoulders, longer than my hair had ever been.

They would tell me about their lives, was it was like to live for centuries, told me about the code they followed as vampyres, how King Nikolai set certain standards for behaviour, how he had set rules for them to allow the various kinds of being in his kingdom to live side-by-side in peace.

It was nothing like I had been led to believe. If what my maids told me were true then King Nikolai was a much kinder and fairer ruler than his legend told.

“In your lands, only humans are allowed to exist.” Liandra told me. “And even then they must follow certain standards, certain rules. They have to exist according to a narrow definition. Perhaps you have felt it, seen it, but maybe your life as Prince has hidden the truth from you.”

I nodded, listening.

“The other sentient races are denied rights. For centuries that was the way things were. As human culture came to dominate the known world the other races began to dwindle and hide. It was not until King Nikolai’s arrival and the coming of the vampyres that things changed. Under his rule, he had been able to unite all peoples. The undead, the fae, the beast-races, and humans all coexist in our homeland. It is not perfect but… it is better than the alternative. All our war, the extinction of many sensitive, sentient beings. The spilling of untold amount of blood.”

It sounded… strange. To hear of King Nikolai’s kindness, nobility, the purpose behind his conquest. It was not to subjugate humans, but to liberate the other races. I didn’t know if I could believe it, yet my experience of my father’s rule made it hard to deny parts.

I had been taught to disdain the other races, vampyres, the undead, the beasts and the fae. They were horrors. They were to be destroyed. Now though, face to face with four beautiful, gentlewomen, all of whom were vampyres, it was impossible to not admit that at least some of what I had always believed was wrong. And if I was wrong about that, what else was I wrong about?

I needed time to think, to learn. But as the days passed my time dwindled. My wedding was drawing closer.
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It was with only just over a week to go before my wedding that I received a gift from King Nikolai. My maids woke me as usual, bathed me, and as I was drying off Liandra showed me a small, delicately carved wooden box.

“It is from your King, your husband-to-be.” She said. “I think… I think it best you open it before you are dressed.”

I smiled, curious. The changes in me each day were subtle, but I could not deny their cumulative effect. I felt less and less like a Prince and more and more like a Princess, and… I found I did not mind that much. I minded far less than I would have thought. In fact, in some ways, it was almost pleasant.

I liked how my skin felt without body hair, sensitive and smooth, creamy. I liked my thicker legs, the loss of muscle and the gaining of fat making me softer, almost cuddly. I could feel my wider hips and plumper ass at all times now, but it was most pronounced when walking, when I could feel the sway and jiggle.

My waist was narrow and cinched even without the corset now, my figure almost curvaceous, and I had developed undeniable breasts. My nipples were large and puffy, tender, and I had enough of a bosom that I had taken to wearing a brassiere along with panties, stockings, and suspenders.

My hair had grown too, falling down just past my shoulders, thick, red waves that cascaded over pale skin. Yet, it was the changes to my face that were the most impactful.

They were subtle, barely noticeable to anyone else, but to me… well, it was my face, I’d spent my life with it, so how could I not notice? My eyes seemed larger, brighter, with longer, thicker lashes. My cheekbones were higher, sharper, and my jaw was more refined.

Yet the biggest change was with my lips, my mouth, my tongue. My lips were obviously thicker, puffier, poutier. They looked almost bee-stung, and given that I was almost always wearing deep, blood-red lipstick, it was hard to not notice people noticing them.

But the change wasn’t just in how they looked. I could feel the changes in how they felt too. My lips felt softer, and were more sensitive. In fact, my entire mouth was more sensitive, including my tongue.

I had no idea what was causing it. Maybe the baths, the herbs and blossoms, the oils, or the minerals. Maybe it was some magick my maids were able to work, or something they were adding to my food. Maybe it was a spell cast by King Nikolai, or maybe…

Maybe it was something in me, something that had been awoken by King Nikolai’s arrival, seeing him, and accepting his offer. It seemed strange to think but it was also a feeling that I could not easily dismiss. Something in me was changing, something internal, something shifting.

I had always felt something, for as long as I could remember, but I had assumed it was normal, the weight of being crown Prince, the constant threat of war, of King Nikolai invading, his beastly hordes, but now… now I knew it was something else.

I knew it was something else because I’d felt the shift in it. I’d felt the veil begin to lift and something in me was unravelling, blossoming. I’d offered myself to King Nikolai as his bride, his Queen, to save my people, but as the days passed I realised that I was becoming more comfortable as Princess Natalia than I’d ever been as Prince Nathaniel. Even with the whispers and gossip, the looming wedding, I felt… I felt like a door I had never known existed had been opened, and I was getting a glimpse of the vast world beyond it.

“Do you know what it is?” I asked as I looked at the ornate box.

Liandra nodded. Her smile widened.

“I do, and I have been instructed to help you with it. I think it best that you see for yourself first.” She said.

I smiled at that. Dressed in only my towel I stepped forward and took the box. It was heavier than it looked. I opened it and inside I found…

I wasn’t sure what it was. It looked a little like jewellery, with a sparkling pink gem at one end, yet it was like none of the jewellery I already owned.

Since becoming Princess Natalia I had taken to wearing earrings almost constantly, gold hoops, dangling chains with gemstones, ornate filigrees of precious metals and stones, along with necklaces, rings, even bracelets and anklets, yet I’d seen nothing like the item in the box before.

It was a heavy gold orb, tapered so the tip was a blunt point, growing gradually wider until it quickly tapered off again to where it met a slim gold rod, a little like a teardrop. The rod was connected to a wide disc, and it was on the disc that the pink gem sat.

The object looked expensive, heavy and large, a vast investment of gold.

“What is it?” I asked.

Liandra smiled. I saw just a hint of her sharp teeth.

“It is a training device.” She said. “King Nikolai is no mere mortal man. Though kind and intelligent, sensitive, there is a beast within him, a monster, and he does not wish to harm his bride, his Queen. He will claim you on your wedding night but is worried about causing you pain, so he has gifted you this to prepare you.”

I nodded, not really understanding.

“His gift is magickal curio. A plug, to be worn in your ass. It will allow your body to fully accept his manhood on your wedding night.” Liandra said.

Her words made me blush. I had always assumed, had always known what was likely, but to hear the words said so bluntly made my head spin.

Yet, I was not as abhorred as I should have been. The thought of having my body trained so that I could fully accept my husband’s manhood inside my body, so that King Nikolai could claim me, fuck me, sent a shiver down my spine. My body grew hot, and I felt giddy with a rush of emotions. Did I want it? Was I looking forward to it?

“Now, how about I show you, rather than explaining in more detail?” Liandra said.

I was too fuzzy-headed to argue so I just nodded, smiling. Liandra came and took the box out of my hands and picked up the gold curio. I could not take my eyes off it. I would have to wear that inside me, in my ass. Not only that but it was magickally enchanted. What would it do to me?

“Now, if you please, your Highness, bend over.” Liandra said.

I blushed a deeper shade of crimson and then did as I was told. I shifted, moved over to the bed, and knelt before bending over.

Dresses as I was, in only a towel, I knew that my ass was suddenly fully on display. My large, smooth, soft, round ass, my wide hips, and my cock—my cock that was now hairless and smaller than it had been in many years.

Without thinking I wiggled my hips. Why was I doing that? What was happening to me? Why did my body seem to have a mind of its own?

“Now, just relax and breathe deep. It might shock a little, but it won’t hurt. The magicks will make sure your body is well cared for. In fact, you might even find you enjoy it.” Liandra said.

With that, she moved towards me. I stared back at my vampyre maids and saw them watching me, looming over me. I knew I was their Princess, soon to be their Queen, yet I was the one kneeling in front of them with my ass in the air, about to be plugged by some strange magical curio so that King Nikolai could claim me fully on our wedding night. My heart raced and my belly fluttered.

Liandra knelt beside me and brought the tip of the plug to my entrance. I felt it, cold for a moment, before it quickly warmed. I could feel it almost vibrating.

Liandra pressed. I felt a moistness, slippery, like oil, spreading over my hole. The magick of the plug seemed to radiate out, warming my flesh, lubricating it. I could feel my body relax and Liandra pressed it deeper.

The tip entered me, making me gasp. There was no pain, only a thrumming pleasure. As she pressed it deeper I felt my hole stretch, wider and wider and wider. The pleasure swelled, unlike anything I’d felt before. Was it the magick of the plug or the truth of my body? Did it matter?

As I felt my ass stretched impossibly wide I moaned, and my body acted on its own, chasing the pleasure. My hips pressed back, wanting more. My tight hole opened and swallowed the plug whole, the widest point slipping past my entrance so that it closed around the narrow rod connecting it to the jewelled base. It was inside me, long and fat and heavy, and I could feel the buzzing warmth of it vibrating through me, my inner walls sensitive to the new pleasure, slick with oils, the girth pressing on a bright knot of bliss. I wiggled my hips and ass, felt it shift inside me, and I couldn’t help but moan.

“Now, you’ll need to wear that at all times. Only take it out to wash and use the toilet.” Liandra said.

I nodded, unable to think clearly. Pleasure was radiating through me as I shifted, feeling my plug move. I had to bite my bottom lip to keep my noises down.

I would be wearing it all day. I would have to wear it constantly. How would I be able to control myself?

And at the same time, I could feel the plug already filling me with magick. If I wore it from now until the wedding what would it do to me? It was intended to prepare me for King Nikolai, my husband-to-be, so… what was it going to do to my ass?


Five

If it had been difficult in the beginning to walk around as Princess Natalia, then the addition of my plug only made it harder. Or at least it made it harder in some ways.

After having it fitted by Liandra my maids helped me dress. I slipped on stockings, suspenders, panties, corset, brassiere, a flowing gown, before doing my own makeup and hair, adding earrings, a beautiful necklace, several rings, before finally slipping on my heels. Then I headed out.

I found it almost impossible to think about anything other than my plug to start. Walking in heels, hips and ass swaying, I could feel it shifting inside me, teasing, warm and slippery, pressing on newfound spots of bright pleasure. It was an utterly new experience and quite intoxicating and addictive.

And yet in some ways, it made things easier. Before the plug, I had been focused entirely on those around me, on how they perceived me, on how they looked at me, on what they were saying, but with the plug I was distracted. My mind was more focused on the internal experience, I became more focused on myself.

I began to move more deliberately, trying to feel more pleasure, finding a more exaggerated sway in my hips and ass, enjoying the way it made my thighs brush against each other, made the plug move. My heels clicked and my skirts swayed.

I could feel my swelling bosom almost jiggling, and the way people looked at me… I could feel their gaze, their judgement, but I cared less. I knew what they were thinking, saying, but the pleasure of the plug was like a drug, comforting me.

I liked being Princess Natalia. I had never realised how miserable I’d been as Prince Nathaniel, how trapped. I knew I was making the sacrifice for my people, giving myself to King Nikolai, but if I could find some small pleasure in it then why shouldn’t I?

So, with a newfound confidence and poise, I began to fully embrace my new life, my new self. I settled into being a Princess, aware that in just a few short days I would become a Queen.

It was strange, how the shift in mindset seemed to unlock even more in me. Accepting my new life, my new self, made it easier to slip into the role of Princess, and I felt Natalia rising up in me, taking over from Nathaniel.

My movements and mannerisms became softer, my body changed further, and even my voice and my way of speaking altered. I could feel it inside too. Finally allowing myself to embrace my new life meant my mind opened up, my heart opened up.

My people had decided they were never going to thank me for my sacrifice, never going to accept my decision, but I was still doing it for noble reasons. Yet, why could I not embrace what pleasures there were in the transition?

I began to enjoy dressing in my new clothes, the sensual underwear, the glamorous dresses. I began to experiment with more bold and daring makeup, emulating the dark and gothic looks that were favoured in the court of King Nikolai according to my maids. I even took to styling my now long flowing hair in a quite obviously feminine manner, a style befitting a Princess who was soon to become a Queen.

I felt myself transforming, blossoming, opening up. And it was during this opening up that King Nikolai came to see me before the wedding.
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He had come to court for only the second time, just after sunset, and had come directly to me. I had sensed him before I had seen him, sensed him growing close, had sensed his intention to find me.

It was strange, how I had grown so close to him having only met him once, and I had almost dismissed it as my imagination, only… I felt him and turned, only to see him enter the room, his eyes finding me almost immediately.

Our eyes locked, and I felt the same vast stirrings in me, fear and yearning. I felt my ass clench around the plug I wore inside me, the plug he had gifted me, the one he knew I was wearing. I blushed at that.

And it was the first time he had seen me as Princess Natalia. I had changed so much. What would he think? Would he find me attractive? Why did I care? Why did I want him to find me attractive?

As he walked towards me I stood frozen, watching him. The room grew silent and still in his presence, and I could sense all eyes on me and him. People were watching. He did not care though.

King Nikolai had eyes only for me. The way he looked at me stirred things in me I had never known. I knew I was only marrying him to bring peace, to save blood from being spilt, yet… still I could no longer deny the effect he had on me.

“Would you walk with me?” He asked.

I nodded, answering without words. He held out his hand to me and I took it. It was the first time we had touched. His palm was warm and rough, his hand large, strong, closing around my dainty hand.

He led me through the hall and paid no attention to the whispers we left in our wake. I knew what people were saying. I had heard the gossip and the rumours. I no longer cared.

I felt… free. Next to him, I felt free.

He was a beast, a monster, a murderer, a tyrant, yet I felt none of that when I was beside him. He felt almost… safe.

I remembered what my maids had told me, about his cause, why he conquered. I had been taught he conquered to oppress, to gain slaves, cattle. If what they told me were true then he conquered to liberate.

Was it possible he was not the monster I had been led to believe?

If what I had been told were correct then the history I’d been taught was skewed. For centuries humans had been seeking to force out the other races, but with King Nikolai’s coming things had changed. To humans, he was painted as a villain, but to the other races, he was a hero.

Even what I had learned about vampyres feeding was incorrect, according to my maids. They did feed on blood, but under King Nikolai’s rule it was forbidden to take blood without permission, and it was a death sentence to bleed a human to death in feeding.

In King Nikolai’s kingdom, humans were not kept like cattle. They were free, equal to all other races rather than above them. Some humans chose to take the role of blood servants, offering vampyres to feed on them either for payment, power, safety, or… out of love.

That thought sent a shiver along my spine. Would King Nikolai feed from me after our wedding? If what I’d heard was true then he would only feed from me if I gave my explicit permission, but… what if as King he did not follow his own rules? What if as his Queen he saw me as his right, what if he assumed it was his right to claim me, feed from me?

As he headed out of the castle and into the garden I felt my body growing warm and flustered, thoughts racing. I had never spent so much time with my husband-to-be, the monstrous sire of vampyres, the source of so many of my childhood nightmares. Yet, instead of being scared or anxious, I found myself curious, and… aroused.

I felt people watching us. Without thinking I gripped King Nikolai’s hand tighter, and I put an extra wiggle into my step, ass and hips jiggling. I could feel my small tits bouncing with each step, plug shifting.

I felt King Nikolai’s gaze drop to my body, caught him smiling. The thought that he was admiring me made me flustered.
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King Nikolai led me out into the gardens. It was dark, but the garden was lit with candles and lanterns. Above the moon and countless stars shone bright.

We walked together hand in hand for a time, no words between us. I should have felt frightened, worried. He was King Nikolai, the beast, the curse, a monster. There was no way even as Prince Nathaniel that I could have overpowered him and beaten him in combat, but I was no longer Prince Nathaniel.

I was Princess Natalia. I was graceful and beautiful, sensual. I was small and weak. King Nikolai was vastly more powerful than I was. If he wanted to claim me then and there there was no way I could resist. If he wanted my blood, wanted to feed on me, I could not stop him.

That thought didn’t scare me though. My heart raced and my belly fluttered, but it was not fear I felt. It was excitement, arousal, lust.

Yet King Nikolai made no sudden moves. He held my hand gently and walked slowly, was soft, never more or less than an absolute gentleman. I found it… frustrating. Where was the beast, the monster?

I could feel something in me, a yearning that was growing more intense with each moment in his presence. I wanted his fire. I wanted his attention on me, wanted…

“The night is lovely, don’t you think?” King Nikolai asked me.

He was looking up at the moon, the stars. Around us, the garden sparkled with lantern light, flowers glowing with soft colours.

I’d never spent much time in the gardens, had been too busy focused on my duties, training in the arts of war, learning about history, politics, preparation to become King. Yet now that day would never come. Instead, I was to become Queen. Queen to King Nikolai.

I wondered… was I merely going to be a trophy for him? A prize?

“Still, I do sometimes miss the sun.” He said.

I looked at him and he turned to face me. We were, as far as I could tell, alone. Still, I remained aware that there was a chance that there were hidden observers around us, watching him, watching me.

But as my eyes met King Nikolai’s all thoughts of other people faded from my mind. If the night sky were dazzling, then I had no words for the darkness I saw in his gaze. My heart skipped. I felt a chasm in me crack open, but instead of falling into the abyss, I felt myself rising up.

I felt myself rising upwards towards something new. It was like some old part of myself I had always known but never accepted was being set free, rising up to meet me. It was like chains I had never known existed were being unlocked.

“Can you never see the sun?” I asked.

King Nikolai shook his head.

“It is part of my curse. I can see glimpses, can watch the first hints of a sunrise, or catch the last moments of a sunset. On cloudy days I can stand outside during the daylight hours. But… full sun burns me. It would not kill me but the pain is a torment. It is part of the price I pay for the gifts I have.”

I stared at him.

“Gifts?” I asked.

He nodded. He smiled.

“I know what you have been taught. I know what you must think of me, but… it is not true. Very little of what you know of me is true. Perhaps your maids have spoken to you of their lives in my kingdom, what it is really like?”

I nodded.

“They’ve spoken at great length but… I’m not sure I can trust them. I worry their words are lies you have told them to tell me, so lure me beneath your spell.”

I could feel my heart racing in his presence, the power he had over me was more than physical. I could feel my heart and my mind aflutter. I shifted, wiggling my hips as I turned to face him, and I felt my plug shift inside my ass. I blushed.

“There is no spell Princess. There is no magick I would cast on you to deceive you. I offer you truth to counter the lies you have been spun your entire life. I do not want to trick you into accepting me.” King Nikolai said.

I could feel the honesty in his words yet I didn’t dare trust him. I wanted to trust him though. I could feel it, the yearning to give myself to him.

What was it? He told me there was no spell but that had to be it, right?

Yet even as I thought about it I knew I was the one deceiving me. I was trying to convince myself that what I felt was real because what I felt was inconvenient. I opened my heart and the reality of it all hit me, hard.

I had offered myself to King Nikolai when he asked for my hand to save my people, yes, but there was more to it. In that moment I could not deny it. I had said yes because I wanted to. Something in me was drawn to him, wanted to give myself to him. I knew he was a beast, a monster, a curse, yet I still wanted to offer myself to him.

Not only that but I wanted him in return. I wanted him to give himself to me. It was more than lust, physical desire. I could feel my heart and spirit drawn to him.

I had spent my life under a storm, living as though in a dream or a fog, and I had never realised. It was only with his arrival that I had felt it lift. It was only on seeing him that I had felt the clouds and the haze part, but I had not been willing to face the truth.

King Nikolai captivated me. It was him that had parted the clouds, his arrival, his face. Something in me had reacted to him, continued to react to him, and though I didn’t know what it was, what it meant, I could no longer deny it.

Yet, I was still unsure.

“You speak as though I have a choice.” I said, voice soft, feminine.

I could feel myself trembling. It was not fear of cold though. It was excitement, a barely contained energy bubbling inside me.

“Yet you arrived with an army, offering peace in exchange for my hand. You offered peace only in exchange for me. Either I became your bride, your Queen, or there would be war, death, bloodshed, conquest. That was not much of a choice.”

King Nikolai smiled at me. He laughed, softly.

“Knowing you as well as I do, I know it was no choice at all. I knew you would accept, even as I knew your father, in his foolish, ignorant pride, would refuse. Yet, forgive me, please, for this one excess. Consider, what other choice did I have? Would you have agreed to any of this any other way?”

I was quiet for a moment. I shook my head.

If King Nikolai had not demanded I become his bride there was no way I’d have agreed to it. There was no way I would ever have agreed to become Princess Natalia.

If I hadn’t been forced by the threat of war and death I never would have agreed.

“I… no. Of course not.” I said.

“So you understand perhaps my dilemma. You would never have accepted me, accepted this, your truth, if not for my offer of peace. Was I simply to let you go?”

His words hung over me. What it implied…

“You wanted me?” I said. “I… why? Why me?” I asked.

As I spoke the words it was like part of me knew the answer, and like part of me was afraid of the answer. King Nikolai stared at me, smiling, but with a look like sadness in his eyes.

“Because I love you. Because I have always loved you. I have spent centuries waiting for you and when I felt your return I struggled to believe, but… with each passing day I felt the connection grow. Soon I could no longer deny it. When I realised it was you, Prince Nathaniel, I was amused by the game the fates would play with us, casting us as enemies set to destroy each other. I watched you from afar, waiting, watching you grow older, feeling our link growing bolder. I know you feel it too. I know you have felt it your whole life, that you felt me waiting in the camps outside your castle's wall. I could feel you watching, searching for me, though I suppose you did not realise that was what you were doing. I know you felt it when you saw me.”

I was silent. I could barely breathe. My heart thundered.

“I saw it in your eyes. When you saw me. I felt it in you, as I felt it in me.” King Nikolai said. “Tell me I’m wrong.”

I looked at him. I wanted to tell him he was wrong, that it was all his delusion, but I could not. I could feel the truth of it. The bond between us, the way I felt him. Yet, I did not understand it.

“You… you are not wrong.” I said. “But… what is this?”

King Nikolai’s smile twisted, he chuckled, without humour.

“It is love. A love beyond time and death. That is why I made the offer of peace, to encourage you to choose the path that led to me, to us. What else was I to do? You are of age and if I waited too long I knew you would marry, start a family, become King. I could not watch you age and die, living a false life. Or was I to wage war and come to take you by force? Should I have ravaged your country and then ravaged you? No, that too would have broken me, broken us. I made the only choice I could. The offer of peace is genuine. Marry me and I will guarantee the safety of your people. Your father will be left to rule as he sees fit, provided he does no harm, and when he passes you will become Queen. We will rule together, equally, side by side, as we were always meant to.”

“But in return, I have to become your bride. I have to become Natalia.”

King Nikolai nodded.

“You are my bride, my Queen. What other way was there? No, I admit the offer was peace was not really a choice for you. I knew you would choose to save your people, that you would sacrifice yourself or them, but I hoped that you would come to feel and know the truth. Tell me, do you feel it now?”

I was still. I could feel much. I could feel so much more than I had ever known possible. In the days since agreeing to become King Nikolai’s Queen so much had changed. I had learned that everything I had been taught about King Nikolai and the vampyres was wrong, if I were to believe my maids, and I had changed. I had been transformed.

I had gone from Prince to Princess and it had been… almost effortless. It should not have been that easy. I knew that. Even with magicks, the impending wedding, the help of my maids to aid in my transition, it should not have been easy.

My body changing was one thing, more easily explained, but the fact that in my mind and in my heart the change had been even more rapid, was another. I should have resisted it, should have struggled to accept my new self, but I did not. It was easy. Being Princess Natalia was easy. It was easier than ever being Prince Nathaniel.

I realised not that my old life had been a prison. King Nikolai’s offer of peace, forcing me to accept, had been the thing that had set me free, allowed me to realise who I really was, what I really was, and if that were true maybe the rest of it were true…

“I feel it.” I said. “I… this version of me, it feels right. Being with you it feels right. I should hate you, should be terrified of you, but I feel none of that.”

King Nikolai smiled. He moved, coming closer. He was tall and handsome and I felt weak as I looked up at him. I felt longing surge.

“So perhaps you understand why I forced this choice on you?” He said. “I couldn’t lose you. I needed to help you see, needed you to understand. I needed to open your eyes to the truth of what I know. We are fated to be together, you and I.”

I looked up at him. I felt it to be true, deep down. I wanted it to be true.

I shifted, moved close, pressed my body against his, the softness of my new form against the hardness of his muscly bulk. He was powerful, regal, magnificent. I stood there, feeling my heart race.

“I promise you though, there will be no more forcing, no more coercion. Everything else will be your choice. Even the wedding. If you say I do then I will take you, claim you as mine, but if you refuse then we will part, I will leave you and your lands in peace, provided your father ceases his provocations along our borders.”

The words struck me. I was being given choice? I was free to refuse the marriage? And what was this about my father causing provocations along the border? I had always been told King Nikolai was the problem, that he was the aggressive one.

“I only ask that you stand before me on our wedding day and give your heart a chance to speak. Please.” King Nikolai said.

If what he said were true then… I didn’t know what to believe.

I nodded.

“I can do that. There will be a wedding. I will… I will let my heart speak to me.” I said.

I could feel so much in that moment. I was overwhelmed.

And then King Nikolai leaned down and kissed me, once, softly, on the lips. The kiss was fleeting, gentle, tender. I felt my body soften. I wanted nothing more than to give myself to him.

But I could not. I…

My mind was racing with all I had heard, learned, everything that had happened. There was too much. I broke the kiss and turned and fled back to the castle, back to my bed chambers.

King Nikolai did not follow. Part of me had hoped he would.


Six

I spent the remaining days leading up to the wedding confused and bewildered, not sure what to believe. I spent much time in the library, reading, and much time talking to my maids.

There wasn’t much else to do since everyone else was avoiding me, including my father. It was like becoming Princess Natalia had caused everyone to abandon me, like my sacrifice was being ignored. Did they not see how I was trying to save people, bring peace?

Yet I knew now that was only part of the truth. King Nikolai had told me his reasons, and I could feel it in me too. We were fated, linked. Why I did not know.

The library did not give me much, and my maids could only answer some of my questions. So much of what I had thought to be true conflicted with what I was now learning. Was it possible I had been lied to all my life?

I wanted to trust my upbringing, my father, my tutors, my life as Prince Nathaniel, but I knew I could not dismiss the truth I felt. Prince Nathaniel had been a lie. I was not a boy, a man. I could feel that to be true now. I was Princess Natalia, a woman, powerful and wise.

I had decided after my talk with King Nikolai that even if I declined to marry him on our wedding day I would remain as Princess Natalia. My identity as a woman was one truth I had completely accepted, yet the rest… the rest was a mess. My brain and my heart were at war.

Everything I felt to be true was at odds with everything I had ever been taught. Even apart I could feel my bond with King Nikolai. It was undeniable. And with what my maids had told me, what he had hinted, I was beginning to think that he was not quite the force of evil I had always imagined.

Maybe a union between the two of us could be more than fate? Maybe we could rule together to bring real peace, bridging human and vampyre? Was it possible? Or was I a hopeful fool?

I wanted to hope though, wanted to believe that there could be purpose in the marriage, saying ‘I do’. In my heart, I wanted nothing more than to marry King Nikolai, offer myself to him, have him claim me, become his Queen, but there was still some part of me that was loyal to my father and to my people.

If there could be peace without the marriage why should I agree to it? If there were not some deeper purpose to it then the only reason would be… for love. Was I ready to admit that what I felt was love?

I had read about it in books, stories, fairy tales and myths, but I had never experienced it. Several girls and young women in court had tried to catch my eye or win my affection, but I had never felt drawn to anyone. Not until King Nikolai’s arrival. With him it was like… he were the moon, and I were the stars. I was drawn to him. I could feel him even when apart.

My heart skipped at the thought of him. My body burned with hunger and need.

If I agreed to marry him I would be giving myself to him of my own free will. Could I really give myself to the beast I had been raised to hate? Could I really be so in love with such a monster?

Yet he did not seem to me to be a monster. To me, he was… the man my heart yearned for.
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My wedding day arrived and I had still not decided what I was going to say to King Nikolai. I would let my heart choose in the moment. It was all I could do. I would stand in front of him, face him, and I would choose if I would give myself to him in the moment, let my heart choose if I would be his Queen or not.

The thought of either option left me fearful, unsure, nervous, but only one option made my body quiver and my ass clench around the plug inside me. My body lusted after King Nikolai if nothing else.

I awoke feeling anxious. My maids brought me breakfast and drew me a bath as usual, and then set about laying out my wedding gown.

It was stunning, black silk and lace, low cut, bare shoulders and arms, a tight bodice and a long flowing train. With my new body, my new curves, I knew I would turn heads.

I had become a woman, a beautiful, radiant woman, my figure alluring, face dazzling, and for the first time in my life, I truly felt comfortable in my own skin. How had I never realised before how miserable I had been?

After bathing I dried off and slipped on my wedding underwear. It was nothing like the underwear I usually wore. It was impractical, sensual, made to accentuate my beauty and arouse my new husband, my king.

Sheer black stockings, suspenders, a pair of minuscule black lace panties, and a matching black brassier that barely covered my chest. My maids helped me with my makeup and hair before putting on my dress to avoid any marks on my gown.

I took a moment to check myself in the mirror and I smiled. I wondered how King Nikolai would react when, or if, he saw me on our wedding night. I looked sexy.

Long full legs, wide hips, a round, peachy ass that was not at all covered by my panties. I could clearly see the pink gem of my plug as I examined myself in the mirror, and I blushed, wiggling my hips, feeling it move and shift inside me.

My waist was narrow now, making my lips look wide, breedable hips I thought as I looked at myself, and I could barely believe how large my chest was now. My full, heavy bosom filled my brasier, my thick, stiff nipples straining the fabric. I thought of King Nikolai’s mouth on them and my body flushed.

I smiled, my face more beautiful than ever, dark heavy makeup, my eyes dazzling, lips pouty. I couldn’t wait to see King Nikolai’s face when he saw me. I hoped I would please him.

I felt a pang of regret though, my feelings conflicted. As much as I hoped King Nikolai would like how I looked, I knew my father, and my people, did not. They still had not accepted my decision. They still did not understand it. But then… I did not fully understand it all myself.

“Your gown?” Liandra said.

I turned to see my maids holding up my wedding dress, my black crown, my heels. The four vampyre women had been a constant source of comfort and companionship over the last two weeks. I wondered how I would cope without them.

If I refused King Nikolai’s hand and remained as Princess Natalia, what would my life be like? There was no way I could return to my life as Prince Nathaniel, not after all I had learned about myself. Would I be able to cope without their companionship?

I would cross that bridge when I came to it, if I came to it. Perhaps I would marry King Nikolai, become his Queen, and we would live happily ever after? I still had not decided.

All I knew was I had a wedding to get dressed for, so, with my maids’ help, I slipped into my black bridal gown and made my final preparations.
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In my gown I looked… ravishing, striking, regal and powerful and feminine.

As I stared at myself I realised that Prince Nathaniel was gone. He was gone forever. Though I retained some vague resemblance to my former self I was for all intents and purposes a new person.

I was Princess Natalia. I was a breathtaking redhead, curvaceous and sensual. My gown cascaded down to the floor, ripples of black silk, satin, lace, and the trail flowed behind me.

The bodice of it cinched in my waist, making it slim and narrow, which made my hips seem even wider than they were, my ass fuller—and my hips and ass were already wide and full after the slow transition I’d been through. The top was low cut, my shoulders and collarbones exposed, a hint of cleavage.

My hair was carefully plaited, elegant, and my makeup was dark, heavy, almost sexual. With my black crown, I looked every inch the Queen to King Nikolai. A shiver ran up my spine and I smiled, shifting. I felt my body thrumming, anxiety, nerves, heat. My ass clenched on the plug inside me.

I felt… powerful. Like my true self had finally been unleashed.

“Are you ready your Highness?” Liandra asked.

My four maids were all dressed in black matching gowns, more demure and refined than mine, but beautiful nonetheless. They were to carry my train and accompany me throughout the day so that I could more easily navigate my way around in the cumbersome, beautiful, wedding dress.

I looked back over my shoulder in the mirror but saw only the dresses, my smile widening. They were vampyres. They had no reflection. I turned to face them, smiled at them, nodded.

“I’m ready.” I said.

I wasn’t sure if I meant it, if I was really ready, but I knew I couldn’t wait any more. It was my wedding day, and I had to face King Nikolai and let my heart decide if it wanted him, if I trusted him, if I were willing to give myself to him utterly.

The walk to the cathedral was short. People had gathered to catch a glimpse of me and as I passed I felt them staring, heard their whispers as I passed.

Prince Nathaniel had become Princess Natalia. I had given myself over to the cursed beast, King Nikolai, had betrayed them. That was what they said. I no longer cared. I knew the truth was more complicated.

And I knew that Natalia was who I was. Who I’d always been. Who I would always be. No matter what, Prince Nathaniel was a fiction I’d been told to believe. I was done with that fiction. I was done with lies. I wanted to live free and true.

No matter what I decided at the wedding, no matter what anyone said, I was going to live as Princess Natalia.

It was with that confidence that I walked with my head held high, shoulders back, hips and ass swaying. I knew I was beautiful. I knew how stunning I looked. People should stare.

Behind me my vampyre maids walked, holding my train. I felt powerful and gorgeous. I couldn’t help but smile.

Yet my smile faltered when I saw my father, waiting for me outside the cathedral. Seeing him made me falter.

We had barely spoken since I had accepted King Nikolai’s offer. He had been avoiding me during my transition, my transformation. I knew the new me was a shock to him from the way he looked at me.

I felt a tug at my heart as I saw the regret and the pain and the disappointment in his eyes. I loved being Princess Natalia, being feminine, graceful, pretty, but to him I was Prince Nathaniel, his son. He’d wanted to leave his throne to his son, not to his daughter.

“Father.” I said, bowing.

Even my voice sounded soft, girly. I could see him struggling with his emotions.

“My child.” He managed to say. “This is not… not how I expected your wedding to be. I never imagined I would be walking you down the aisle, like this, that I would be offering you to that creature of darkness.”

He ignored the maids behind me, but it was clear he was choosing his words carefully. Had they not been there I knew his language would have been more colourful.

“Life has a strange way of taking us where we do not expect to go.” I said.

I refused to acknowledge his disappointment. I had chosen this path to save my people, had made a noble and selfless decision. I did not want pity or sympathy.

And that was even ignoring the fact that after two weeks I had learnt much about myself, about who I really was, and I had learnt much about King Nikolai and his kingdom.

I wonder if my father knew the truth. Did he know that King Nikolai was not the tyrant I had been taught? Was it true that he was the one provoking the skirmishes and bloodshed at our borders? I didn’t know what to believe.

All I knew was that I was going to let my heart choose. I was going to listen to my soul, my intuition. For the first time I was going to trust myself, not what I had been told. I had two paths, and I was going to choose based on my own knowledge and wisdom, not the truth that my father or King Nikolai had told me.

My father nodded, forcing a smile.

“How true. He is waiting inside for you, for your wedding to begin. Perhaps we may yet make the best of this awful situation.” He said.

The situation did not feel that awful to me, not any more. It felt strange, and precarious, but… I had hope.

I nodded though, did not argue. I wondered if I decided not to marry King Nikolai, how my father would take my decision to remain as Princess Natalia. I felt a weight and I imagined his reaction, a sense of dread. When I thought about giving myself to King Nikolai I felt no such dread.

Strange…

“You maids should enter first and find their seat. We will walk down the aisle together, alone, as is custom.” He said.

I nodded at that too. I knew nothing about such customs so I trusted my father.

I bid my maids to leave me and find seats to watch the wedding. I was still not sure of the outcome, but I did my best to seem certain and joyful. As they left my father stared at me, silent for a moment.

“You look like your mother.” He said. “It is strange, seeing my son so… beautiful. You were never meant to be a pretty bride, and yet here you are.”

I smiled at him.

“Thank you.” I said, accepting his awkward compliments. “And as you say, we must make the best of this.”

With that, my father’s smile spread wide. For the first time since my decision to accept King Nikolai’s offer of peace, he seemed pleased.

“On that subject… I have a wedding gift for you.” He said.

He slipped his hand inside his coat, pulled out a small, ornate, glimmering dagger. He handed it to me, then explained its purpose. I felt my heart grow cold.
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I walked down the aisle with my father at my side, linked arm in arm. Everyone was watching us, watching me, but I had eyes for only one person, one man.

King Nikolai.

He stood at the front of the cathedral waiting for me, dressed all in black finery, tall and handsome, dashing. Just the sight of him made my heart skip and I felt the urge to run to him.

The cold metal of the dagger pressed at the small of my back like an accusation of sin. I could barely think.

My father had given me the dagger with his blessing. It was crafted for me especially, blessed and enchanted so that I might use it to kill King Nikolai on our wedding night. I was to accept his hand in marriage and then, on our wedding night, when his guard was down, when he was exposed, vulnerable, I was to assassinate him.

I had taken the dagger but… I had not yet decided if I were going to use it. Seeing King Nikolai though... the sense of it on my person felt like a betrayal. What was it I was feeling, what did it mean?

My father walked me down the aisle, in front of the high lords and ladies of our kingdom. I could feel them watching me and, feeling bold, brazen, I put an extra wiggle into my step, hips and ass shaking, my bosom heaving. I knew I was shocking them but I cared less and less for their opinions.

As we reached the front of the cathedral my father handed me over to King Nikolai. I could feel the tension, but I kept smiling. The racing of my heart, the fluttering of my belly, and the shifting of my plug in my ass were enough of a distraction to keep me from fretting.

King Nikolai took my hand, and together we moved to stand in front of the priest. The music rose around us, and then… the cathedral fell silent. King Nikolai looked at me and I looked up at him, heart fluttering.

Then, the priest began to speak.
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The wedding was a lot like any other, only it was utterly unique. After all, it was my wedding, and I was the bride of King Nikolai, the sire of all vampyres. There had never been, in recorded history, a wedding like it.

I felt the eyes of everyone in attendance on me. Family, friends, members of the court, servants, my maids, the guests King Nikolai had invited, nobility from among the ranks of his army.  

As we were led through the ceremony I could feel the tension rising. I could feel attention focussed on us, me and King Nikolai, and… I could feel King Nikolai’s nervousness. I could feel his anxiety.

I could feel my own anxiety too, but I understood that, but to feel fear in King Nikolai, the beast, the monster, was strange. Why? What did he have to fear? Did he know about the dagger? Could he sense it?

But then it clicked. It wasn’t the dagger. It wasn’t danger. It was rejection. It was me. He feared me. In all the world I was the one thing he feared.

He didn’t know what I was going to say. He had given me the gift of choice. No matter what I said he had told me he could offer peace. I could, if I wanted, refuse him. I reject him.

That was what he feared. He was terrified of losing me. I felt… a swell of warm emotions, felt myself soften. I looked up into his dark eyes and I smiled.

“Do you, King Nikolai, take Princess Natalia to be your bride, your Queen, your one true love.” The priest said.

King Nikolai smiled, nodded.

“I do.” He said.

I could tell how much he meant those words, could hear the earnestness in them.

“And do you, Princess Natalia, take King Nikolai to be your groom, your King, your one true love.” The priest said.

I stood for a moment in silence, heart racing. I had no idea what to say. I had still not made my decision. I could feel the dagger against my back, the blade meant to kill King Nikolai, and in my ass, I could feel my plug, the device meant to prepare my body for him.

I let my mind relax, opened my heart. It was my heart that would answer for me. It was not my father, or King Nikolai, or the need for peace.

I smiled, parted my lips.

“I do.” I said.

And then King Nikolai kissed me. In front of everyone he kissed me, and I kissed him back, hard, pressing my body against his, feeling his lips, his tongue.

My body throbbed, and I felt my lust explode.


Seven

There was only a small celebration of our union. A feast, an insincere toast from my father, words from King Nikolai. The assembled peoples were awkward and unsure of each other and events, lords and ladies from the court mingling with the high vampyres from King Nikolai’s army.

Was this what it would be like when King Nikolai and I ruled as King and Queen? Human and vampyre mingling? Would it always be as awkward? What about the other races?

How would my people accept such a thing, if such a thing really did come to pass? The thought of it though pleased me. Perhaps there could be peace, fairness, equality. Was it possible that King Nikolai and I could rule together to make a better world?

I sat quietly and ate little, answering only when spoken to. Much weighed on my mind. I had accepted King Nikolai’s hand, had agreed to become his bride, his Queen, because it was what my heart wanted, and what was to follow was what my body wanted. Still, I was nervous.

That and the threat of my father’s dagger lay nestled at the small of my back. He wanted me to kill King Nikolai, to use the advantage of my wedding night to kill my husband, my king. I was either going to have to betray King Nikolai or my father. Yet another heavy choice lay at my feet when all I wanted to do was yield to the swell of feelings and longings I felt.

As the fest came to a close I bid my father good night. His whisper of ‘good luck, my son’ in my ear made it clear what he expected of me. I was still Prince Nathaniel in his eyes, and it was my duty to end the threat of King Nikolai. To not do so would be to betray him, my people, or at least it would be to his mind.

As I said the rest of my farewells King Nikolai accompanied me, and together we left, hand in hand, for our marital bed. I could see the pity and the sympathy with which many of the court looked at me, but… I did not want their sympathy. Even with everything hanging over me, I was almost excited for the night ahead, for what it might be like. My mind raced with fantasies. But… fantasies were not reality.

I knew King Nikolai would not take anything from me without permission, without my consent. I had to offer myself to him if he were to claim me. Could I do that? Could I offer everything I was to the man whom I had been taught to think of as a beast?

The alternative was… to assassinate him. And that I knew I could not do. I knew my father, my people, would see it as an utter betrayal, but I knew with every fibre of my being that I could not kill King Nikolai. His words in the gardens that night, how I felt, the way my body and my heart and my soul called to him… it was all real.

He had told me he couldn’t bear to lose me and, even though I barely knew him, I knew losing him so soon would devastate me.

Which left me with one path to take. Embrace him. Embrace my destiny, become his Queen, and lead my people into a new world, a new future, one that was uncertain, but that would, hopefully, bring lasting peace and prosperity.

They might see me as a traitor but in my heart, I knew that what I did I did with the best of intentions. I was going to become their Queen, and I was going to embrace my destiny. King Nikolai and I were fated, and wherever that fate took us, we would head there together.
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The door to our bed chamber swung closed, the lock clicking, and King Nikolai stood with his back to the door. I stood in the middle of the room in my wedding gown, timid and nervous, heart racing. Behind me was the bed, a large, plush, four-poster bed. The bed where we were expected to consummate our marriage.

Could I really go through with it? Was I ready to take that final step?

“I wasn’t sure you would say yes.” King Nikolai said. “I was terrified you would say no.”

I smiled.

“I wasn’t sure what I was going to say but… seeing you, being there, I had no other choice.”

“You feel it then? Our bond? The link between our souls?” He asked.

I could hear the uncertainty in his voice. In all the world the one thing that could hurt him was me.

“I can feel it.” I said.

King Nikolai smiled.

“I am glad you said yes.” He said.

There was quiet. He stepped away from the door and moved towards me, slowly. I stayed still, let him move in close.

I was alone with the vampyre King. A pretty, slim, virgin. His Bride, his Queen. I knew what was expected to come next. I knew though that I had to accept it, accept him.

“You feel nervous.” I said.

“I am. You make me nervous. The power you have over me is greater than you could imagine. You, of all things, could destroy me, and with just a word.”

“What if I don’t want to destroy you?” I asked.

His smile widened.

“Then I would ask what you do want.” He said.

I giggled, flush. I could feel my body trembling, aching. I took a deep breath.

“I want… I want to give myself to you.” I whispered. “I want you to claim me, make me your Queen.”

King Nikolai was still.

“You mean that?” He said. “I will not take you by force or under duress. You must mean it.”

I nodded.

“Would it help if I said please?” I said, grinning.

King Nikolai laughed.

“How could I refuse such a polite, beautiful woman.” He said.

Those words lit a fire of love and joy in me. He meant them.

To him, I was a woman. I had always been a woman. He had always known the true me, had always seen me, even when I had not seen him, even when I’d not seen myself.

He had saved me.

The realisation hit me hard. I had thought him a monster come to destroy me, humiliate me, destroy my homeland and my family, but he had come to save me.

“Then please, my King, claim me. Make me your Queen.”

King Nikolai wasted no more time. He moved, leaned in, and kissed me, hard, fire and passion, lips, tongue, teeth, and I kissed him back, matching his fervour and his passion.
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King Nikolai scooped me up, lifting me easily off my feet, and he carried me over to the bed, tossing me down on top of it. He stood looming over me as I lay back in my wedding dress, ready for him to claim me as his.

“Wait.” I said. “I want to take the dress off. It’s too beautiful to be damaged and… I want you to see me.” I said.

King Nikolai smiled, nodded. He waited as I struggled out of my dress. I’d had three maids helping me dress but now I was alone as I tried to escape the lace and satin and silk. I managed to undo the bodice and the dress, then wriggled out of it, putting it gently on the ground.

As I looked back I saw King Nikolai admiring me, dressed in just my stockings, suspenders, panties, brassiere, heels. The way he looked at me made my body burn. Lust, desire, fire. I liked how he looked at me.

Slowly I spread my legs. I knew he would be able to see the jewelled head of the plug he had gifted me. I looked down and saw the bulge of his cock in his trousers, hard for me. It was almost intimidating it was so large.

“You are beautiful.” He said. “Of all the treasures I own, you are the most precious.”

I smiled at that.

“You own me?” I said.

King Nikolai nodded.

“I own you, just as you own me. I am yours. You are mine. Always.”

“Then why don’t you come and let me feel you.” I said.

King Nikolai smiled widely, and he began to strip. I watched as he peeled off his jacket, his shirt, his trousers. His body was broad and toned, rippled with muscle. I could see his cock throbbing.

He peeled off his underwear and his prick swung free. It was thick, long, ribbed with veins. I felt my ass clench around my plug. Without it, I never would have been able to take him. With it, with the training I had gotten, I was still not sure.

I was going to try though.

I sat back and spread my legs, shifting my hips, wiggling my ass. My body was so small and slim and feminine beneath King Nikolai’s, but then that just felt right. I was his bride, after all, his Queen, his woman.

“Come, husband, my King. Come claim be, fuck me, make me yours utterly. Come claim your Queen. I… I beg of you.” I said.

King Nikolai climbed up onto the bed and began to crawl towards me. I squirmed, watching him, and in that moment everything else was forgotten. There was only the two of us, fated lovers, entwined. The dagger, my father, King Nikolai’s kingdom, the fate of our people, the gossip, all of it was forgotten.

I was focused only on him.
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The moment I felt his hands and lips on him I moaned, loudly, struggling to restrain myself. His touch, his caresses, his kisses, were infinitely gentle. I squirmed, basking in the heat of his attention.

His hands, lips, tongue roamed, exploring my new body, and I surrendered utterly to the pleasure of it. I wanted him, and I could feel his want for me.

“Please… kiss me. I want your lips on mine.” I said.

King Nikolai kissed slowly up my body, his lips hovered above mine, then he kissed me, hard, biting gently on my bottom lip. His bite… it felt so dangerous yet so safe, so sensual.

His hands explored my chest, my tits, fingers pinching my nipples, roamed over my waist, belly, over my hips, slipping around to my ass, squeezing. My body was so sensitive now, so sensual. I wanted more.

I could feel my ass clenching on my plug and I knew what I needed. My lover's cock inside me, claiming me, deflowering me, making me his woman, his bride, his queen. It was what the plug had trained me for.

I could feel how I had changed.

Over the days of wearing my plug, my hole had become more sensitive, more pliant, more eager. The oils and the magic, the stretching from constant wear had turned my ass into an eager, hungry, wet hole made for King Nikolai’s cock. I wanted him inside me, fucking me. I wanted him to breed me.

“Please… I need you. All of you.” I whimpered between kisses.

My husband understood. I felt his hands peel off my panties, slipping them down my legs and off my feet, then I spread my legs, baring myself.

My cock was soft, small, limp, but I didn’t care about my cock any more. My attention was focused on King Nikolai’s cock, his massive prick, and on my virgin hole. I wanted his cock inside me.

King Nikolai’s fingers teased along my crack, over the head of the jewelled plug. He pressed gently, forcing it deeper, working this thickness against my inner walls, then gripped it and pulled.

“Fuck…”

I worked my hips, spreading my legs wider, feeling the plug in my ass ease out. I could feel my ass stretching, forced wide. There was no pain, only pleasure, hot, bright pleasure.

My ass gaped, wide, and I felt the plug pop free, slip suddenly out. I felt empty.

“Are you ready for me, my love?” King Nikolai said.

I looked up at him and nodded. As I lay on my back with my legs spread I felt him shift, moving to loom over me, weight pressing on me. He was large and powerful, could easily take from me whatever he wanted, but I knew he wouldn’t.

I knew to my core I could trust him, that I was safe to love him. We were fated, two halves of the same whole. He would never take what I was not willing to give, but the truth was… I was willing to give him everything.

“Take me. Take all of me. Make me yours.” I whispered.

That was enough. I felt the tip of King Nikolai’s cock tease at my wet hole, my virgin ass slick, gaping, and then he pressed his hips forward.

The tips of King Nikolai’s cock entered me, filling me, stretching me and I worked my hips down to feel more, but he was too strong, too in control. He wanted to tease me. He worked just the tip of his fat prick into my virgin ass and began to fuck me, slowly.

He kissed me, on my chest, lips teasing over my thick, puffy nipples. I pressed my chest up into his caresses, wanting more. I felt his prick slipping just barely in and out of my hole. He was driving me wild.

Kisses roamed up, over my chest, collarbones, over my neck. I felt his teeth scrape over my skin, lips moving up to mine. He kissed me again, hard, his tongue in my mouth, and as he held me I felt him tense and then… he thrust, hard.

I worked my hips and ass down as King Nikolai thrust into me. His cock filled me, stretching me wider than my plug ever hand, and I could feel it pulsing, pressing on the bright spots of pleasure inside me. I had never known my ass could be such a potent source of bliss.

I began to ride King Nikolai’s cock as he kissed me, grinding on it, unable to stop myself. I was drunk on the joy of it, eager for more. I felt him ease his cock out, then thrust again, fucking me.

We began to fuck hard, me working my hole on his girth, him working his length in and out of my slick hole. I felt his hands caressing, roaming, teasing, and I kissed him, my arms wrapped around the back of his neck to hold him close.

I could feel pleasure swelling, his cock swelling, could feel it throbbing inside me. This was not the life I had ever expected, but it was the life I wanted. I would be his Queen and he would be my King and together we would rule. Together we would change the world.

And in between changing the world, we would fuck. A lot.

I smiled, my heart swelling as I rode King Nikolai's prick. He fucked me, hand slipping around behind me to grip my ass and hips so he could fuck me harder. I felt the best in him, the monster. He fucked like a wild animal and I did not want to tame him. I wanted to match him.

In that moment I remember what my maids had said about feeding, about how vampyres would only feed from those willing to share their blood. I wanted to give King Nikolai all of me.

As he fucked me I broke the kiss.

“Bite me.” I said, almost breathless. “Feed on me. I want you to take all of me.”

King Nikolai stiffened. He looked down at me. His cock was still inside me, throbbing.

“Are you… are you sure. Such an intimate act… I… I cannot lie, the thought of tasting your blood drives me wild, but I must know you are sure.”

I smiled at him, squirming, wanting to feel more of his cock throbbing inside me. I squeezed, milking the girth of his prick.

“I’m sure. Please. Feed on me. Take my blood. I want you to take all of me. I want you to give me all of you.”

“You already have all that I am.” King Nikolai said.

He smiled. I felt his cock swell, felt him thrust, and then… I saw his fangs emerge, and he lowered them to my neck.

I felt his teeth puncture skin, only there was no pain, only utter release, bliss. I felt my King bite hard, his teeth piercing skin, and then… he began to feed. I felt my life flow into him as he thrust his cock into me, a circuit of energy flowing through us.

He fucked me as he fed, and I fucked back, drunk on more pleasure than I had ever known was possible. We fucked hard, deep, and I felt his cock swell, becoming thicker, harder, fucking deeper.

“Fuck… I’m going to cum. Make me cum. Cum in me and feed on me. Make me your Queen. Let me satisfy you.” I whimpered.

I felt almost delirious from the pleasure. I felt King Nikolai feed on me as he fucked me, and I felt my ass clenched as his cock swelled, throbbing, thick, hard, fucking deep.

I fucked back, riding him, grinding, and I felt the last chains holding me back fall away. I felt so much, power, love, lust. I felt my body flush, felt my blood flow. I knew what I wanted.

I wanted King Nikolai. I wanted to be Queen Natalia. I wanted to rule, as I was meant to rule, and wanted to make the world a better place.

And I wanted my husband to breed me.

I worked my ass, teasing, felt King Nikolai fuck deeper. I was close, and I could feel how close he was. I felt his cock become massive, throbbing hard, and felt him thrust, hold his cock deep as he rutted into me, feeding, a wild beast breeding me. I felt him cum, felt him erupt inside me, and with that, I felt the pleasure inside me swell, felt the dams holding my joy back burst. I was cumming, hard, cumming as my King came inside me, fucking my ass, feeding on my blood. We came together, his cum filling me, as I basked in the utter radiance of the experience.

As the pleasure subsided I felt King Nikolai’s cock soften. His feeding slowed, stopped, and he released his grip on my neck. As he lifted his head up I could see my blood on his lips. I felt faint, loss of blood and the sheer overwhelming pleasure of him fucking me.

“That was… perfection.” King Nikolai said. “Your body, your blood, they are my salvation.”

I smiled. I felt my heart swell.

“You know… there is only one flaw to all of this.” He said.

“What is that?” I asked.

“That this will end. I am immortal. You are not.” King Nikolai said.

The words settled. He was vampyre. I was human.

I smiled, squirming beneath him, feeling his cock slowly softening inside me.

“The thought of one day losing you… it would destroy me.” He said. “We are fated. One. We are not meant to be apart.”

I blushed. The intensity of his love for me was intoxicating. I felt the truth of his words.

“Well, what if… what if you turned me?” I said. “What if you made me like you, vampyre? I could be your equal, your Queen, and we could rule together for eternity. We could be together, like this, forever.”

King Nikolai smiled. I felt his cock throb at just the mention of turning me. His lust was scalding.

“You would let me?” He said.

I nodded.

“I think I could be persuaded.” I said. “After all, we are fated to be together.”

With that, my King, my husband, my love, kissed me, and I knew we would not part again.

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


Freeuse Femboy
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Rich’s wife, Claire, is acting strange. She’s making odd requests and peculiar hints about his upcoming birthday. As Rich begins to notice things, subtle clues, he begins to wonder what she’s up to, and he begins to get excited.

Claire is pretty much perfect in every way imaginable except one. There’s just one thing Rich is really into in the bedroom that Claire does not enjoy. Rich though is beginning to suspect that maybe she has a treat in store for him, something special.

By the time his birthday arrives, Rich can’t contain his excitement. He can’t wait to get home to receive the surprise gift Claire’s been hinting at. Only when he gets home he discovers that his surprise is not what he’d been expecting.

Claire has arranged for Alex, their old neighbour to visit for the weekend. Rich is slightly disappointed. Though he loves spending time with the boy next door, he’d been hoping for something a little more exciting.

But then Claire reveals the secret surprise she’s been planning for months, and Alex, dressed pretty, can’t wait for Rich to unwrap his femboy gift...


Three's Company




[image: ]

When Pete’s best friend, Lisa, heads out for the night for a date with her boyfriend, Harry, he’s excited to have some time on his own, so when Lisa tries to get him to go out with her to have some fun he declines. He explains that he’s had a hard day at work and he just needs rest.

That’s not the truth though. Pete just wants the apartment to himself so he can indulge in his secret. Within moments of Lisa heading out, Pete is moving, barely able to contain his excitement for the night he’s got planned.

Soon Pete is transformed, becoming Paige, but then the unthinkable happens. Lisa returns home early, unexpectedly, and she catches Pete dressed in a way she’s never seen before.

To Pete’s relief, Lisa is understanding and sweet, kind. She wants to reassure him, understand him, and soon Pete is able to relax.

But Lisa has some questions, is curious, and soon Pete is caught up in a whirlwind adventure that he’d never expected. As the two friends grow closer, Pete begins to spend more and more time as Paige until the lines between the two identities begin to blur.

There remains the problem of Harry though. Lisa’s boyfriend.

Pete was always told three was a crowd… when it comes to Paige though, three’s not a crowd. It’s company.


Undercover Assistant
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Sam has returned from college to help take over his father’s business. It’s a responsibility he’s keen to take on—for years his father looked after the family, building up his company from nothing, and now it’s Sam’s turn to take the reins. Only when he takes charge he realises things are not going quite as he expected.

His father’s company is struggling. Worse than that, its deep in debt and if Sam doesn’t fix things soon it could go under completely, leaving his father’s legacy in ruins and his family with no means of supporting itself.

Sam is desperate to get to the bottom of what’s gone wrong when he discovers a rival business has been stealing customers away. Clearly Sam needs to work out how this rival company is able to lure away long standing customers, he needs to work out what their secret is.

Then Sam comes across the perfect opportunity, an advert for a Personal Assistant to the man who owns and runs the company. Only Sam is going to have to go in disguise. He’s going to have to go undercover, as a woman.

In the end, Sam gets a lot more than he bargained for… and what he discovers will change the course of his life forever.


The Barista's Tip




[image: ]

Rob is delighted to get a job at his favourite coffee shop. As a coffee nerd he’s excited to work at the best place in the city, to refine his skills and learn from Jen, the owner, but also Jen is hot. She might just be the hottest woman Rob’s ever met.

Jen is happy to take Rob under her wing, to teach him everything she knows, and she’s glad for the extra help. But when Jen needs help for a private function she’s been hired to run Rob isn’t sure he’s the right person for the job. For a start there’s the uniform.

Yet Jen is persuasive and beguiling, and, if Rob agrees to help, she’s willing to give him a very generous tip. How can Rob refuse?


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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