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 Chapter 1 
 
    “Will that be all?” Victoria’s voice echoed inside the throne room, and her seneschal hurried to nod. 
 
    “Yes, your majesty. For today at least.” He fidgeted momentarily, and she let him squirm for a bit. Williams was a greedy and ambitious man, but he wasn’t stupid. He understood loyalty to her, and good work, would keep him in a very comfortable position for a very long time, and he knew she was a popular monarch. He was loyal to her, even if that loyalty was because he understood that was better for him. 
 
    She gave him a nod and silently sent him on his way, and he bowed at her before turning on his feet. The woman waited until she was alone in the throne room to sigh and relax against the throne. Another sigh escaped her mouth when she actually did so. If there was a perk to being queen was that she got all the best things. 
 
    It didn’t compensate the worries and the demands of the job, however. Or the losses she suffered to get it. A pang it her heart momentarily, but she closed her eyes and tried to ignore it, tried to let it go. She was a queen, a beautiful queen, but she was only queen because her family died. Her older brother perished when he fell from his horse, her mother died a few years after giving birth to her, and her father fell sick after her brother’s death and his heart failed. 
 
    Victoria had been queen for two years and she hated it. The constant pressure on her shoulders, the vying for her attention by everyone at court. She was tired, and she couldn’t continue like this for long. 
 
    The pressure some of the more powerful nobles were exerting in trying to make her marry wasn’t helping. Most hoped she would pick one of their sons as a husband, but that was the furthest thing in her mind. She was only twenty-three, there was plenty of time to worry about marriage later, and no matter how much they complained they couldn’t force her into anything. The people loved her, and she had their complete support. That could change with time though, and she couldn’t completely alienate her nobles. 
 
    She stayed like that for some time, completely sprayed out over her throne, but eventually gathered herself and got to her feet. No one could see her like that or rumors would start, and so she blanked her face, hid every emotion she was feeling and let her queenly mask take over her features. 
 
    The guards outside the throne room straightened when she passed by them, and she acknowledged them with a nod, but went on her way without a word. They weren’t the guards that she had known since she was a child; age and time took them from her. Most were alive and well, but they had retired, and now she had shiny new guards she didn’t know, and didn’t know how to get to know them. As a child it was easy, even ignoring she had always been a very outgoing girl; now every time she interacted with someone she had to take into account what they might want to get out of her friendship. 
 
    Everywhere she looked, Victoria would see men and women she recognized but didn’t really know. Their faces were familiar, they had been around her for years, but they weren’t those persons she would have called friends when she was young.  
 
    It tugged at her heart. 
 
    It hurt. She was lonely as she had never been, and she feared the future wouldn’t be very different. 
 
    Without really thinking about it she let her feet take her towards the gardens. Her people knew not to bother her when she visited, and so the couple of gardeners tending to the roses and the orchids turned on their feet and left with barely a nod, leaving the young queen to her solitude. Victoria paused to smell one of the roses and a smile took hold of her lips. At least these were the same they had always been. The gardeners might change, but the garden remained the same. 
 
    It was built on her mother’s orders, and though its construction was before Victoria’s birth it was one of the only places she felt close to the other woman. She had one or two memories of her mother carrying her while they walked through this garden, and she used those memories to connect with her. Her mother died when she was five, and she could barely remember her, but she felt warm every time she thought about her. 
 
    Her father and brother had loved to talk about her mother, and she was always fascinated by the stories, and how adventurous she had been. That many of the flowers that now grew on the garden were planted by her only made Victoria more passionate about the place. 
 
    She always came here when she was feeling melancholic, when she tried to lose herself in memories of the past; the garden stood as it had always been, and she hoped to go back in time for a bit. Maybe if she did she wouldn’t feel so out of everything. 
 
    Victoria couldn’t say how long she walked between the flowers and the trees, she just let her feet take her away, and then stopped beside one of the founts. She sat down and let her hand trail down to the water, flinching back at how cold it was at first, then getting used to it and repeating the gesture. 
 
    She only turned away when she heard a sound. She blinked at first, not understanding where it came from, and then heard it again and recognized it as a croak of some kind. She gazed around and found a frog looking back at her. 
 
    She blinked again when all it did was blink back at her, and she hesitated. She wasn’t like plenty of other noblewomen who would shout and scream for help at the sight of a spider or a rat, but she didn’t exactly enjoy playing around with little critters. She made a shooing motion at it, hoping it would go away, but it just blinked again and remained still. 
 
    Her lips pursed. She couldn’t say she was used to playing around with animals of any kind, she didn’t even care that much for horse riding, but the frog seemed to be behaving in a strange manner. When it continued looking at her she reached out with a foot, trying to push it away.  
 
    The moment she touched it a shock ran up her leg and she yelped, taking back a couple of steps. She blushed and looked around, hoping no one had seen her look like a fool, and when no one approached she breathed out and turned to the frog. 
 
    “Stop that.” 
 
    Victoria blinked, and her mouth fell open. She closed it and opened it again, trying to let out the words that wanted to get out of her throat, but all she managed was a single word. “What?” 
 
    The frog seemed to tilt its head at her. “You’ve heard that?” The voice was squeaky, and barely audible, but Victoria heard the incredulity in it. Not that she could blame the frog: she couldn’t believe it was talking to her either. 
 
    She turned on her feet and made to leave before anyone saw her and realized she was insane, but the frog jumped into her path and made her stop. 
 
    “Don’t go.” Only the amount of emotion she heard in its voice, the sheer desperation, made her still. Part of her still hadn’t fully understood what was happening, but another went with the flow and took control of her body and of her motions, and turned to the frog. 
 
    She let her eyes move over it. It was a tiny thing, light green with almost glowing yellow eyes. It wasn’t different from any frog she had ever seen or heard of before, but something about it was obviously special. Victoria opened her mouth and closed it again without saying anything. There wasn’t anything she could even think of saying in that moment, not when she was faced with something completely impossible. 
 
    The frog moved forward, hesitant, its eyes obviously looking up at Victoria’s. She looked back at it in silence. “Speak something else!” 
 
    “What do you want me to say, exactly?” She questioned, sarcastically. She still had trouble believing it was happening, but part of her moved on nonetheless, and faced the problem head on. 
 
    A quick look around showed she was alone, and that was enough to reassure her momentarily. At least no one would know she was talking to a frog and hearing it answer. Sure, she was insane, but if no one else knew about it she could continue with her life as it was. 
 
    “You do understand me.” The frog jumped and came to rest on where it had started, and its voice grew even more squeaky, obviously excited. “How? No one has ever understood me before, I think.” It paused and grew hesitant. “I can’t remember the past very well.” 
 
    “And are there many talking frogs like you?” Victoria’s voice was amused, though still incredulous. She rocked back on her feet when the frog continued to approach, fearing another shock like the one before.    
 
    “No, none like me.” 
 
    She didn’t react to the emotion she heard in that voice, but part of her wanted to. The loneliness and despair she heard in it called to the same emotions within her, and without quite meaning to she leaned down and looked better at the frog, letting it approach even more. When it stopped half-a-foot in front of her, she reached with one hand and touched its skin.  
 
    For a moment, she almost wanted to say it started to purr, if a frog was even capable of a comparable sound, but then she remembered it was talking to her, and she decided to put any other oddity about it aside. What that told her about her life, Victoria couldn’t help but wonder. She was comforting a talking frog in her gardens, a frog that seemed just as lonely as she.  
 
    She shook her head and tried to get rid of such thoughts. She needed to focus on what was happening right then in front of her, and she needed to use her head. The more she thought about it, the less insane she believed herself to be. Sure, talking to a frog didn’t make any sense, but she felt fine, and it wasn’t as if there weren’t plenty of mysterious events in their world. 
 
    Victoria never cared much about tales of magic, witches and special abilities, but she knew plenty of people believed in them. There were so many tales being told that some of them might have some value to it. That didn’t explain what the talking frog was doing there, in her garden, talking to her. 
 
    “Who are you?” She asked eventually, resisting the urge to use the word what, after a couple of minutes of petting it. It was a little disgusting, she could admit to herself, but nothing she couldn’t ignore in order to comfort another sentient being. 
 
    “I …” It started, then paused, and the manner in which its head cocked showed hesitation. “I’m not sure. My head’s fuzzy.” 
 
    She opened her mouth and closed it without saying anything, hoping the frog would be able to answer her, thinking about what she could do to jog its memory. It seemed to be trying to remember, almost humming under its breath and tilting its head one way and the other, and she loathed to interrupt its efforts. 
 
    The queen gazed better at it, trying to find anything that made it different from other animals, a clue that indicated its origin. Its voice was very squeaky, and Victoria was almost tempted to say it was a female one, but it wasn’t as if she was an expert in frog’s voices. She doubted one of those existed. 
 
    It seemed to raise its head and look around. At first, Victoria believed it was studying her garden, but it was focusing on the palace’s walls and windows, gazing intently at them. “I lived in a place like this.” It started, slowly, walking around Victoria and studying its surroundings. 
 
    “You lived in a palace?” Victoria was confused and it showed, but then her eyes narrowed. A certain suspicion nagged at the back of her head. “You mean you weren’t always a frog?” 
 
    It paused, startled, and turned to her. “No, I wasn’t.” Its voice was marveled, as if only now realizing that fact. It turned excited quickly enough, and it jumped, and Victoria couldn’t help but chuckle. The sudden happiness and cheer it displayed was quite unlike its previous behavior, and it amused her. “I remember something from before. I lived in a place like this; I was like you.” 
 
    “A queen?” She asked, amused. 
 
    “No … a prince.” Its voice was awed. Perhaps it was because it was remembering its past, or better said his past, perhaps it was amazed at the position he occupied before. Victoria wasn’t certain, and sincerely she wasn’t too worried about it. Part of her wondered if the frog was lying, or at least embellishing his tale a little. 
 
    Then she shrugged. She didn’t need to actually be afraid of the frog or any lies it told her, after all she would never tell anyone a frog ever talked to her. She could let it have its delusions, if they were truly delusions. 
 
    What she was thinking about truly hit her then, and she paused. If the frog had truly been a person she needed to do what she could to rescue him, even if the man-turned-frog was a simple servant. No one deserved to have their humanity taken away from them like that, and she could try to do something about it. She was queen after all, and could turn her entire court to work on the problem if need be. 
 
    “How did that happen?” She leaned down once again, kneeling in the ground beside the frog, letting it climb atop her lap and settle there. She started petting its back at the same time, and didn’t quite know if she was doing it to comfort him or herself. 
 
    “I’m not sure, I remember a woman, and I remember she was angry.” It, he, paused and seemed to draw into himself. “I know it hurt, but I couldn’t tell you more than that. Wait …” 
 
    She kept petting him as he tried to remember, hoping to help him jog his memory. Maybe she was insane, maybe this was some kind of strange dream she couldn’t wake up from, but she wouldn’t let it stop her from doing the right thing. 
 
    “There were words, a curse.” His voice grew heavy on the last word, but it soon turned squeaky. “She did this to me, and told me only a kiss would free me.” 
 
    Victoria’s eyebrow rose, and for one moment she wondered if the frog was playing her, if it was telling her that simply to get a kiss, but she shook her head. She doubted a talking frog would have elaborated such a ruse simply to have her kiss, and it didn’t really make sense. If nothing else, it seemed fate put him on her path. 
 
    “If a kiss is what you need I can provide it for you.” She was partially joking, but when it looked at her with widened eyes she couldn’t help but smile and lean down. The young queen hesitated just before her lips met the frog’s skin, but she continued and laid a chaste kiss on its body. 
 
    Nothing seemed to happen when she leaned back, and she saw the look of crushing disappointment on its face, wondering when exactly she had learned to read the features of a frog, but then it jumped aside and started to squirm. The first pained cry that escaped its mouth scared Victoria for its intensity, and she reached for him, wanting to comfort him, but the frog started growing and she leaned back, scared. 
 
    The being that stood in front of Victoria started glowing, and then growing and she could only still, with her mouth agape, watching the spectacle. When the light faded away she blinked, then rubbed her eyes and looked again, trying to make sure she wasn’t seeing wrong. When the frog said it was a prince she believed it, but surely what it meant was princess. 
 
    The woman in front of her was gorgeous: blonde and long haired, with soft features and rosy lips. Those lips were upturned in a wicked smirk, and she laughed, loudly and happily. That made her chest heave, and Victoria noticed her bare breasts and swallowed. Those fleshy orbs were enormous, the biggest she had ever seen up close, and her hand twitched with the need to move forward and make sure they were real. 
 
    She controlled herself and let her eyes trail down, and then blinked again. She opened her mouth and closed it, then started blushing, but she couldn’t look away from the thing between the other woman’s legs. Eventually, she raised a hand and pointed towards it, and her voice shook. “What is that?” 
 
    The woman had been exploring her hands, looking at them and smiling. When Victoria spoke, she turned to her and grinned, and almost advanced towards her, but the young queen took a step back. That was when the former frog noticed the weight on her chest and looked down, and then blinked. “I have breasts?” She reached down and poked them, then grasped them and started kneading the flesh. 
 
    Victoria’s mouth fell open as she watched her, and she swallowed when the member between the other woman’s legs hardened. 
 
    The stranger noticed it. “That one I had before, but this breasts thing is new.” 
 
    The queen could only gape, and wonder why exactly this had to happen to her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    “Stop that!” Victoria was sure that if there was a god he hated her. She had to slap away the other woman’s hands and stop her from playing with her own breasts. The blonde pouted, and for a moment the queen was tempted to let her do as she wished, but then she shook her head and gathered herself. “We can’t let anyone see you like this.” 
 
    She couldn’t exactly explain where the other woman had come from. She could always stop people from asking questions, she was queen after all, but there would be rumors and more, especially if they found the other woman naked beside her. Especially if they realized she wasn’t quite a woman, not if they looked at the apex of her thighs and saw what she had there. 
 
    The blonde pouted again and looked hurt, but brightened soon enough. Victoria didn’t know her story, she didn’t even know her name, but she imagined becoming a human once again after being turned into a frog would make her capable of smiling for days, no matter what.  
 
    She looked back at the former frog, and studied her face as she marveled at the garden around them. The woman was beautiful, her skin like porcelain, her eyes blue like the skies. Her form was curvaceous and attractive, and Victoria couldn’t help but feel a little jealous about it. She was beautiful, and plenty of men desired her, but there was something about the woman at her side that drew one’s gaze. And she couldn’t deny that the rod between her legs had something to do with it. 
 
    The young queen looked away when the other woman caught her gaze and smirked, and she blushed once more. “What’s your name?” The question was an attempt to divert her thoughts more than anything, but it worked, and the other woman stopped smirking. 
 
    “Julian. My name is Julian.” 
 
    “That’s not a female name.” Victoria pointed out, then remembered how the other had said she was a prince.  
 
    “It isn’t, and neither was I until I got turned into a frog.” That might explain how the woman was so comfortable being totally naked in front of Victoria, though perhaps her time as a frog had something to do with it. 
 
    “You were a man?” 
 
    “I am a man.” The other woman said proudly, straightening. That her breasts bounced happily at that only made the scene more surreal, and Victoria swallowed, not quite knowing how to argue.  
 
    She turned away. “I can deal with that later.” She muttered under her breath, starting to walk forward. Julian followed, and she bade her to stop. When the blonde obeyed, Victoria stepped out of the garden and entered the palace, soon finding a guard and ordering him to bring some blankets and clothes. 
 
    He didn’t say anything, just nodded and obeyed. Most guards knew better than to question royalty. When he returned, Victoria thanked him and entered the garden once again, seeking Julian. She found the other woman where she left her, playing with her breasts once more.  
 
    The young queen swallowed and slowed down, appreciating the sight before the other noticed she was there, and then coughed loudly when it appeared Julian wouldn’t get tired of what she, he … she – it was confusing – was doing. 
 
    “Here, dress this.” She ordered, passing a pair of old pants and some kind of shirt to the other woman. Julian obeyed almost immediately, then Victoria gave her the blanket and ordered her to put it around herself. The blonde seemed like she wanted to protest at first, but obeyed much to Victoria’s relief. The shirt had been too tight around the other woman’s breasts, and it became almost indecent. 
 
    The guards looked curiously at the two of them when they entered the palace, but didn’t say anything, and Victoria pulled the other woman to her bedroom, closing the door behind her and sighing. She studied Julian once more and decided there were more pertinent matters to take care of than the blonde’s manners. 
 
    In a short time, she had called for a bath, and a tailor to make Julian new clothes. There was a flurry of activity coming and going from her bedroom, and Victoria knew soon rumors would be going around the palace about her guest, but there was nothing she could do about it. 
 
    It didn’t take long for the man Victoria wanted to see to come to her, sniffing after any secret. Her seneschal liked to be well-informed. “Williams, just the man I wanted to see.” She knew her smile and words unsettled him, but he composed himself quickly enough and bowed. 
 
    “Your majesty, how can I help you?” His eyes quickly moved around her quarters, probably trying to find her guest, but Julian was in the bath being tended by a couple of maids. Victoria had to order her to hide her … rod, telling her to stay in the water and only get out when the maids left her alone. 
 
    “I’ll need you to prepare quarters for my guest, preferably some near to my own.” Something told her she would need to make sure Julian behaved, and the only way to do so was if she was near the other woman. 
 
    He opened his mouth, and Victoria knew his curiousness had overwhelmed him and he was going to question her, but her glare made him still and nod as quickly as he could. “Very well, your majesty. It will be done.” He didn’t see the smile on her lips as he turned around and fled. 
 
    Victoria’s amusement vanished quite quickly after he left, however. She knew he wasn’t the only one curious, she knew others would try to pry into Julian’s past and figure out who she was, and she understood she could never tell the truth if she wanted to be taken seriously. 
 
    The following weeks only proved her right. Every noble and court intriguer tried to find out who Julian was, where she had come from, and what was her relationship with the queen, but no one was able to learn anything she didn’t desire. Victoria couldn’t deny she savored seeing her courtiers scrambling about, trying to find more about the other woman, or listening to the more preposterous rumors, but she understood sooner or later she would need to create some kind of cover for the woman.  
 
    Julian was also amused about it, and proved herself quite adapt at playing with the courtiers that tried to probe her for information. It was something that supported her assertion of being a prince before turning into a frog, but Victoria wasn’t completely sure she could believe the woman about that. 
 
    It was a very lofty tale. She hadn’t tried to question her very deeply yet, and more than once Julian argued she couldn’t remember her past very well, but sooner or later they would need to have a real conversation, and she would need to find out about the other’s past. 
 
    It wasn’t hard to create a cover for Julian. When Victoria deigned to speak about it, she said the other was a childhood friend with whom she exchanged correspondence, from one of their farther allies. Some people surely knew the truth, and that Victoria had never kept correspondence with anyone in other kingdoms, not continually at least, but those that knew would remain quiet and silent on the matter, aware it would be foolish to defy her. 
 
    One day, Victoria came upon Julian being harassed by one of the male courtiers. Harassed might have been a too strong a word, and seeing the smile in the woman’s lips she wasn’t worried, but something bothered her about the scene. Perhaps it was the way the man reached for Julian’s hand and kissed it, perhaps it was the fake giggle the other woman released – and she knew it was fake. 
 
    Victoria pursed her lips and stepped forward, and she barely noticed her hands had tightened into fists. The courtier saw her first and paled, then scrambled back from Julian with barely a word, and the blonde watched him move away with a smirk in her lips before turning to the queen. 
 
    She let her eyes move over the other woman’s figure. Victoria was tall and beautiful. Her hair was deep red and curly, reaching the middle of her back; her skin was a porcelain-pale, and her eyes green. She had a few freckles on her face, but that only seemed to make her even more desirable. Anger only made her features more attractive, and Julian suspected she knew why Victoria was angry. 
 
    The woman would never tell her, but she was pretty sure the queen was sporting a crush. A twitch from the rod between her legs let Julian realize just how much she liked that idea, but she controlled herself. She. It was still hard for her to think of herself as a woman, but she couldn’t deny the facts. They were there every time she looked down and saw her own bust, even if most women didn’t have what she did between their legs, but more and more she thought of herself as a her instead of a him. That had to change; she had to find a way to change back. 
 
    She smiled at Victoria when the other woman got near, and felt a sense of pleasure when the queen slowed down and almost looked away. There was a blush on her cheeks, and Julian couldn’t deny she was tempted to reach out and touch it, to get to know how it felt against her skin, and to see the redhead’s reaction, but she held back. 
 
    It would only inflame some of the rumors going around about her and the queen, and no matter how much part of her would be amused by it all she couldn’t risk the other woman throwing her away.  
 
    Julian had nothing: no home, no riches, and no titles. She depended on Victoria’s goodwill to survive and thrive, and couldn’t risk upsetting that. She was tempted though. 
 
    Victoria cleared her throat and gazed at Julian’s face for a few moments before reaching out, grabbing her hand and dragging her away. Julian let herself be led towards the garden where she met Victoria, where her torment as a frog finished. There were a couple of persons walking around when they arrived, but once they saw the queen they scrambled out of it, unwilling to bother her. 
 
    She didn’t even notice them leaving, too busy with her gaze on the ground, thinking. Eventually she sighed and raised her head, meeting Julian’s gaze head on. 
 
    “I know you’ve been lying to me,” Victoria’s voice was hesitant, quite unlike her. “You remember more of your past than you let on.” 
 
    Julian looked away. The woman wasn’t wrong, but she didn’t exactly want to think about the past. It was too painful, too dark. A shudder ran along her skin when she remembered the time she spent as a frog, and she held herself for a few moments, trying to get warm. Victoria stepped closer and it almost seemed like she would hug the other woman, but held back. 
 
    “It hurts.” The blonde started eventually, shaking her head. “And I wasn’t lying exactly. There are some blanks in my memory, especially of the time I spent as a frog, but I wasn’t telling the full truth either. I do remember part of my past.” It had been much harder to do so as a frog, most of her memories had been hazy then, but as a human it was easy. She remembered her parents, she remembered most of her family and friends, even if it seemed like she had last seen them a long time ago. 
 
    Julian remembered being a prince, playing the court game and spending time with her friends seducing women. She remembered meeting one of the most beautiful women she had ever seen and falling in love with her, and all that came from it do to misunderstandings and her father unwillingness to let her love who she wished. 
 
    She shook her head and tried to banish those memories, but it was hard, and she understood Victoria wanted to know her story. And in a way the woman deserved to know it. Without her, she would still be a frog, wandering the world in search of someone who could save her, someone who could listen to her. She tried speaking to other people plenty of times before, but never succeeded. For some reason, Victoria was special and understood her, and that was the only reason she was free. 
 
    She looked at the redhead and smiled, softly, silently giving her the go ahead to ask her questions. Victoria hesitated, she saw it happen, and she noticed the moment the queen decided to let her go, to stifle her own curiosity, and it seemed wrong. Julian grasped Victoria’s hand, liking the way the redhead reddened, and smiled again. “Ask your questions, and I’ll answer them as I can.” 
 
    Victoria breathed deeply and seemed to gather herself. “Who are you? I mean, really. You said you’re a prince, or you were before turning into a frog, but who?” 
 
    The blonde straightened and bowed with grace, reaching for Victoria’s hand and laying a kiss on it. “Julian De la Roche, your majesty. At your service.” The manner in which she moved, the flair of her words and even her poise: all indicated a princely manner, and Victoria found herself swallowing. 
 
    She had never cared for princes and knights, no matter how many times they tried to woo her, but there was something different about Julian, something that made her more attractive to Victoria despite looking like a woman. That she knew different didn’t matter; that Julian hadn’t been a woman before didn’t matter, even if she wasn’t completely like a normal woman now. 
 
    If Julian noticed her reaction she didn’t do anything to indicate it, though there was a spark of something in her eyes that might have been amusement. Victoria ignored it. “I know of no prince by that name.” 
 
    Her words seemed to make Julian’s visage darken. “I feared something like that might happen.” The other smiled sadly, shrugging when Victoria blinked. “I don’t know how long I spent as a frog, it’s very hard to think like that, or how far I traveled, but it seemed like an eternity ago.” 
 
    “You fear enough time has passed that you’ve been lost to it?” 
 
    Julian closed her eyes and nodded, and this time Victoria couldn’t resist the urge to comfort her. Without a word she closed the distance between them and hugged the other woman, grabbing tight and holding on. It was comfortable, and far more soothing than any hug she had received in years, though those were rare. 
 
    When the other woman shifted, she noticed their breasts were pressed against one another’s and blushed, but didn’t move back immediately. She waited until Julian gave a sign she was alright and only then moved, smiling gently. 
 
    “I think so.” The blonde answered eventually, obviously hesitant. “I can’t find any reference to my kingdom amongst the books in your library, none the maps I’ve seen here are close to those that existed in my homeland.” She let her breath out in something like a sigh. “Maybe I’m simply too far away, but I can’t imagine how a frog would be able to travel such a distance in a short time.” 
 
    “Can’t you remember if you moved a lot or no?” 
 
    Julian shook her head. “My memories of being a frog are very hazy. Some things I remember with clarity, like our meeting, or some occasions when I had to run away from predators. Other’s not so much. I can’t tell you enough about it.” 
 
    It bothered her.  
 
    Victoria licked her lips. Part of her wanted to stop the questioning and make it so that Julian wouldn’t have to think about that past, another was too curious and hoped that by talking the other woman would feel better about it all. 
 
    The choice was taken out of her hands when the other woman continued. “I do remember what happened before I was turned into a frog.” 
 
    “And what happened, exactly?” Victoria followed the other’s cue, figuring that was something Julian wanted to talk about.  
 
    Julian hesitated slightly before starting. “I was quite a charming prince, I dare say.” Her roguish smirk when she turned to Victoria made the other woman huff, but she did color slightly. She could imagine how easily the other would seduce someone back when she was a prince. Julian was beautiful even now, and smart, smooth. Being a prince on top of that would only make it easier to seduce anyone she wished. “And I wasn’t always careful with the women I took to bed.” 
 
    The young queen couldn’t deny hearing that made her a little uncomfortable. She never liked those nobles that tried to climb between a woman’s legs at all costs, or those that used their position to charm a woman and then abandon her, and unfortunately that seemed to be the kind of prince Julian had been. 
 
    The blonde noticed how unsettled Victoria became, and smiled sadly, understanding what was bothering her. “I regret it, obviously. I regretted it even before I was turned into a frog, when I met the woman I thought would be my wife.” 
 
    Victoria’s heart ached at those words, and she didn’t know if it was pity or jealously that provoked it. “Something happened to her?” 
 
    “It’s complicated.” For a moment it seemed Julian wouldn’t continue, but eventually she sighed and did so, looking up and meeting Victoria’s eyes first. “And I don’t know what happened to her exactly. I do know what she did to me.” There was hurt in that voice, and maybe something like regret. “She was a witch.” 
 
    Victoria blinked. “Seriously?” 
 
    Julian nodded. “I didn’t know when I met her, I thought she was a commoner then, and she was, but there was more about her.” 
 
    “You tried to seduce her, I suppose.” Victoria couldn’t hide her frown. 
 
    The other woman laughed. “I did, but she wanted nothing with me. That was perhaps what made me want her so much at the time.” She explained herself better when Victoria tilted her head. “She wasn’t the first person to spurn my advances, but some of the others were simply doing it as an attempt to make me more interested in them. Bianca was different, she really had no interest in me.” 
 
    “And that intrigued you?” 
 
    “Yes.” Julian nodded. “I mean, I’m not stupid and I knew plenty of the women I seduced only let themselves be seduced because of my position. I didn’t really care at the time. I was a prince though, and Bianca a poor woman, living in a cabin in the woods. I couldn’t fathom the reason why she wouldn’t want me.” 
 
    “You wanted a challenge.” Victoria’s words were filled with disgust, and she wanted to look away, but the blonde shook her head almost immediately. 
 
    “No, that wasn’t it.” Julian vehemently denied. “It amused me that she wasn’t interested, I suppose, but that wasn’t the reason I pursued her. She was beautiful and kind, I saw that kindness many times when she interacted with other people. She didn’t care for money or my position, and it was as if the sunlight was always lighting her path.” 
 
    “You fell in love with her.” 
 
    Victoria didn’t know what to think about it. Part of her was happy that Julian had found someone to love, another was jealous both for him and of him. She was alone in the world and wanted to love someone as it seemed Julian had learned to love, and she couldn’t deny she would like to have a prince woo her. 
 
    Not that many princes hadn’t tried before, but none was anything close to charming. In her opinion at least. Many other women in court had fallen for the foreign princes that tried to woo their queen, but Victoria never felt a spark for any of them, and in some cases was actually disgusted. 
 
    More than once she had thought the problem was with her, and maybe it was, but that didn’t change how she felt, and it wouldn’t force her to settle for someone she didn’t or couldn’t love. Some of her hopefuls had been good men, but they didn’t move her. And she was queen, no one could force her to do anything against her will. 
 
    If Julian noticed how melancholic Victoria sounded she didn’t say. She just smiled almost sheepishly. “I did, and after a bit convinced her that I truly liked her. For a good while we were happy.” 
 
    “But something happened.” Victoria was certain. Something must have happened to make them part, and something must have made Bianca turn the prince into a frog. That was obviously where the tale was leading to, and seeing Julian’s features darken again only confirmed her suspicions. 
 
    “I asked her to marry me.” Julian’s eyes were lost on the past, and pain showed in her features. “And it was great, at first. She was overjoyed and we made love during the entire afternoon, and I left her side with a smile in my lips. That cheer lasted until I told my father I wanted to marry a poor commoner. He tried to forbid me from meeting her, but I was nothing if not stubborn, and didn’t care for his words. I kept seeing Bianca, kept meeting with her against his will.” 
 
    She paused then, and Victoria noticed her hands had tightened into fists.  
 
    “He took it badly and announced I would marry a foreign noble. All the people in the realm believed him, but I managed to convince Bianca it was his ploy, and that I would convince him eventually. When he realized he couldn’t make me give her up, he decided to ruin her image of me.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “He invited her to the palace and then paraded a group of my former conquests in front of her.” Julian’s lips twitched into a sad smile. “He was a charismatic man, I think I got that from him, and he convinced her I was just using her, told her I had promised to marry many different women before. The joke was on him though; he didn’t know she was a witch. He realized it when her powers flared out and his windows broke, but by then she was already leaving.” 
 
    “Were witches that common in your kingdom?” Victoria had heard many tales about them, and rumors, but nowadays most people believed witches didn’t exist, and she couldn’t exactly disagree with them. Only her experience with Julian showed her differently, but that didn’t change the fact no known witch existed in her country. 
 
    “Not exactly common, but not unheard of. And if there was something you never did was anger a witch.” Julian’s lips twitched again. “My father begged me to go away for a time, until Bianca calmed down, but I refused to hear him. He tried to sabotage me and my relationship, and I was cross with him. I believed I could convince Bianca of the truth, and make her marry me, but I was proven wrong.” 
 
    Victoria didn’t have to think hard to realize what happened afterwards. “She cursed you.” 
 
    “Barely let me get a word as she angrily shouted at me.” Despite her words and what happened, she had a smile on her lips as she thought of her beloved. “And then she used her magic on me. Cursed me to be as ugly outside as I was inside, she said, and to wander the Earth until I found someone in need of me, someone who could show me what true love really was.” 
 
    She met Victoria’s eyes, and the young queen had to resist the urge to look away at the sheer emotion in those orbs. There was such sadness hovering over Julian, a sadness that had kept itself hidden from sight during the days the blonde had lived in the palace; a sadness that she hadn’t seen before. 
 
    “Even after she turned me into a frog all I wanted was to tell her she was wrong. I had already met the one who showed me what love was, and all I wanted was to spend my time with her, but she shooed me away, and I fled scared for my life.” 
 
    They fell in silence. It wasn’t comfortable, nor unsettling, but Victoria didn’t know what to say, and Julian seemed not to care. Eventually, Victoria reached for the other woman and pulled her into a hug, and she wasn’t surprised that Julian didn’t resist it. 
 
    After they parted the queen smiled. “We should return to the palace before anyone says anything about us, Juliana.” The name slipped out of her lips without her meaning to, but it was what the court was calling the other woman, and she didn’t seem very bothered by it. 
 
    The blonde smirked, always ready to flirt despite her emotional state. “We couldn’t have them think their queen is trying to seduce me, could we?” She winked and turned around, not giving Victoria a chance to answer, leaving her gaping. 
 
    After a moment the queen recomposed herself, fumed, and started walking after Juliana, willing and ready to make her pay for her words. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
    Things changed a little between the two of them after that day. Despite the irritation that Juliana’s attitude sometimes brought to Victoria, she couldn’t deny there was something more between them. Maybe it was trust: the other woman finally trusted her and told her about her past. 
 
    Victoria suspected there was more to it though. She liked the other woman as she had never liked anyone before, she laughed more in Juliana’s company than she had laughed in years, she was happy. When she realized it, she stopped still and cast her mind back, trying to remember the last time she had been so happy. Life hadn’t exactly been kind to her in the last years, but happiness like what she now felt was something of her childhood memories. 
 
    Eventually the young queen decided to open herself to the other woman, as Juliana had done to her. She told her of her family, their deaths, and the burden of ruling. The blonde had been aware of some of it, it wasn’t exactly a state secret, but Victoria had never told anyone before how she felt, how her fate weighted on her mind, and it was a very important step for her to take. 
 
    That little confession only made them closer for a bit, and though the rumors about the two of them grew in volume and frequency, Victoria didn’t care. She didn’t have to care about what her courtiers thought, she was queen after all. If the rumors bothered Juliana it didn’t show, and the woman seemed to gain some pleasure from them, and did what she could to help them along, always talking innuendo to the queen where some could hear them. 
 
    The first time it happened, the guards hovering behind Victoria exchanged looks, waiting for their queen to explode, only to be surprised by her laugh and her cheer. That she was unbothered by Juliana’s behavior only made them seem closer, and the rumors spread more quickly. 
 
    It took a long time for Victoria to realize that maybe Juliana wasn’t playing around. At first, she thought the other woman was setting the scene for an audience, that she was trying to fool her courtiers into believing them lovers, but when Juliana kept her pretense even when they were alone Victoria recognized what was happening. 
 
    The blonde was trying to seduce her, and it was working. 
 
    Victoria had never cared for anyone in that manner, never been able to answer the desire of those knights and princes that tried to woo her, but somehow Juliana got past her barriers and reached her heart. She couldn’t understand why. 
 
    The other woman wasn’t different from some that tried to seduce her before, she wasn’t a saint nor a devil. She was funny and amusing, and adventurous; and Victoria had saved her from a fate worse than death. Was that the reason? The young queen wondered more than once that maybe she felt responsible for Juliana in some way, but that didn’t really explain it all. 
 
    It didn’t explain the ache in her heart when Juliana talked about getting back to normal, back to her male body. The other seemed to be so comfortable as a woman that Victoria didn’t understand why she wanted to change back, even when the queen silently acknowledged that any kind of relationship between them would be easier with Julian the prince, instead of Juliana the queen’s childhood’s friend. 
 
    Victoria wasn’t the only one noticing the changes in their interactions. Julian saw the lust and desire grow in the queen’s eyes whenever they interacted, and she saw something else grow as well – something she had only seen once before, in Bianca’s eyes. 
 
    That gave her pause for a day or two, but she couldn’t deny her own attraction to the queen, her own desire. She never possessed much self-control, and sincerely she didn’t want to have self-control with Victoria. The other woman was beautiful, gentle and kind, and above else she needed to be loved. 
 
    Juliana could see the cloud of unhappiness that hovered over Victoria’s head, the despair that clung to her. She doubted anyone who saw her couldn’t. So she decided to do everything she could to make it vanish, she made the other woman laugh and dream, she made the other woman want, and she decided to make the other woman love. Victoria deserved to be loved, to be treated as a goddess. 
 
    Which was why she asked Williams’s help to prepare a surprise for Victoria, days before the queen’s birthday, exactly three months after they met. The man helped her with gusto, him and the guards and servants of the palace, knowing she was trying to make their queen happy. 
 
    “Where are you taking me?” Victoria’s voice showed she was trying to seem angry, but the amusement underneath couldn’t be hidden, and Juliana laughed. 
 
    “You’ll see.” She looked back at the queen, feeling her heart burst at the trust the other was putting on her. Victoria had a piece of cloth around her head, keeping her from seeing, and only Juliana’s hand guided her. 
 
    It didn’t take them long to reach their destination, the place where they had met for the first time: the garden Victoria spent so much time in. When they arrived, Juliana moved behind the other woman and pressed against her for some moments, enjoying the sudden inhalation Victoria took, and then gently releasing the cloth and letting the blonde see what was in front of them. 
 
    Victoria gasped at the table filled with foods, and then turned to Juliana with a question in her eyes. The blonde smiled. “I asked for a little help to prepare this surprise. I know it’s still a little early to celebrate your birthday, but you’ll be very busy in the next days, and I wanted to celebrate alone with you.” 
 
    Victoria’s eyes softened and she smiled before studying the table once again. “Who helped you?” Her voice was low, soft and wondering, and Juliana reached forward and poised a hand on her shoulder. 
 
    “Williams and the remaining servants of the palace.” Victoria couldn’t hide her surprise and Juliana chuckled, stepping forward once again and almost invading the other woman’s personal space. “They do care about you, you know that, don’t you?” The way she looked aside seemed to indicate she didn’t, but Juliana’s hand against her cheek made her turn back. “Your people love you. Even your courtiers love you, though some would prefer you involved yourself more in the daily court life.” 
 
    Victoria didn’t seem to know what to say about that, and only after a moment did Juliana realize what she was doing and stopped caressing the queen’s face. The other seemed disappointed about that, but that disappointment was replaced by amusement when Juliana pulled a chair and gestured for her to sit. The queen did so demurely, smiling back at Juliana when the other smiled. 
 
    They ate and drank with gusto, and laughed with cheer as the hours went on. For the first time in her life Victoria got a little tipsy, but she was still in control of herself. She just felt she needed the courage for what she suspected would happen later, for what she wanted to happen later between the two of them.  
 
    It surprised her how easily she accepted it. Victoria couldn’t say she ever had a lover before, or was even tempted to have one, and there she was, considering spending the night in Juliana’s arms. At that thought, a memory from when the frog turned into woman came, and Victoria blushed at the remembrance of the other’s curves, and of the oddities of her body. She couldn’t help how her eyes smoldered, and she hated that Juliana noticed. 
 
    And she noticed it. Victoria saw her smirk growing wider, and heard her voice becoming more and more seductive, even if she wasn’t exactly paying attention to the words. 
 
    There was no more need for words, and Juliana got to her feet and moved towards the other woman, stopping beside her and extending her hand. Victoria swallowed before accepting, and was pulled to her feet when she did. She inhaled sharply when her front pressed against the blonde’s, and swallowed, waiting for the moment Juliana would close the distance between them and kiss her, but the other was cruel. 
 
    The former prince remained there, still as a statue, letting her eyes rove over Victoria’s face until the queen couldn’t resist the temptation and reached forward. 
 
    The kiss was soft and fleeting, their lips barely brushed against one another’s, and it was enough to make Victoria’s heart still. Her breath escaped her in a rush once they parted, and she barely inhaled once more before kissing the other again. The second kiss was still soft, but the third and the forth were anything but. 
 
    The queen was inexperienced, and Juliana let her take control at first, let her get to make her own pace, but the moment the other woman tried to sneak her tongue into her mouth was the moment Juliana lost control of her own urges. She put her hands on Victoria’s hair and grasped tight, not enough to hurt, but enough for the other woman to be unable to escape from her, and then she tilted her head and deepened the kiss. 
 
    If the moan Victoria released when that happened was any indication, she liked it very much. 
 
    They didn’t linger around very long. No matter how much Juliana might want to push the other woman into the table and take her right there, she couldn’t justify allowing Victoria’s first time to be so uncouth. The other was a queen, a paragon of a woman, and a beauty of the highest order. She deserved to be loved like a goddess, and Juliana would make sure she got everything she deserved. 
 
    There were no guards on their path to Victoria’s quarters, and for a moment Juliana wondered if Williams was responsible for that. Maybe the man wasn’t exactly expecting the two of them to spend the night together, and simply hoped to avoid anyone seeing their queen drunk out of her mind, in case she drank too much. Whatever the reason it only helped them, and it allowed Juliana to do something she wanted since she grasped Victoria’s hand after dining. 
 
    The queen looked questionably at Juliana when she turned, and her eyes widened when the blonde’s smirk became more pronounced. The shriek she released when Juliana grabbed her bridal-style was surely heard far, but none interrupted them, and the former prince could carry the queen into her bedroom, and into her bed afterwards. 
 
    Victoria looked so vulnerable then, looking up at her with something indescribable in her eyes, that Juliana paused in doubt. There was a purity about the other woman that she feared would be lost if she touched her in an inappropriate way, and that was the last thing Juliana desired. 
 
    She stayed still for so long that Victoria reached for her, grasping one of her hands and softly holding it. Juliana inhaled sharply when the other woman pulled that hand, pressed it against her face and leaned her cheek against it. She couldn’t resist; she would dare argue no one could have resisted Victoria in that moment, and so she leaned down and pressed her lips against the queen’s once more. The kiss started soft and turned fiery, and when Juliana came to herself she was beside the other woman on the bed, and desire clawed at her heart. 
 
    Despite their lust, they were gentle, at first. Juliana took the first step to advance their actions and gently unlaced part of her dress, letting it sag in front of her chest. The sight attracted Victoria, as it had attracted her more than once before, but this time the queen didn’t hold back. Without a hint of shame, she reached for the front of Juliana’s dress and grabbed it, ripping before the other woman could do anything, baring the underclothes beneath. 
 
    Juliana swallowed at the lust in the other’s eyes. The truth was that, despite being more experienced than Victoria, it had been a long time since she had anyone, since she was touched by another. She spent countless years as a frog, and now that she had her body back it was different. She was more woman than man now, and being with another would be a new experience. 
 
    Their eyes met and for one moment they understood each other completely. Victoria saw Juliana’s hesitation and doubts, and the blonde saw hers.  
 
    They smiled and kissed again, softly. Piece by piece they rid themselves of their clothes, baring each other completely. Juliana swallowed as she saw the light of the candles reflected on Victoria’s skin, and she hesitantly reached forward, touching it, hearing the queen gasp in surprise as she ran the back of her hand over that pale skin. She smirked when that skin broke into goosebumps, regaining some of her earlier confidence. 
 
    Victoria was a woman; a distinguished one: beautiful, perfect, gentle, a queen, but a woman nonetheless, and Juliana had long learned how to please women. 
 
    She liked to see Victoria’s green orbs widen when she leaned down and pressed her lips against her wrist, then her elbow and collarbone, then her throat. The queen moaned and tightened her hands on her sheets, but didn’t move, either because she was hesitant, or because she figured it was better to let Juliana do as she pleased. 
 
    Juliana wanted Victoria to touch her back, but she understood it would take a while for the other woman to take that step, and so she amused herself by tasting every inch of Victoria’s skin, caressing her completely, except the areas Victoria truly wanted her to caress. 
 
    She knew that the pressure was mounting inside the other woman, and sooner or later she would blow up. She would make sure that happened. 
 
    She couldn’t resist making sure that happened sooner than later when the other woman begged. “Please!” Victoria’s voice sent a shudder running down Juliana’s spine and she stopped fighting against her instincts, against her wants, and poised her hands against Victoria’s chest, gentle, kneading that soft flesh and making her moan louder than before. 
 
    The young queen could only shiver as she was touched like that for the first time, and she almost reached for the other woman, wanting to pay her back in kind, but hesitation made her stop. She didn’t know what to do, she didn’t know how to please Juliana and she didn’t want to disappoint the other woman. She didn’t resist the urge to grab Juliana’s hands and pressed them tighter against her own chest however. 
 
    The former prince used the opportunity for all its worth and grasped that flesh, tight, flicking her thumbs against the little peaks, and making something similar to a squeal escape from Victoria’s mouth. She chuckled when that happened, and the other woman looked at her with an offended gaze, but a kiss took care of that. 
 
    Victoria hesitated again as Juliana laid her out on the bed, but that hesitation was replaced by something else when the other woman leaned down and licked one of her nipples. Juliana teased her relentlessly for a long time, or at least it seemed so, and Victoria begged and pleaded, asking for something she didn’t quite understand. 
 
    Juliana couldn’t help but shudder when she looked at the woman beneath her. Victoria was more beautiful than ever, vulnerable as she was in that moment, and Juliana’s cock was harder than she could remember it ever being. She had loved Bianca with all her heart, but she cared for Victoria as well, and the queen’s beauty surpassed that of her former love by a great deal. 
 
    The hard rod touched Victoria’s leg when the other woman leaned down, and she flinched in surprise, then looked at it. It was warm and hard, and she couldn’t resist the temptation to reach out and touch it. Only then did she process what she was doing and almost released it, but Juliana moaned, loud and eager, and Victoria found herself exploring that appendage, wanting to hear a moan like that once more. 
 
    The queen focused on her actions and let everything else vanish from her focus. There was only Juliana and her body, her cock, and she played with it, caressing the head with her thumb, then tightening her hand around it when the other woman told her to. The blonde put her own hand around Victoria’s and started moving up and down, showing the other woman how to pump the rod. 
 
    Victoria marveled at the moans that escaped Juliana’s mouth, and shifted in place, pressing one leg against the other to try and alleviate the need between her thighs. Eventually Juliana reached her limit and forced Victoria to stop before she came. 
 
    She didn’t want to achieve her pleasure like that. She wanted to release her seed inside Victoria, to claim her as none had ever claimed her before. Without hesitation, without doubt, she grabbed Victoria’s head and pulled her up, kissing her again. 
 
    It was a harsh kiss, though gentle in a way. Their tongues dueled with one another’s, and their hands grasped at each other’s bodies. Juliana moved down Victoria’s body once more, much to the other’s protests, but that complaining faded away when Juliana kissed her tummy, and then her belly-button. 
 
    Victoria stilled when Juliana kissed her waist and the flesh above her pubes, not quite knowing what would follow, imagining it would feel good, but a little afraid. Juliana noticed the hesitation, there was no way she couldn’t have, and she slowed down for a few moments, wondering if Victoria wanted her to stop, but the other woman gave no such sign. She decided to be as gentle as possible. 
 
    She pushed lightly against Victoria’s leg and made the woman turn it aside, giving her better access to her core. When she looked up, she found that Victoria’s face was red as a tomato, but there was something resolute in her eyes, a will to continue that Juliana didn’t doubt. 
 
    The blonde smiled gently before focusing on Victoria’s core, kissing her inner thighs and the flesh beside her sex. The queen whimpered in need, not quite understanding what she wanted exactly, only knowing she needed Juliana to release some of the pressure within her. 
 
    She arched from the bed when Juliana’s fingers fell upon her opening, and again when it was the woman’s tongue to touch her. 
 
    Juliana could almost feel the tension running through Victoria’s body, her need for release. There were no words to describe the other’s flavor, or how nice it was to feel Victoria’s body tremble beneath hers. 
 
    She ran her hands up and down Victoria’s legs in a last attempt to tease her, but lost herself within the other’s folds soon enough. It started with her mouth, licking up and down over Victoria’s entrance, then sideways until the other woman squirmed and trashed. When Victoria crowed, Juliana lost her composure and any thought of gentleness she might have possessed.  
 
    She focused her attention on Victoria’s clit, closing her lips around it and suckling lightly, chuckling when the other woman arched from the bed. With a finger, she teased Victoria’s nether lips, slowly, tenderly, until the other woman spread her legs, and they parted easily for Juliana’s digits. 
 
    The young queen was tight, and Juliana made sure to be as careful as she needed to be. She caressed her slowly, and only then moved her finger deeper. She didn’t let it go too far before moving back, and repeating the whole motion once again, letting Victoria slowly get used to her. 
 
    Victoria was in heaven. She never imagined being loved could feel like this, and she wanted nothing else but to spend the rest of her life with the woman at her side. At the same time, there was a need building up inside of her, a tension needing to be released, and only Juliana’s motions could bring it about. A moment after that, Juliana suckled, letting her tongue swirl around that precious little nub, and she came. 
 
    There were no words Victoria could use to explain how that felt. Her body shook and she screamed in pleasure, her eyes rolled back and she almost lost herself completely. She was aware of Juliana beside her, coaxing more and more pleasure into her body, but at the same time her mind was elsewhere, in a realm where only enjoyment mattered, and Victoria trashed and enjoyed. 
 
    When she truly regained her senses, Juliana pressed against her side, the blonde’s beautiful eyes gazing into hers, that firm, warm body pressed into hers. Part of Victoria wanted to color, especially when she noticed the firm rod against her leg, but they were past that, weren’t they? What they had just done was more intimate than anything she had ever experienced. What was there more to do than that? 
 
    As if Juliana knew what she was thinking, she chuckled and kissed Victoria once more, and the queen hesitated, remembering just how inexperienced she really was. The wickedness in Juliana’s smirk wasn’t making her feel terribly safe, and her heart started galloping in anticipation. 
 
    Their kisses became harsher, and Victoria moaned when the other’s hands fell upon her body, brushing against her skin and making her shiver. She repaid the motion in kind, caressing Juliana, daring to cup the other’s rear. The blonde arched, and a smile formed in Victoria’s lips, but it was soon replaced by a gaping mouth when Juliana leaned down and licked one of her nipples. 
 
    When she parted Victoria’s legs once more, she was less gentle than before, but the queen didn’t mind one bit, and eagerly spread herself open, displaying her core. Juliana paused to appreciate the sight, then sighed and reached out with one hand, caressing Victoria’s sex. 
 
    The queen moaned, and pleaded with her body, her mouth strangely silent. Juliana couldn’t resist. 
 
    With a smile on her lips, she positioned herself atop the other woman, and leaned down to kiss Victoria. At the same time, she pressed her body fully against the one beneath hers, then grabbed her rod and steadied it before pressing against Victoria’s entrance. She hesitated then, even when the other woman tried to move against her. Victoria didn’t quite understand what she was trying to do, and how it could hurt her, and Juliana needed to be twice as careful. 
 
    The first few inches of her flesh entered easily, but she didn’t risk hurting the other woman and pulled back, only to push in again after a few seconds. Victoria moaned and grasped Juliana’s body, trying to pull the other woman against her, trying to force her to go deeper, but the blonde resisted. She resisted her instincts and her lover’s pleading, and moved in a glacial pace, making sure it wouldn’t hurt. 
 
    Victoria was unsatisfied by that pace, and tried to incite the other woman to move faster, but Juliana only did so when she noticed that Victoria was ready for it.  
 
    They held each other close as the blonde started speeding up, and their lovemaking became something else. They were rutting against one another, pleasure pure and simple was what moved them. 
 
    Juliana only stopped when she reached the barrier inside Victoria. They stilled, and exchanged glances, and she smiled before kissing her beloved once more, gently. Some of the lust disappeared from Victoria’s eyes, and she realized what was going to happen, but nodded, silently ordering Juliana to get on with it. 
 
    The blonde only hesitated for an instant before doing as commanded, and thrusting. 
 
    Victoria winced and closed her eyes, pained, and Juliana kissed her eyelids, caressing her face with soft hands and tender kisses. She murmured sweet nothings in her ears, and Victoria had to struggle to understand what her lover was saying, only for her heart to stop when she did. “I love you, I love you, I love you.” 
 
    The queen’s throat got tight and she had difficulty breathing, but that didn’t stop her from reaching up and holding unto the woman above her, to hug Juliana with all of her heart. Maybe the other woman was telling the truth, maybe she was simply saying she loved her to reassure her; it didn’t matter. Victoria enjoyed those words as she enjoyed the pleasure Juliana had given her minutes earlier, and she longed to hear them for the rest of her life. 
 
    When the pain started fading away, she hooked her legs around Juliana’s waist and used that grip to pull the other woman, making her move. 
 
    The blonde couldn’t withstand such temptation. It had been so hard to hold back from moving and sinking the rest of her into Victoria, but she didn’t want to hurt the woman. Now that Victoria was the one forcing her to move she didn’t even try to fight against her instincts.  
 
    It hurt, a little at least, but Victoria didn’t care, and when Juliana didn’t move fast enough for her liking, she started thrusting back, slowly and steadily taking them to the next level of pleasure. The pressure built and built, and Victoria started moaning, louder than before, almost loud enough people outside the room could hear her, but she didn’t care, not then. 
 
    She wanted Juliana, she wanted her release, her seed. She needed to feel the other woman spill herself inside of her, to belong to the blonde. Fortunately Juliana felt like her, and it didn’t take them long to reach their zenith. 
 
    The former prince leaned down and kissed Victoria just before her release, knowing it was coming, and wanting to taste those beautiful lips once more. The instant their mouths parted, Juliana thrust one more time and closed her eyes, feeling her rod jerking suddenly and releasing its seed. 
 
    The obvious pleasure in Juliana’s features, and the feel of her rod moving in new and exciting ways was enough to clue in Victoria to what was happening, and she reddened in embarrassment and reached her own release. She tightened around Juliana and came, making the pleasure the other was feeling increase, making her own pleasure get sharper. 
 
    When they came down from their highs they held each other, tightly, smiling at one another when their eyes met. Victoria blushed and almost looked away, but after what happened between them that didn’t make sense, and she just enjoyed Juliana’s warmth against hers. 
 
    “I never thought I would find someone to love.” She whispered eventually, and reddened even further under Juliana’s stare. Her heart started galloping again, nerves took hold of her and she started letting tears fall down her eyes. The other woman held her tight, but Victoria couldn’t stop, and suddenly she was sobbing into Juliana’s shoulder, completely out of control. 
 
    Juliana tried to shush her, tried to offer what comfort she could, and eventually it worked because Victoria regained control of herself and settled down, content in holding Juliana. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” She said eventually, now embarrassed because of her fit. “I don’t know what came over me.” 
 
    “I do.” Juliana answered softly, caressing her face. Victoria looked up at her. “You lost those you loved before, and you’ve been alone for a long time. But I’m not going to abandon you, Victoria. I’ll be beside you.” 
 
    “That will make them talk even more.” The queen giggled, imagining some of the rumors her courtiers would create about them. Strangely enough, they probably wouldn’t fall far from the mark. “Now they’ll truly be convinced I’ll never marry anyone.” 
 
    Juliana chuckled, but her heart didn’t seem to be in it. “That will change when I get back to my body.” Her words stunned Victoria, who only looked back at her. “When I do, I’ll marry you and make you mine in front of everyone.” 
 
    Victoria swallowed. Juliana wanting to marry her sent a tingle racing down her body, and made her heart gallop, but the thought of the woman recovering her former body put a dampener on it. She didn’t understand it, and it confused her. Her confusion must have shown, or perhaps something else, because Juliana frowned and held her chin, peering into her eyes. “What?” 
 
    “Nothing.” Victoria answered too quickly and tried to look away, and her lover wasn’t fooled. 
 
    “There must be something.” Juliana’s voice gained a pained edge. “Unless you don’t want to marry me. I can understand that, after all I can’t give you what you deserve; I’m a prince no longer.” 
 
    This time it was Victoria who took hold of Juliana’s face. “That has nothing to do with it. I don’t care about that.” She leaned forward and kissed the blonde, pouring all that she felt into the kiss. “It’s just that…” She hesitated. 
 
    “You can tell me whatever you want. I won’t judge you.” 
 
    Victoria met Juliana’s eyes and saw her seriousness, and only then dared to continue. “The thought of you changing, of you becoming a man once again, bothers me. I can’t explain it.” She rushed to continue when Juliana opened her mouth. “I’m fine with you like this, even with that.” She gestured towards Juliana’s crotch. “But you as a man … I can’t explain.” 
 
    Juliana’s mouth formed a perfect o when she realized what was bothering Victoria, and then she smirked. “You like women.” 
 
    “What?” Victoria was confused. 
 
    “You’re attracted to women; it’s kind of obvious.” 
 
    “No, I’m not.” The queen denied immediately, then paused. “I think?” Whatever certainty she possessed disappeared, and she looked at Juliana, hoping the other would have an answer for her. 
 
    The blonde smiled gently. “I suppose that explains why you’ve never let any of those knights and princes seduce you, my queen.” She moved closer, and her voice grew heady with something. Before Victoria could answer, her lips were taken in a kiss, and the moments that followed almost made her forget what they were talking about. “You would have preferred their sisters to do it.” 
 
    “No, that’s … no.” Victoria was confused and it showed, and Juliana took pity on her. 
 
    “It wasn’t rare in my land. There were men and women that preferred to keep to their own sex. I understand that’s far rarer in yours, Victoria, but don’t try to deny yourself and be unhappy.” 
 
    The queen was shaken, but she didn’t quite know what to think. It would have explained many things about her and some interactions she had with men in the past, but it wasn’t something she had considered, and confusion reigned in her thoughts. 
 
    Juliana could imagine how that affected Victoria, and decided to take mercy on her, kissing her once more. “Maybe you won’t have to worry about that.” The words came out of her mouth with some indecision, and she shocked herself with them. She couldn’t say she hadn’t been thinking about it for a while now, but she hadn’t decided anything yet. “It’s going to be pretty hard for me to find some way to become a normal man once more, and I’ve grown to actually like this body.” She ran a hand down her skin as she said it, and Victoria’s eyes followed it eagerly. “I might decide to stay like this.” 
 
    The queen’s eyes brightened at her words, and Juliana knew she had done the right thing. The kiss that followed and the night of pleasure they shared together only reaffirmed her opinion. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    In the end Juliana never had to make a choice. No solution to return her to her previous body appeared, and it wasn’t as if she sought one very hard. 
 
    Her new body felt great; not to say her previous one hadn’t, but being a woman fit her somehow, especially after her experience as a frog. Part of her could even admit male her hadn’t been such a great person: oh, sure, she had improved after meeting Bianca and falling in love, but sometimes, in the back of her head, Juliana couldn’t help but think she deserved to be turned into a frog. And her new body had a perk her old one would make her lose: Victoria. 
 
    The queen loved her, and was loved by her in turn, but Juliana was afraid she would stop attracting the queen’s desire if she turned into a man. She couldn’t deal with that, and didn’t want to dare fate, so she would content herself with the new body. 
 
    Eventually, as they knew it would happen, they became unable to hide their relationship from the others at court. There had been rumors, obviously, and afterwards there were some comments and unrest, but Victoria was queen and none wanted to defy her. And many were happy for her, that after all she suffered she managed to find happiness, even if it was in the arms of another woman. 
 
    There were some complications, when after a year of their relationship Victoria became pregnant, but those were resolved when they told the tale behind Juliana’s appearance and her origin. Some didn’t believe them, but others did when it was proved how different the blonde was from other women, and for the most part any grumblings about their relationship disappeared. The royal line would continue, and that was the only thing many of them cared about. 
 
    Victoria and Juliana lived a long and happy life together, without regrets. 
 
    The end 
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