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Evil Queen Adrienne rules over her subjects with an iron fist. A lady of harsh demands and cruel punishments, she has no trouble turning away a desperate old woman in her time of need. Unfortunately for Adrienne, that crone is actually a witch - who CURSES the Queen with a TRANSFORMATION SPELL!

Now, the BUBBLY, DITZY Queen is perfect for marrying off to Prince Simon of the Kingdom of Matel. He’ll have to charm this air-headed noblewoman with her favorite things to win his place on the throne, giving her frilly dresses, red lipstick, and a ride on his nobleman’s scepter!

This bimbofication tale features a wide cast of characters in a fantasy realm and is over 9,000 words in length.


❧

“Enough.”

The Queen’s metal voice cut through the din of argument. The two plaintiffs stopped their bickering mid-sentence, slowly turning to face their unamused Queen.

Adrienne tapped the bottom of her Royal Scepter against the tile floor. She adjusted herself in the throne, jutting her small chest forward to make herself seem larger. Though she was short and bony, the intimidating throne, along with the Knights surrounding it, made her fearsome.

“As I understand it,” she said slowly, letting the poor tenant farmers beneath her hang on every word, “you, Arthur Green, claim this man -“ she pointed at the other plaintiff, Tom Grower, “has taken some land from you.”

“That is correct, your grace,” said the man, bowing his head slightly.

“And you, Tom Grower, claim that this man has done the same.”

“Aye, your grace.”

The Queen narrowed her eyes.

“I, um, I mean - Yes, your majesty.”

She sighed. The Knights turned their heads to look at her. Though the Queen was never in a good mood, she could vary from dissatisfied to outright tempestuous. The smallest slight - like a poor farmer saying ‘aye’ instead of ‘yes’ - could set her off. The Knights would often receive the brunt of her ire.

She considered the case before her for a moment, apparently in control of her mood.

“The land shall be rendered to the service of the crown.”

The two feuding farmers looked at each other. The Queen rolled her eyes. Idiots.

“I’m taking the land,” she said. “You two will sow and reap the fields together. The Crown will be given the crops grown on that soil, in addition to the taxes we render on the rest of your acreage.”

The two men gaped at each other. Queen Adrienne could see the disgust and anger boiling in their stomachs. She smirked at the sight of them fighting back their emotions. Both men were aware that arguing with the Queen was grounds for execution.

“Y-your Grace,” said Tom in a shaky voice. “We mean… no offense…”

“No offense?” She said loudly. “Why Mr. Grower! Why ever should I be offended by two dirty peasants shambling into my Throne Room to make me aware of a dispute over onions and wheat? I certainly ascended to the throne to take care of my simple subjects who can’t rightly decide how to settle their disputes on their own!”

These two honest men were unaccustomed to sarcasm, yet the Queen’s tone conveyed it all. She had decided. They were to put in extra hours of work for no profit. It was a compromise that harmed both of them, and it wasn’t as though Baraby Castle needed the extra food. This was simply about making a statement:

Don’t bother the fucking Queen.

“Dismissed,” she said, with a wave of her bony hand. Tom turned immediately to slink off back to his little plot of land, or what was left of it. Arthur hesitated, but fled when one of the Knights took a step toward him.

“Any more claimants?” Asked the Queen, obviously eager to be done with her mandated duty of settling disputes.

“Just one,” said the Queen’s advisor. She turned her head toward him sharply. Her displeased look said it all - why are they still coming? Don’t they know by now they won’t get anything from me?

In the year since Queen Adrienne took the throne after her father’s passing, her reputation had grown. She was known for her cruelty, her lack of empathy, and her shrewdness. She loved no one and felt nothing, they said, caring only about consolidating her hold on power. She refused to meet suitors from other kingdoms, and the rumor was she had no interest in siring a child. Upon her death, she’d have no heir, and the Kingdom would plunge into civil war. Apparently, Queen Adrienne didn’t care. Once she was gone, the world meant nothing to her. While she was here, the focus was on living up to her sobriquet: Queen Coldheart.

“One more?” She asked. The advisor swallowed hard.

“Just a single claimant: a penniless pauper. I’m sure your Grace could dispatch with her quite swiftly. Yes! A good chance to make an example, perhaps?”

The advisor began to sweat. Queen Adrienne held her stony eyes on him.

“Very well,” she said. “I suppose you’re right.”

With a sigh of relief, the advisor motioned toward the door Knights, who led a withered old crow dressed in dirty rags toward the throne. The elderly woman used a tree branch as a cane to approach the throne, several steps beyond where the usual claimants were told to stand. The Knight should have pushed her back, but he didn’t seem to want to treat a poor old woman so roughly.

I’ll have him fired, thought the Queen.

“Speak,” she demanded of the elder.

The withered woman did something interesting. Something not seen in the Throne Room since Adrienne had come to rule.

She smiled. Though she had few teeth, her benediction was warm. It did nothing to affect Adrienne, and as the woman continued to smile, the Queen’s face began to darken.

“Well?” She asked.

“Your grace,” said the woman in a withered voice. “In my youth, I found myself the victim of some great misfortunes. The plague took my parents; alcohol took my husband. With nowhere to go, I petitioned your grandfather for relief. He allowed me to stay in the castle, provided me with a purse, even a wet maid for my baby. I promised to repay the Crown - and I did! Your father got every penny I borrowed back, plus interest. I raised three children, two of whom became soldiers in your fathers war, and ran my sheep-shearing business in a small hamlet far from here. But now I am old. My sons died in the Orient, fighting for the Crown, and they did so nobly. I now ask, in my final days, for a chance to rest in the Castle I love so much.”

“Denied,” said the Queen immediately.

The Knights, touched by the crone’s story, had the audacity to gasp. They had seen cruelty from their Queen - but to an old woman who’d once been received so warmly by the legendary King Erickson? A woman who was of good repute and could easily be found in castle records as having paid back a loan, even though the King would never have required her to do so? A woman who’d given two of her sons to fight in the war that brought Adrienne to the crown?

“All I ask is a place to lay my head,” said the old woman. “You see, my house was destroyed by a bandit raid, and -“

“Yes, I’m aware of the bandits,” said Queen Adrienne. “A few peasants have already complained to me about them. I told them to handle it themselves. A shame they’ve shown themselves incapable.”

“Just a bit of hay and a roof over my head, your majesty,” said the old woman desperately. “I can sleep in the barn if you’d like, just so long as -“

“What part of denied don’t you understand, you miserable wench? Take your stench with you on the way out of my throne room.”

“Your grace,” whispered the advisor, who earned a withering look for his attempt at mercy. He would risk his reputation for this old woman, knowing she was no threat, and that treating her kindly was the right thing to do. 


He could not, however, risk his life. The Queen was daring him to speak up for her just so she could execute him. He shut his mouth and bowed his head.

“Knights, see that she is taken out,” said Queen Coldheart.

The elder shivered in place. The Knights reluctantly began to approach her.

“I will not be treated this way!” Shot the woman, lifting her branch-cane with ease. She pointed the cracked end of it at the Queen. “You are a bitch!”

The Knights stopped in place. The advisor groaned. The Queen smiled.

“Well, it seems our old maid still has some fire in her,” said the Queen. No one had ever spoken up against her before, not since she’d taken the Throne. The novelty of it amused her.

“Don’t you look at me like I’m some dumb puppy! You may think you have power, but you don’t know what true power is!” Snapped the old woman, taking a step forward. She nearly toppled over before managing to right herself on her cane.

“True power is in one’s chest, not one’s crown! Your heart is withered. It’s smaller than your damn tits!”

The Queen’s look of amusement died on her face. “Kill her,” she growled. The advisor pretended not to hear. Perhaps he didn’t; his heart was beating hard in his chest, blood filled with adrenaline and fear. No one spoke ill of the Queen, even behind closed doors. Yes, everyone knew she was built rather ‘flatly.’ The Queen was incredibly insecure about it. She had people whipped or exiled for even mentioning her beauty, or lack there of.

“You want to know why your breasts don’t grow? No heart! No soul! Too much damn hatred in your head!” The crone lifted her cane again. “Well, perhaps I can do something for you, if you’ll not do something for me!”

She began to wave her cane around in small circles, her veiny arms straining to keep it up.

“What she has is far too much, and what she wants is hidden. Come forward, then, you tits and ass, and come to her unbidden!” Her voice carried through the chamber in an odd sing-song tone.

“Enough!” said the Queen, face crimson. She stood up and pounded her scepter against the tile, cracking it. “SEND HER -“

“I’m leavin’!” Said the crow, scurrying out toward the door. “You’ll thank me later, if you ever have the honor of seeing me again!”

The Queen was too incensed to order her Knights to kill.

“She’ll be dead within a fortnight,” said the advisor, silently cheering the elderly woman in his mind. “Don’t fret over her, your Grace. She’s not worth your time.”

The Queen watched the ragged woman leave her throne room. Her knuckles were white around her scepter.

“We’re done here,” she said, wiping her hands down her dress. “I call a cease to the day’s activities.”

“Yes, of course your grace,” said the advisor. “That was the last claimant. Your courtier awaits you in -“

“I said we shall CEASE!” The Queen’s sharp, harsh voice echoed in the room. “If they want to meet with me then they can wait until the morrow!”

The Queen stormed off toward the staircase. Two Knights nearly leapt out of the way, allowing her to pass the small oak door leading to her chambers.

“GOODNIGHT!” She screamed, slamming it shut behind her.

A ruler should never be alone. It was one of the many rules set in the handbook of law, and one of many that Queen Adrienne had ignored.

She was willing to be attended by servants at dinner, on trips, even upon waking. In fact, she enjoyed having people slave after her. Really, there were only a few instances where she wanted to be alone.

Most of them were when she was naked.

Many royals enjoyed baths, although peasants rarely had the means of taking them. Adrienne crawled into a steaming claw-foot porcelain tub whenever the stress of leadership got to be too much for her. Tonight was one of those instances.

“Damn crone,” she muttered to herself, staring at her naked body beneath the water. It wasn’t just the old woman’s tone that bothered her. The words she spoke were true. The refraction of the water did make her scrawny legs look a bit thicker in the thigh, but…

But why did her tits feel bigger too?

She ran the tips of her fingers around her nipples, finding, for the first time in her life, actual fat around them. Her light touch became a harder squeeze. The Queen had to open her palm just to encompass the surprising circumference of her now-existent breasts. They were bigger - and they were growing.

She sat up in the tub. The usual ache that came from pressing her bony ass against the hard porcelain was gone. She jiggled her hips back and forth. Something was cushioning her, and it took her a few moments to realize it was her own ass.

“Oh, neat!” Adrienne jolted out of the tub, letting the warm water trickle down her brand new, extra-busty body. She lifted her breasts, shaking the water off what were now large melons jutting from her chest. She stepped out of the tub and approached her looking glass to get a look at herself.

The changes were bigger than her tits and ass, which were large enough. There was a smoky pout to her blood red lips, and her bright blue eyes sparkled with wonderment. The girl she saw in the mirror could hardly be called Coldheart. In fact, this new woman exuded warmth. It rushed through her, making her heart beat giddily.

“I’m so wet,” she mused to herself, picking a plush Egyptian cotton towel off of the rack. She could feel every fiber brush against her smooth, radiant skin, teasing and tingling against her. A brand new sensation of excitement spread throughout her entirely new body.

Her pussy felt the brunt of it. As if hypnotized, the girl strode toward her immaculate four poster bed and laid down, spreading her legs across the sheets. She moaned, slipping her finger along her body, the other hand teasing her nipple. She shut her eyes and imagined a man on top of her. There were so many to choose from in her memory, all cocky Princes and noble merchants from throughout the land who’d vied for her hand in marriage only to be spurned by Queen Coldheart.

She wasn’t that woman any more. If she could, she would bring them into her chambers one by one, apologize for the way they were treated, and then…

Then let them do to her what her fingers were currently involved with.

She spread her nether lips with two fingers, letting a third spread her slickness across her sex. The experience of having her pussy touched, even by herself, was one she had never even considered. And yet now it was necessary. She moaned and throbbed against the bed, her legs quivering, body surrendering itself to the motions of her teasing, massaging fingers.

“Ohmigod…” she turned her head into a goose down pillow to scream. The first orgasm took her hard, and the second one came soon after. Two of her fingers were fully inside her while her thumb massaged her clit. She wanted more. She wanted to stay in this bed and Never even think of returning to that cold, dreary throne.

She drifted off to a peaceful, satisfied slumber, for the first time in years.

Prince Simon of the Island of Matel approached the old woman sitting on the side of the road. His bag man, Lemen Oldswood, warned his Lord this may be a trap, but did not dissuade Simon from checking on her. Lemen waited on his horse in the middle of the road, his bow slung across his back, watching keenly.

“A good afternoon to you, madam,” said Simon, tipping his hat. The old woman shook her head as if awakening, then peered up at the smiling man on horseback.

Simon dismounted and approached her without trepidation, wiping the dirt of a three-day journey from his riding pants.

“I mean no offense, but you do seem to be in some distress,” he said.

The crone cracked a sad smile. “Is it that obvious?” She asked, in her ragged clothing.

Simon sat down on a stone next to her. “If I can be of any assistance, please, tell me so.”

The crone watched him suspiciously. An old, penniless woman like her was the least likely to be scammed or attacked on a traveller’s road, but it was always a possibility, even if the assailant was well-dressed and mounted on a rich horse, like Simon was. She sighed.

“I could use a place to rest,” she said, the painful memory of last night’s castle refusal pricking her eyes with tears.

Simon raised an eyebrow. “I’m told there’s a village inn less than a mile from here. Would you like a ride? My stallion is fit for two.”

She chuckled without humor. “Aye, your maps are correct, and your offer is generous. I’ve already been there, I’m afraid. Don’t have the gold for a room.”

Simon gasped. “What sort of innkeeper would charge an elder for room and board?” He looked to Lemen, who seemed a bit less shocked than the Prince. He was more worldly.

The old woman blinked at him. “You’re not from around here, are you?”

“No ma’am,” said Simon, standing proudly. “Prince Simon Matel, of the island of his namesake. I’ve traveled to Barby seeking a bride!”

The crone wasn’t as impressed as Simon may have hoped. “Ah, Matel. Yes, I’ve been there.”

“You have?!” Said Simon.

“Yes, some years ago. Before the, erm…”

Simon slumped slightly. He knew what she was referring to. Your grandfather backs one losing Emperor in a war and your country’s reputation never recovers. He’d been learning that lesson all his life.

“It is a lovely nation,” she said sincerely. “I do wish you the best in finding a bride.”

“Thank you, Miss,” said Simon with a bow. “I assure you that when I do, I shall establish my home on this continent, and make sure you never lack for room or board for the rest of your life.”

It was a genuine offer, and she smiled at him for his kindness. The Matel people were so much freer and sweeter than these hard, flinty people on the mainland.

“Prince Simon,” she said, standing with some effort, heavily leaning on her cane. “May I inquire as to what sort of bride you want?”

“It is a question I’ve considered heavily over the past three days,” said Simon solemnly. “A woman of good repute. Of a high station. A woman supportive and kind.”

The only real qualification was that the woman could salvage Simon’s reputation. A good marriage could bring the Kingdom of Matel back to its vaunted station in the realm.

“I meant physically,” said the crone.

“Physically?”

“Oh, there’s no need to pretend, Prince Simon! Come now - would you prefer some stick of a girl with bugbite tits, or a bosomy harlot with knockers the size of your head?”

Prince Simon’s mouth slowly opened. His eyes were unblinkingly wide. “You… certainly are a forward-speaking woman!” He said, with an unbelieving laugh.

The crone smiled and shrugged. “I have limited time left on this earth. No sense in wasting it discussing a woman’s ‘repute.’”

“No, indeed not…” said Simon, rubbing his jaw. “Well then. Since we talk privately…” Simon looked around the empty trail, making sure no one would hear his honest discussion. “Well… if the decision is between a small pair and a large one, I prefer the large ones.”

“I see.”

“On Matel, we call such breasts Summer Melons. I can assure you, we prefer Melons to blueberries.”

The crone cackled. “Go on.”

“A shapely rear end. One that jiggles when her husband takes her like a dog. Long, thick hair to pull, and to keep the Matel sun from her eyes, of course. Plump lips the color of the sunset off the isle’s east coast.”

“And personality?” Enquired the crone. She was standing a few feet from Simon’s horse.

“As I said, kind-hearted and supportive…”

“What about her mind? Should she be smarter than her husband?”

Simon leaned back on his horse, his recoil a clear answer. What sort of man wanted a girl like that, if one even existed? Where would the fun be in it?

From the twinkle in the old woman’s rheumy eyes, the Prince could tell she agreed. I wonder if this old one ever married, thought Simon. She’s too clever by far.

“Do you know some such woman,” The Prince asked.

The crone raised her cane up to the Prince. “If you would,” she said, and Simon obliged her by taking it, helping her onto his horse.

“I would like to reiterate,” said the Prince, “that only a woman of high repute…”

“Oh don’t worry,” said the crone. “We’re going to see the woman of highest stature in the land. The Queen herself will soon be seeking a husband.”

“The…Queen?” Simon did his best to look behind him at the withered old woman on the back of his horse. Failing that, he turned his gaze to Lemen, who looked equally confused.

“Why, yes,” said the crone. She had a serene, cryptical smile on her face. The old woman dug her leather-bound heels into the horse’s side, gently urging it forward. “We should be quick, though. Her reputation won’t hold for long.”

The Queen’s Handmaiden was an envious position. Women rose from the depths of peasantry and poverty to live in the castle, earning a considerable stipend for even their extended families, all in exchange for simple seamstress and cleaning work for the realm’s most elegant woman.

Bullshit, thought Cassie, Queen Adrienne’s Handmaiden, as she walked at sunrise from her closet-sized quarters into the Queen’s labyrinthian bedroom.

“Your grace,” said Cassie, mustering as much enthusiasm as she could for another day of ceaseless verbal abuse. “I’ve come to…”

Cassie frowned. The Queen’s bed was empty, the half dozen sheets screwed up in a knotty mess. She took a few steps into the room, walking over shredded, torn clothing and cloth.

Has something happened to the Queen? thought Cassie. It was unlike her to make any sort of real mess in her room. Adrienne insisted on keeping everything where it needed to be at all times; if there was some mess to take care of, she’d rouse her servants at any hour to come clean it up.

“Oh, hey Cas!” Said a light, bubbly voice. Cassie turned on her heel, trying to find the source. It’d come from the elegantly carved oak door leading to the Queen’s closet.

“Your grace,” said Cassie, “I can help choose your outfits for you…” What was the Queen doing in her closet? The Handmaiden’s chief duty was to bring clothing to the Queen while she read or talked in bed. Was the Queen trying to make some sort of point?

Cassie reluctantly opened the door. Light was already flickering in from the ceiling windows, illuminating an Angel standing in the middle of the room, surrounded by her clothes.

It was Queen Adrienne.

Sort of.

“Cassie!” Teased the woman. She put her hands on her thick hips with a mocking smile. “I didn’t want you to see until I was done!”

Cassandra yelped and took a step back. The voice was certainly her Mistress’, although a bit lighter in tone. The handmaiden focused on the Queen’s eyes. They were still that familiar blue, but no longer icy. It was a warm rich color that reminded her of the ocean.

Everything else about her had changed. Her rail body was now thick and curvy, filling out a sheer nightgown with ease. The fabric clung to her body like a knight’s armor after a battle. Her creamy thighs were uncovered. Even the Queen’s pussy was almost bare.

The Queen’s pussy. Not even the Handmaiden was allowed to see that.

“Oh, Mistress,” pleaded Cassandra, tears welling in her eyes. Though curious as to what had transpired in the night, the Handmaiden’s primary concern was avoiding execution. She had done something truly terrible, entering without permission and catching the Queen in such a state of undress. “Please, I-“

“Oh lighten up,” said the Queen, turning around. Cassandra looked down at the round globes of the Queen’s ass, the nightgown shifting slightly over them. The Queen was focused on her racks of clothing. She grabbed something and turned around quickly again, stunning the flummoxed Handmaiden.

“I wanna wear this!” Said the Queen, holding up a corset proudly. “K?”

Cassandra took a step forward. The corset would be a bit tight on the “new” Queen, but it would never have fit the old one. Coldheart. Just thinking of her name gave the handmaiden a chill. The woman who was bouncing on her toes before her, with that ditzy look in her eye, exuded nothing but warmth.

“Can you help me put it on? All those strings…” said the Queen, turning the corset around with a frown. “I can’t tie them myself!”

“M-Mistress, I…”

“Oh please? Pretty please!”

The world went quiet around Cassandra. In her 20 years, nobody had ever said ‘please’ to her. She’d been commanded and ordered and barked at all her life, first as a child, then as an apprentice, and now as a royal handmaiden. She had assumed that was just to be her lot in life.

Now, the Queen herself was begging her. Politely.

She was compelled to help.

“Turn around, your grace,” she said serenely, and the Queen obeyed, lifting her lily-white arms toward the ceiling. She tossed off the nightgown and let Cassandra place the corset on her body and tightened it, tying the knots loosely. “Please turn back around,” said Cassandra, enjoying the word. “Let’s see how it fits.”

“It’s not tight enough?” Said the Queen.

“Yes, but for now, we just need to see if -“

Cassandra broke off. The Queen’s massive breasts looked even more intimidating pressed up underneath the Corset. Half her nipple was still visible under the bodice. The corset worked with her curves, following them down to her bare sex.

“Oh my…” said Cassandra.

“It’s so tight!” The Queen bit her bottom lit. “I like it tight.”

“I’m sure we can make it fit,” said the handmaiden.

“Oh, cool!” Replied the Queen. “Let’s hurry though - I think I have to be down stairs, like, soon.”

Cassandra nodded. Judging from the sunlight flittering down through the ceiling window, it was almost time for court.

“Perhaps your grace should delay today’s court? The corset will be just a moment, but we still have your petticoat, stockings, gown, farthingale, and of course your ruffs.”

The Queen made a gagging sound. “Like, screw that! This is fine. Oh, and my heels!”


She nodded toward a pair of black, two-inch heels on the floor. 

Cassandra laughed. Surely the Queen was joking. No ruler had ever gone to court without her entire outfit of clothes and accessories. When the Queen’s grandmother went to court without her silk scarf, she set off a minor scandal. And now Queen Adrienne wanted to sit on the throne in nothing but a corset and heels?

When her Mistress gave the handmaiden an inquiring look, Cassandra could tell she was serious.

“Is something funny? Ooh, tell me! I love jokes!”

Cassandra looked around the room. There was no joke; this was reality now. For a moment, she feared she’d get blamed for this. She was in charge of helping the Queen dress, and therefore everyone would know she had something to do with the Queen’s ‘unique’ choice in dress.

But what could they do to a handmaiden? Nothing without the Queen’s consent. And whatever the Queen wanted was what the Queen got.

Even if she wanted to dress like a slut on her throne.

“Whatever you say,” said Cassandra. “Your grace.”

For the first time in her stay in the castle, Cassandra smiled.

After dropping off the old woman at an inn and pre-paying for a month’s stay, Simon and Lemen rode to the City. Normally, the two men - lifelong friends - would chat amicably and laugh alongside one another. Prior to arriving in Barby, they had joked about what sort of woman Simon would marry. The Prince would wax poetically about a beautiful young maiden, perhaps one promised to some fat Duke, who Simon would cunningly trick to win his fiancee from him. Lemen would counter with a story about an Earl’s fat youngest daughter, and laugh till he was red in the face at the idea of Simon trying to carry her across the threshold. Simon didn’t think those stories were so funny. They were a very distinct possibility. Simon’s fantasies about damsels-in-distress were just that - fantasies. But at least they were born in an element of truth.

What he had in mind now, as suggested by the crone, was far from what he’d ever thought possible. And yet, she’d insisted it was true.

“You shall marry the Queen,” she’d insisted. “You can, and you will.”

Simon thought it was a joke at first, but the old woman had fire in her eyes. “She’s changed,” she’d insisted, as Lemen recounted the horror stories he’d heard about Queen Coldheart. “All true, all true,” said the crone, “but that was the past. In the present, she is an eligible bachelorette.”

“Not quite my type physically,” Simon had mused, “if the portraits are to be believed.”

“Those will be changed as well!” the crone had said, smiling cryptically with her cracked teeth.

And yet, the men were suspicious. They had no reason to distrust the elder, except for the fact that people never really changed.

As they’d helped the old woman into the inn, she’d left them with a final warning.

“If you do not act on my word soon,” she’d said, “then you’ll have missed your chance. When word gets out that the Queen is no longer Coldheart, but something else entirely, she’ll have a line of Princes waiting for her. And she’ll merely choose the one with the sweetest words.”

The crone had laid her wizened hand on Simon’s cheek. “Those men are all talk. You, Prince Simon of Matel, are a true King.” He’d smiled down at her and bowed for the compliment, but she had sadness in her expression. After that, she’d turned on her heel and walked into her room, the abashed innkeeper who’d once spurned her following quickly behind, eager to serve the friend of a Prince.

Now, Simon and Lemen made their way to the castle. They dismounted their horses by the steps and climbed them nervously, Simon in the front, Lemen just two steps behind.

At the massive double doors, both open, stood two guards with their backs to the visitors. Simon and Lemen exchanged a look. Shouldn’t the guards be watching for entrants?

“Pardon me sirs,” said Simon. “We came to -“

“See the Queen?” Said one the guards, a lad of about 20. He slapped his coworker on the shoulder with a mailed hand. “You two ain’t the first!” He said with a grin. The other Knight, an older man, smiled back.

“Go on in,” he said. “She’s taking all comers today, it seems.”

The two man guffawed as Lemen and Simon entered, confused.

They strode down the long, red-carpeted hallway. All the doors were wide open surrounding them, showing off armories and parlors and even a treasury, all just waiting to be pilfered. A man of honor, Simon did not tarry by these easy-to-burgle rooms, although Lemen did eye a particularly enticing golden scepter for a moment.

“This way, good man,” said Simon, noticing Lemen tarrying. Simon had spotted a few curious peasants milling about, several hundred feet from the throne room. The closer the two foreigners got to the door, the more they had to elbow their way through mystified citizens. Noblemen and pig farmers stood side by side, all wearing an expression of utter shock.

Simon stumbled into the throne room proper and understood why. Surrounding the throne itself, in a large circle, was an array of men and women of all kinds and stations, flummoxed Knights interspersed within the crowd. Standing before the throne was a nervous old man. He glanced over his shoulder and caught the eye of a red-faced elderly woman, who nodded to him.

“Okay, so like, what’s the deal again?”

The old man hesitated.

“Your Grace, Noble Ruler of the Realm, Queen - “

“Ohmigod, stop! Like, just call me Addi, k?”

The crowd began to murmur. Simon found a position closer to the inner rim of the crowd. He saw the confusion on the old man’s face, and as he followed the man’s line of sight, his eyes came to rest on the Queen.

“Gods,” said Simon, awe-struck.

“Goddess,” said Lemen, chuckling. “Looks like that crone was right.”

The Queen wore nothing but a corset, although her handmaiden had convinced her to wear a sheer, see-through red slip that only made her look even sluttier. Her bare pussy had been covered with a black thong, hiding her sex from the crowd, and outlining her perfect lily ass all the more enticingly. The clothing looked as though it could burst off at any moment. Her tits were phenomenal.

Simon was, understandably, love-struck.

“Queen…Addi?” Said the old man. “Yes, well… I came to petition you regarding my farm…”

Lemen watched his Lord stare slack-jawed at the Queen. He found her alluring as well, but maintained enough mental function to wonder what the hell was going on. “Are all these people petitioners?” He asked to a nearby knight.

“No,” replied the armored man. “Well, the Queen only allows five in per day… her old man used to see fifty but… anyway, when I woke up this morning, they told me the Queen decided to change things.” He glanced up at the woman on the Thorne. “Seems like she made a lot of changes.”

“I take it she used to dress differently?” Said Lemen, leering over the flat stomach underneath the tight corset.

“Dress?” Said the Knight with a laugh. “She used to be different. Mind and body.”

He pointed a mailed hand up at the wall. Sure enough, a portrait of Queen Adrienne - not Queen Addi - was staring severely down at the throne. Lemen felt a chill run down him. He looked at the portrait, then to the real Queen, then back again.

“Simon,” he whispered. His Lord did not hear.

All the while, the old man was telling a familiar story. Bandits, floods, an unfortunate bout of pox in his animals. He was a shepherd, apparently, and not a very lucky one at that.

“We only have one sheep left,” he said sadly, “and I’m afraid it’s a runt.” He looked back to his wife, who nodded again, and stepped out from the crowd. She led a little white bony ewe out on a rope leash. It let out a pathetic ‘baa’ as it tromped across the tile on its hooves.

“Queen Adri, er, Queen Addi, I cannot feed my children on the wool of such a tiny creature. If I could be given a small stipend to -“

“Oh. My. GAWD!” Queen Addi brought her hands up to her head, her plump red lips round in an O of delight. “It is sooooo cute!”

The shepherd and his wife stood side by side, the little ewe mewling by their feet.

“You said you don’t want it, right?” Asked Queen Addi.

“W-well, though its wool will be scant, we can still -“

“Oh, you just need its fur? Okay!” She looked around the room in confusion. Her attendant was standing right by her side as usual, but it took her a while to find him. “Hey, you! How many sheep do we have?”

“Four hundred and thirty six, your grace.”

“Give them, um… Ten!”

The shepherd gasped. His wife began to cry. “Ten sheep?” He asked, bewildered. It was double the number they’d ever had.

“Okay, twelve, gawd!” She said. “But they’re not free! You have to trade me!” She crossed her arms with a little smirk, obviously thinking she’d gotten the better of the deal.

“For this?” Asked the Shepherd’s wife, pulling the little runty ewe forward.

“Oooh, he’s adorable! I’m gonna name him… Fluffy!” The Queen stood and ran down the daisy, nearly tripping in her heels, but righting herself after a spin that brought her dress up in the air, showing off her ass to the shocked onlookers. She hardly cared, and remained transfixed on the bug-eyed little sheep. Queen Addi picked him up and took his leash in her hand, nuzzling her face against his short soft wool.

“Hey, you!” Said Addi to a nearby knight. “Can you, like, give them their sheep?”

The Knight, who’d spent a lifetime training with a sword, did as asked, and led the shepherd and his wife out of the castle to unlock a sheep pen for them.

“Oh, thank you Queen Addi! Thank you!” The wife ran over to the Queen. Knights stepped forward to cut her head off, hands on their hilts. It was a sin to touch a Royal without her consent.

The Queen merely smiled, giving the old peasant her hand. “No, thank you,” she said. “For the totally awesome sheep!”

The old woman laughed behind her tears, kissed the Queen’s hand, and followed her husband out to receive their huge prize.

The Queen walked slowly back to her throne, sheep in hand, and sat down. She blinked out across the crowd. “Um… Who’s next, I guess?”

“I am,” said a booming voice. The crowd parted, allowing a single man to take center stage.

“Prince Simon of Matel,” he said. “I’ve come to ask for your hand in marriage.”

“I must admit, Queen Addi - you have a wonderful garden.”

“Thanks! It’s totally cool!”

Simon and the queen had retired to the garden. His proclamation before the court had caused quite a stir, and it was thought best that they talk someplace private. She was transfixed by his offer upon hearing it, but out here, she was now distracted.

He did his best to admire the flowers, which were nursed and tended to by the most skilled gardeners in the realm.

This close to Queen Addi, however, it was impossible not to be entranced by her body. Everything was real. Everything was in its proper place. She’d loosened the corset a bit, letting her tits bounce with every step. She didn’t mind the way Simon had to lean back to ogle her ass - in fact, she rather seemed to enjoy it.

“So, have you considered my offer?” Simon had told her a bit about who he was and where he was from. The Queen didn’t seem to have the attention span for long histories though. In fact, she looked a bit bored by it all.

He began to sweat. He was used to heat, but he wasn’t used to this sort of pressure. Fail, and he’d go back a single man to a declining Kingdom. Succeed, and the world was his.

The man untied a few strings from the chest of his tunic. Suddenly, the Queen’s attention was on him.

He rolled up the sleeves, showing off his tanned forearms. She smiled brightly and bit her lower lip.

“So, um, you’re a Prince, right?”

“I am.”

She tapped the bottom of her lip. “That’s good. That means I can marry you!”

Can, not will, he assured his beating heart.

“And you’ll do me that honor?” He asked, taking her hand in his. “I would be the happiest man in the realm.”

“Well…”

“Is there some issue? Name it and it’s gone,” he said, gripping her hand tighter. He could make no such promise, but had to at least hear her out.

“It’s just…” She began to blush. “I dunno if I can marry a guy without knowing how his cock tastes!”

Simon recoiled. He’d heard such talk from the brothel girls, but the Queen?! This was utterly scandalous, shocking, absurd…

Fucking hot.

“Oh, we can right that wrong easily,” he said, taking his hand and brushing it against her cheek. “Your grace.”

She smiled at him, fears allayed. “Really? How?”

Simon took her hand and placed it against his crotch. She looked confused for a moment, but soon her lithe hands were running up and down the outline of his hard dick.

“You’ve had me hard since the moment I laid eyes on you,” he said, staring at her tits.

“Oooh, that’s so sweet!” She cooed, slipping to her knees on the ground. Simon dropped his pants, letting the warm air rush over his cock.

“So I just - mph!” Simon took the Queen by the back of her head and stuffed his cock into her mouth. The Queen waved her arms around in surprised, then stopped, letting them fall to her side, and then using her hands to cup the Prince’s balls while she gave him a long, slow lick from hilt to tip.

“Oooh, it tastes wonderful,” she groaned, jerking his slick rod with both hands.

“You’ll have it every night,” he said. “After the wedding.”

“Oooh, a wedding!” Said the Queen, jerking until he needed more lube. She began to bob her head rapidly up and down his shaft, working the saliva along his veiny scepter.

“A big… fucking… wedding…” he said, breath growing heavy. He could picture it now - her dolled up to perfection, and him, the Master of the Kingdom.

Right now, he was Master of her, using her mouth and even her throat with his cock like it belonged to him. Soon, it would.

“Bend over,” he said, pulling his cock out of her mouth.

“Huh?” She asked, looking at his dick like it was a favored toy she’d had taken away.

Simon walked around to her backside and pushed her down against the ground, picking her ass up in the air. He gave it a spank and watched her creamy flesh begin to jiggle. He could’ve spent all day watching that fucking perfect behind roll with waves with every slap. Unfortunately, he was a man on a mission, with no time for such dalliances.

“I’m going to sire an heir with you,” he growled, tearing her sheer dress away and ripping off her panties. She wore only her corset and kept her hands at her backside, groaning and spreading her cheeks for him. Her already-sopping pussy called out for his cock.

“Oooh, fuck me my Prince,” she mewled, letting him take her fully from behind. The woman screamed in delight, bouncing on his dick. The Prince only had to kneel behind her, letting her do all the work.

He understood now. This was his destiny. In leadership, he could accomplish all things. Bring the Kingdom back to its glory, and unite it with Matel. She would serve a different role -

The King’s fucktoy.

The very thought of it had him ready to burst, but he knew a King must make his conquest eternal. As Addi continued to milk his cock with her tight snatch, Simon slowly placed his thumb on her forbidden cherry, then slipped it inside. She gasped.

“Not to worry, my Queen,” he said serenely, slipping his cock out of her pussy. “I’ll be gentle.”

He wasn’t. HE didn’t have to be. Addi pushed back against his wet dick while he forced it forward, filling up her asshole in a way that would scandalize the world, were they not alone.

“Oohhh my god…”

Simon was comfortable in the realization that he was the first and only man to ever take a Queen anally in her own Castle.

He plowed her hard, riding her for everything she was worth. The more aggressive he was, the more she came. The more he spanked her, the more she giggled. She was the most perfect fucktoy he could have imagined having, the culmination of years of preparation, a gift from the Gods’ themselves.

To her, he was a cock to ride. And that was all she’d ever wanted.

“Thank you,” she said in a delirious, far-away voice, as the King-to-be pulled out and coated her back with his steaming hot cum.

Dammit, he said, spilling his seed on her. I was supposed to sire an heir.

It was hardly a complaint. He’d have another opportunity to fill her with his spunk soon enough.

Many, many opportunities indeed.

“You look beautiful.”

The wedding bells were ringing. Simon stepped into the Guest Room of the castle, dressed in his elegant yet simple marriage tuxedo. The woman before him smiled, her dentures pearly white and brand new.

“Thank you,” she said, fighting back tears. “You didn’t have to -“

He shook his head. “This never would have happened without you,” he said. “You are the cause of it all.”

Yennel, the old crone he’d met on the road several weeks prior, shook her head. “No, King Simon. This is your doing. I merely helped.”

She bowed to him, her knees aching but solid. After Simon had announced his marriage, and thereby become the King-to-be, he’d sent a royal carriage to the inn and brought her back. Since then, she’d been given new dentures, clothes, and free use of the castle and its baths. She felt twenty years younger, and looked it too.

“And where is your bride?” Asked Yennel, taking King Simon’s offered arm.

“I’ll see her for the first time at the ceremony,” he said, leading her to the steps. They strode down together, Knights saluting as they passed.

The Marriage Chamber was a seldom-used room of the castle, but it was one of the biggest. Brightly adorned today, light was filtering in from all sides, the windows now uncovered. Everyone had assembled here. Simon could see Lemen on the dais, acting as best man, while Cassie, the Queen’s handmaiden, acted as maid of honor.

Simon hugged his best man, then turned to Cassie. He’d gotten to know her fairly well over the weeks and was glad to have her. She understood something about the Queen’s transformation that others didn’t really seem to get.

“I assume you had a hand in making her outfit,” said Simon wryly. He didn’t know what it looked like, but Cassie had that look in her eye.

“I can’t tell you,” she said teasingly. “You’ll have to see for yourself. That is the point, your noble ass-fucking Lord.”

Simon rolled his eyes. “She really tells you everything, doesn’t she?” He’d heard that Cassie hadn’t always been this spirited. He found it hard to imagine.

“Well, she -“ Cassie stopped as the sound rich music became to come closer. Simon gave a single glance to the assembled crowd, caught the eye of Yennel, who gave a thumbs up, and then turned his attention to the double doors, which opened slowly.

There she was. His bride, dressed in white silk.

She wore gloves to her elbows, a thin veil, and… not much else. There were tiny swatches of fabric over her nipples and a piece over her pussy.

“Here comes the bride!” She sang out, and began to skip in her heels up to the dais. Her tits and ass bounced up and down as she moved, popping an erection on everyone in the crowd.

“Your best work yet,” said Lemen with a grin, looking at Cassie.

She blushed. “I just do what she tells me! The dress was her idea!”

Simon watched his bride grow closer and closer. Hard to believe he’d have that for the rest of his life. Hard to believe he’d have her tonight.

“She’s a genius,” said Simon. “A dumb genius.”

The words barely made sense, but looking at that body and what she wore as she stared at her fiancee with those doe-like eyes, her little lamb running up to join her from behind, Lemen and Cassie were in agreement.

This was a Queen for the ages.

A Bimbo Queen to rule, and be ruled.

All hail.

“So, how was it? Did I look hot?”

Simon and Addi had retired after the wedding to their nuptial chambers. She removed her gloves and tossed them across the room, where they landed on a wardrobe. Simon could still hear the sounds of excited partying downstairs. They’d go long into the night. During a wedding, anyone could come into the castle and drink and eat freely.

They’d pass out before he would, however. Although Simon had had his wife’s body before, this was the first time they’d done so with a Priest’s blessing.

That meant the thoughts Simon had were no longer perverse. They were merely husbandly.

“As sultry and lithe as the moon on First Night,” said Simon, quoting a poet.

“Huh?” Said Addi.

“You looked really fucking hot.”

She squealed in delight and threw herself at him, letting him hold her off the ground, both his hands on her plump rear. Simon undid the back of her top, letting the swatches of fabric fall to the floor and expose her nipples.

“I swear,” he said, “I could play with these nipples for the rest of my life.”


“You will, King Simon,” she shot back, giving him a wet, hard kiss on his lips.

He threw her onto the bed and picked up her gloves. She sat up, watching him with cat-like eyes.

“I’d like to try something,” he said, straddling her wide hips. The Queen tilted her head left and right, the cock-lust evident in her eyes.

Simon took his wife’s wrist and placed dit against a golden bar of the headboard. He wrapped her sheer stocking around her wrist and the bar in an X, tying her to it. Then he did the same with the other.

“I’m all tied up!” She cooed, pulling her wrists against the bars. “I’ve never been tied up before…”

“Perhaps you’ll enjoy it,” he said.

“I dunno, it’s not like I can do much.”

“That’s the point,” said Simon, dipping his head into her chest. “Just let me do the work, my Queen.”

She moaned as Simon slid the tip of his tongue from one mound to the other. Her nipples were erect, little pink nubs pointed directly up at the ceiling. He took her left nipple in his mouth and began to nibble and suck against it, teasing the other with his free hand, before sliding his body down her chest, her navel ,her stomach, taking every opportunity to tease and delight his little captive Queen in an enticingly teasing way.

“Ohhhh, please fuck me Prince…”

“King,” corrected Simon. “I’m the King now.”

“Ooh, King…” she said, lost in her own horny delight. The struggle against her binds faded into a nothingness as she melted into bliss. King Simon knew where to touch his bimbo wife - and he knew how to tease too, circling his fingers around her sopping pussy just to make her stain the bedsheets even more.

Simon lifted her legs up toward the ceiling. She was certainly flexible. He had her feet almost touching her hands, her pussy and ass on display for him, both aching for the touch of his cock.

He knew he should tease her all night. He knew he should run his hands over every inch of her delectable body, bringing her just to the brink of an orgasm before denying her.

But with those thighs and that innocent, stupid look in her eyes, he couldn’t resist.

He had to fuck her.

He slid into her in an effortless motion, falling onto her with his cock harder than it’d ever been, the intense wetness off er folds accepting him. Her jaw opened with a castle-quaking groan that stopped the festivities downstairs for a moment. A cheer went up. The once-evil Queen had been deflowered, and a time of peace was sure to follow.

He pounded her deep, hands massaging her tits in languorous circles. The Queen had given up struggling against her bonds, but used her legs to wrap around the King’s back, pulling him into her for even deeper thrusts. She lost track of her orgasms, eyes nearly rolling back in her head from a pleasure she’d never thought she’d experience.

Thank god that was over. Thank god for there bimbo’s curse.

Thank god for the thick, hot cum oozing out of her little snatch and down her inner thighs.

“Thank you, King Simon,” she said in a breathless voice, sweat running into her mouth as she spoke.

“My Pleasure, my Queen,” said Simon. “My absolute pleasure.”

THE END
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