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		Introduction

		

		The Bimbo Nutcracker Suite is an erotic bimbofication parody of the Nutcracker Ballet. The story has been changed to make all characters adults. It has also removed some of the more controversial elements from the plot, replacing them with bimbo transformation fun. Please enjoy this bimbo Christmas fantasy.
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		It was the most perfect Christmas Eve that Clara could imagine. It was her first Christmas with her now husband Peter. It had been a big year for the young couple. In addition to getting married, they had also bought a house together, making this holiday even more special.

		There had been a time when Clara thought she might never find a love partner. She had become disillusioned in the whole dating scene. It was hard for a woman like her to attract a man or a woman. Clara was no social media beauty and she even lacked the girl next door good looks that people found cute. At least she knew her intelligence made up for her lack of good looks, but no one seemed to care for dating a research scientist if she did not look extra sexy in a lab coat and glasses.

		Luckily, just when Clara was about to give up entirely, Peter came into her life. She never understood what a man as attractive as him saw in her. She felt like he was way out of her league. However, Clara was not about to turn down a good thing. And when he asked her to marry him, there was only one answer she could give as tears of happiness overcame her.

		And now here they were, sitting in front of the fire on Christmas Eve, the Christmas tree lit up and shining in the corner, more presents than she could count sitting beneath it. Some of those were for her, some for Peter, and still more for friends and family who they had yet to see this holiday season.

		This was not their first Christmas as a couple, but their first as husband and wife. It meant there was a merging of traditions. For Clara, it was important to display her collection of nutcrackers. She had been collecting them since she was a little girl and they always made an appearance each and every Christmas. Luckily, Peter did not argue with her need to display them. He simply cleared off a side table to make room.

		And now that it was Christmas Eve, Peter had a tradition he wanted her to take part in.

		“I know you were adamant about opening all your presents on Christmas Day,” Peter said as he held a gift in his hands. “But I want you to open this tonight. It’s something special I got for you and I think you’ll agree that tonight is the best night for this gift.”

		Clara sat there for a moment, unsure of what to say. She had been adamant about leaving all the gifts for the big day itself. She was aware that different families had different gifting traditions. Peter’s family had always opened one gift each on Christmas Eve. She thought they had agreed on this, but she guessed not. However, Clara knew this was not something to get in a fight over, especially on Christmas Eve. There were more important things to think about.

		And maybe Peter was right. Maybe this gift was the sort of thing best suited to open on Christmas Eve. She would never know until she opened it.

		“Okay, just this once,” Clara relented as she held out her hands.

		Peter gently placed the gift in her hands. The package was too large to be a shoebox and it weighed more than she imagined it would have. Although it was not heavy enough to be a bottle of wine. That would have made for a good Christmas Eve gift. Although it was a bit late to open another bottle of wine.

		Slowly Clara began to unwrap the gift. She had always been careful about how she unwrapped gifts. She never tore the paper if she could help it. Sometimes it appeared like the paper could be reused if needed, although it always went into the recycling after use.

		As Clara slid the box out of the paper her lips turned up into a smile. “It’s a nutcracker.”

		“I noticed there is a little more room on the table and when I saw this one I thought it would fit great with your collection,” Peter said, smiling at his wife’s happiness.

		Clara wasted little time in opening the box and pulling out the latest addition to her nutcracker collection.

		“He’s handsome,” Clara commented. “Oh no. His arm is broken. It’s hanging on by a single strand of glue.”

		“Let me see,” Peter said as he crouched down beside Clara to get a better look. “Hmm, I didn’t see that before. I guess I’ll have to replace it when the stores open again. I’m sorry. I had this big plan and now I feel like it’s ruined.”

		“That’s okay,” Clara said, remaining positive. “We can see about replacing it later. I still want to put this with the others. Like you said, there’s room.”

		Clara got up and carried the nutcracker with the broken arm over to the table where the rest of her collection stood. She had all kinds of nutcrackers, although they all seemed arms with swords in scabbards on their hips. However, her new nutcracker held his sword in his good hand, holding it out like he was commanding his troops. Seeing that, Clara put the new nutcracker right up front, as if he were about to lead the others in a charge. Who they were fighting, Clara had no idea, but she still liked the idea. It made her laugh.

		“Thank you,” Clara said as she returned to their place in front of the fire. She wrapped her arms around Peter and hugged him, before giving him a kiss. “It’s the thought that counts.”

		“You’re welcome,” Peter said. “You know I’d do almost anything?”

		“Almost?” Clara said in mock anger. “I hope I never have to find out what you won’t do for me.”

		“Me too,” Peter said with a chuckle. “Now what say you to going to bed? We don’t want to be here when Santa arrives.”

		Clara kissed Peter again. “You’re so smart. I think going to bed is perfect right now.”

		And with that, the couple turned off the fire, unplugged the lights on the tree, and headed to bed. Both of them expected a fantastic Christmas Day ahead of them.
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		Clara awoke beside her husband. Peter was still sleeping. It was dark out. She did not bother to look at the clock. The time was unimportant.

		However, before Clara could turn over and try to go back to sleep, an urge overcame her. She had the sudden desire to check on her newest nutcracker.

		Clara slid out from under the covers and pushed her feet into her slippers. She often got cold feet from walking on the hardwood floors and tile in the house. She had adapted by wearing slippers around the house.

		Wearing her flannel pajamas, Clara shuffled into the living room. The only light in the room came from the moon pouring in through the window. That provided enough light for Clara to see by as she sat down on the floor and looked up at her nutcracker collection.

		“It’s too bad about his arm,” Clara said. “I have half a mind to try and repair him. He just needs a little glue. But if Peter can replace him, I guess I’d rather have one that I didn’t need to mend.”

		Clara sat there, cross-legged, her elbows on her knees and her chin resting in her hands as she continued to admire her collection. They really did look like soldiers. But that wasn’t all. There was something about the latest addition to her collection that left her thinking.

		“You know what?” she said in surprise. “It looked a little like Peter.”

		That revelation meant little, except that Clara more and more wanted to keep this nutcracker. She was sure Peter would have a laugh when she mentioned how he almost had a twin in the house now.

		Clara probably sat there for nearly half an hour, sitting on the rug, just staring up at the nutcrackers. It was almost meditative. She just wanted to enjoy the moment, feeling truly content for one of the first times in her life.

		That contentment was short lived, however. The clock on the mantle began to chime out, telling the room that it was now midnight. And on the stroke of 12, the fire erupted in the fireplace.

		“Wait a second,” Clara said as she looked around for Peter. However, he was nowhere to be seen.

		But when Clara turned to look at the fireplace to determine how it had been turned on, she found it to be much bigger than she remembered. What was more, it was still growing bigger and bigger.

		Clara turned to the tree to see the lights blink on.

		“Is someone out there?” Clara called out as she watched the Christmas tree grow taller and taller.

		Clara’s heart pounded in her chest as her adrenaline spiked. She had never been someone who believed in ghosts, but this experience was possibly teaching her otherwise.

		But it wasn’t just the Christmas tree and the fireplace getting bigger. The whole room seemed to grow bigger, including the nutcrackers, who seemed to now be standing on the floor instead of the table where they had been moments before.

		Clara stood up, but as she did so, she suddenly realized she was shorter than the nutcrackers, as if they were real men.

		“What’s going on?” Clara called out, but there was no response. The room around her seemed to grow and expand. Soon she felt as if she was standing in a great hall with high ceilings. On one end of the hall stood the Christmas tree, towering over her, reaching up into the rafters. On the other end was her army of nutcrackers. And in the middle, along one of the walls, stood the great fireplace, a fire burning hot and bright, producing most of the light in the room.

		“This can’t be happening,” Clara said. “I must be dreaming.” But when Clara pinched herself, she cried out. All she felt was pain.

		Clara did not even need to cower. She already felt impossibly small. Fear gripped her as her mind struggled to comprehend what was happening. Was this a dream or was she tripping on some drug she did not know she had consumed? Those seemed the only explanations for the strange and bizarre world she now found herself in. And without answers, all she could do was quake in fear.
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		As Clara stood there, shaking, she suddenly heard a series of yips and yells coming from one side of the hall. She looked in that direction, seeing the Christmas tree rustling.

		“What the hell?” she said, wondering what could be happening next.

		However, Clara never could have guessed that right then, what looked like 100 man-sized mice leapt out of the tree, all of them brandishing swords. They stood on their hind legs and moved like humans.

		Clara seized up in fear, afraid of what this meant. An army of life-sized mice with weapons? She never would have imagined this in her wildest and scariest dreams.

		Standing there, she watched in horror as the mice began to advance. They continued to yip and yell. Some even snarled. Despite their human-sized appearance, they were clearly still animals. And at the head of the advancing mouse host was the biggest and fiercest looking mouse. In addition to the sword in his hand and the shield he carried in the other, he wore a crown atop his head.

		“The Mouse King,” Clara whispered. She did not know where the name came from, but the moment the words escaped her mouth, she knew they were true. This was the Mouse King and he was leading his army. He was leading his army right toward Clara. If she wanted to survive, she needed to run.

		Clara turned and started running away from the mouse hoard. She had no idea where she was going. She just put her head down and started running. Anything seemed better than getting cut down by giant mice. This was surely some part of her brain telling her to use a more humane mouse trap the next time she found mice in the basement.

		But the moment Clara looked up, she screamed. The mice were not the only soldiers on the field of battle. And by running away from the mice, she was running straight toward the nutcracker army. Now all of them had swords drawn. They were ready to fight.

		Realizing she was caught in the middle of two armies that were about to attack each other, Clara stopped and tried to move toward the wall. She wanted to be out of the way as they advanced on each other.

		Standing there, her back pressed against the wall, waiting for the carnage to begin, she found herself naturally siding with the nutcrackers. They were her army, after all. She had collected all of them. And it was the Peter nutcracker at the front, leading his army, just as she had imagined before all this began, only his left arm was in a sling. This dream nutcracker was injured just like the real one was.

		Worse, as Clara stood there sweating, she realized the nutcrackers were woefully outnumbered at least five to one. It seemed like a hopeless battle. The mice surely were the superior force. They had greater numbers and they looked ferocious.

		However, as Clara looked at the nutcrackers, they looked like properly trained troops. They held formation, even as the mice rushed toward them. They held their composure, with none of them seeming to think twice about what they were about to do.

		And then it happened. The distance between the two armies closed to nothing. Clara closed her eyes tight just before the loud thuds of bodies crashing into each other was followed by clashing steel. She covered her ears, trying to block out the sounds of the screams as fighters were cut down. Clara dropped to her ears, not properly cowering, scared for her life as well as for her nutcrackers.

		The fighting seemed to go on forever. In Clara’s mind, the mice should have won by now. But when she chanced a glance up, the fight seemed to be evenly matched with few casualties on either side. Those who were injured were being carried off the battlefield by various Christmas decorations. The injured mice were carried off by ornaments from the tree while two nutcrackers were carried off by the Christmas themed stuffed animals Clara had placed on a shelf when she and Peter were decorating.

		“Oh no,” Clara practically screamed as she spotted the Peter nutcracker cornered by the Mouse King. The nutcracker was managing to parry the Mouse King’s attacks for now with his one good arm, but he kept having to back up with each attack. Soon he would have his back to the wall and nowhere to go.

		Clara looked around at the battle taking place before her. All the other nutcrackers were engaged in the fighting, often against multiple mice at once. It was an incredible and terrible scene and Clara realized if she did not want the Mouse King to kill the Peter nutcracker, she would need to step in and do something. The problem was, she had no weapons, nor any weapons training. She might be able to pick up a sword, but she doubted that would help. And if she did pick up a sword, either side could decide she was an enemy combatant and attack her, even though she meant well.

		Before Clara knew what she was doing, she was running toward the Mouse King and the Peter nutcracker. By that point, the two were fighting off in the corner, away from the rest of the action.

		“Hey, you,” Clara shouted. Then she did something completely unexpected. She pulled up her top and flashed her breasts toward the two fighters.

		Both the Mouse King and the Peter nutcracker turned their heads and stared as Clara stood there with her top up and her breasts pointed in their direction.

		For a moment, it appeared that Clara’s plan had backfired. Both of the targets were distracted by her random boob flash. But as she stood there, keeping her high beams pointed in their direction, the Peter nutcracker seemed to recover from the shock and surprise. He turned back toward the Mouse King and stabbed with his sword.

		The Mouse King let out a howl so loud, it nearly left Clara’s ears ringing as she dropped her top. The only question that remained was whether that stab would be enough. Had Clara saved the day?
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		Clara watched as the Mouse King backed away from the Peter nutcracker. He then barked at his mice minions and they all began to retreat.

		She could only stare at the scene as it unfolded in front of her. Her gambit had worked. She had successfully distracted the Mouse King enough so that the nutcrackers had won the battle.

		However, as Clara stood there, staring, the Peter nutcracker was bathed in a bright light from above. She looked up, but could not see the source. When she looked down again, the nutcracker looked less and less like a wooden doll and more like a real man.

		“Oh my,” Clara gasped as she watched the nutcracker who moments ago had held a general resemblance to her husband had morphed into the man she knew so well. The only difference was this man was still dressed in the uniform of the nutcracker.

		“Peter,” she shouted as she began to run toward the man.

		“It’s Prince Peter, actually,” said the man. He had Peter’s voice, but he sounded different, more refined, more regal.

		“Prince Peter?” Clara asked. “You mean you’re not my husband?”

		Prince Peter looked at Clara. He eyed her up and down, taking all of her in.

		It was then that Clara realized that this was not the man who was her husband. He might look the same and he might sound nearly the same, but he was not her husband. It was an uncanny resemblance, almost like he was some unknown relative of Peter’s, but even that was impossible. Clara had met all of Peter’s family and he was unique among them. If it were not for his good looks, he would have been the black sheep of his family. And even then, he stood out as being different from them.

		“No, I do not believe we have met before, so we could not be married,” Prince Peter said. “But I do owe you a great debt of gratitude for your help there. I did not think I would survive my battle with the Mouse King. You saved my life.”

		Clara looked around and saw that they were alone. She looked up to see snow lightly falling from the now dark ceiling, if it was a ceiling at all.

		“You were a nutcracker, but now you’re a man,” Clara said, trying to understand what was happening.

		“I was under a spell held by the Mouse King,” Prince Peter explained. “He paid a witch to turn me into a nutcracker with a broken arm with hopes that he would be able to defeat me and my army so he could make a move against my kingdom.”

		“Wait,” Clara said, realizing that the sling the nutcracker had once worn was gone. Prince Peter now had two fully functional arms at his disposal. “What happened to your sling?”

		“It disappeared when the spell was broken,” Prince Peter said as he flexed his left arm. “See? All better now. And it’s all thanks to you…”

		Clara could sense the question in Prince Peter’s voice. He wanted to know her name.

		“I’m Clara.”

		“Clara. What a wonderful name. Well, Clara, I have you and your fast thinking to thank for saving my life and my kingdom. I must say, your reaction to my situation was both unlike anything I have ever seen from a woman before, yet at the same time exactly what I would expect from the women where I come from.”

		Clara stood there, confused. Was that a compliment or not? She could not be sure. Then again, not knowing where Prince Peter came from, where his kingdom was, she had no idea what he meant by his comments. And as much as she wanted to know, she sensed that this might not be the best time to ask for clarification. After all, Prince Peter had just fought a battle for his life. Such questions could come later.

		“I’m glad I could help,” Clara finally said. “It seemed the least I could do.”

		“Such a helpful woman. I must say, I never imagined I would be facing this possibility. Please, come walk with me. I wish to show you something.”

		“Um, okay,” Clara said as she took Prince Peter’s offered arm. She felt a bit awkward hanging onto his arm with him in his uniform and her wearing her pajamas. But if Prince Peter cared about such things, he did not say anything.

		As the pair walked, the world around them began to slowly transform from the great hall where the battle had taken place into a moonlit forest with snow lightly falling. Despite only wearing her pajamas, Clara did not feel the cold. Or maybe it had something to do with the heat she felt from Prince Peter. Either way, she was happy to be led anywhere he might want to go.

		Clara took a deep breath and closed her eyes for a moment, knowing that Prince Peter would not lead her astray. She felt a familiar contentment flow over her. Whatever happened next, this moment felt right to her.

		“This is a dream, isn’t it?” Clara asked as they walked through the silent forest.

		“A dream?” Prince Peter said, slightly surprised by her question. “I suppose that is one way to think of it. But for me, as a prince, every day is a dream come true. Even when I was under the witch’s spell, I still felt as if I had a fantastic life. I cannot complain about such matters that I cannot control. So therefore, if I am dreaming, I do not mind. I cannot control my dreams. I can only enjoy them.”

		“I guess that’s one way to think about it,” Clara said. “I was just thinking that all of this doesn’t seem possible. Where I come from there are no witches or magic or giant mice that do battle against nutcracker armies. Everything is much more simple.”

		“Hmm,” Prince Peter said, considering Clara’s words. “I suppose, but that sounds rather boring. Where’s the excitement? Where’s the adventure?”

		Clara could not fault Prince Peter for thinking the world she came from was boring. In truth, it was most of the time. It was not as if she was constantly in one adventure after another. That was why television, movies, and video games were so popular. They provided that sense of wonder and adventure that real life could not fully provide.

		“I know,” Prince Peter said, his face lighting up with glee. “How would you like to join me in my kingdom? How would you like to become my princess? I think this could be great fun and it will show you what real adventure can be like. And after all, I do owe you for your help against the Mouse King. Making you my princess would work, if you accepted.”

		Clara let go of Prince Peter’s arm and stopped. She felt oddly torn. She was certain she was dreaming. There was no other explanation for the state she was in. None of what she had witnessed since the fireplace started to grow could have been real. And here she was with a version of Peter who was asking her to become his princess. She was not certain on the royal rules, but she assumed that would involve marriage of some sort. But it would not be cheating if she was marrying Peter in this dream world. It would just make the real world and the dream world line up.

		“Are you all right?” Prince Peter asked, his face full of concern.

		“Sorry,” Clara said as she skipped forward and threaded her hand through Prince Peter’s offered arm again. “I just had to think about it for a moment.”

		“And your answer?”

		“I would love to become your princess.”

		“Fantastic,” Prince Peter exclaimed. “We will reach my kingdom shortly. You are in for quite a treat. I can assure you of that.”
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		“W elcome to the Land of Sweets,” Prince Peter announced as the snow dusted trail they walked upon turned into a wide road paved with cobblestones. The snow continued to fall, but as they exited the woods, the sun appeared on the horizon, bringing its warm rays and morning light.

		“Land of Sweets?” Clara said. “I’ve never heard of it before.”

		“Well, you better get used to hearing it if you are going to be its new princess.”

		As the pair walked into what appeared to be a village, the residents of the Land of Sweets were just coming to life on this cold and snowy morning. Smoke began to rise out of chimneys as the fires were started.

		Walking by the houses on the road, Clara saw faces peering out from the windows. Seeing Prince Peter, those faces broke into smiles. Doors opened and cheers bellowed out. “Welcome back!” “Yay for Prince Peter!” And many others.

		Clara had no idea that such a place was possible, nor that such a leader could be so popular. Clearly, Prince Peter was a good man for such spontaneous acts of devotion to occur as they made their way to the village square.

		“My castle is up on the hill, but most of the ruling actually takes place in the village hall,” Prince Peter explained.

		“How big is the Land of Sweets?” Clara asked curiously. She had no concept of what amounted to size in this place. Was this a city-state sort of arrangement or something much larger with multiple towns, villages, and even cities?

		Prince Peter chuckled. “It’s big enough. I’ll just leave it at that. We will have plenty of time to explore every inch of the kingdom once you become my princess. But we need to get that process started and that means checking in with the woman I left the keys of the kingdom with before all of this started.”

		In the center of the village was the village square. It was marked by a statue of a large breasted woman eating some sort of candy in the middle of a fountain in the center and a large building at the far end with a bell tower on the top. The building looked a lot like a church, but it looked far more utilitarian than a Christian church. Then again, Clara did not know what religion the people of the Land of Sweets followed. She did not much care either.

		Prince Peter guided Clara through the village square and toward the village hall. There were great big doors at the front, big enough to admit a team of oxen should there be the need. However, inset into one of the doors was a more human sized door. It was this door that Prince Peter opened and ushered Clara through.

		“Oh, fuck, that’s nice,” came the voice of a man at the far end of the village hall. The inside reminded Clara of a bard. It was big and cavernous, but with a wooden floor. The whole village could probably meet inside with room to spare. “God damn, you’re a great cocksucker.”

		There were two large chairs sitting at the far end of the hall, raised up on a dais. A man sat in one of them. Nestled between his legs was a purple lump with a yellow top. However, as they got closer, Clara noticed the lump was moving, bobbing up and down. It was a person. They were sucking the man’s cock.

		“Don’t mind me,” Prince Peter called out.

		The person between the man’s legs stopped and looked up, turning their head. It was a woman. She had plump lips and a horny gaze.

		“My Prince,” she called out. “You return.”

		“Go ahead and finish up,” Prince Peter said. “We must finish what we started.”

		As the woman returned to her ministrations with the man, Prince Peter turned to Clara to fill her in on the details.

		“This is the Sugar Plum Bimbo. She takes care of the kingdom when I am away. As a bimbo, she has certain appetites, as you can see. Luckily, she does not let her duties for the kingdom get interrupted by her more carnal proclivities.”

		“Is sex performed so openly here?” Clara asked, suddenly concerned that this might not be the place for her. Sex had always been something that made Clara nervous. A big part of that had been her lack of success with men. Sure, as a woman she could have gone home with any guy who was drunk enough to have her, but she had always craved connection. Her husband was the first man that she had been with and she had figured he would be the last. But now that she was about to become the princess of the Land of Sweets, she was wondering if she had made a significant error.

		Prince Peter shrugged his shoulders. “It’s only two people satisfying their carnal urges. I have heard that some people allow natural and normal actions to become taboo. But do not be alarmed. Once you have been made my princess, you will no longer have such difficulties. That, I can promise you.”

		Clara said nothing. She could not think of an appropriate response. And the whole time they stood there, she could not tear her eyes away from the woman giving the man a blowjob. It was such a strange world she had found herself in, but she did not know of any way to go home. If this was a dream, she would just need to play it out until she reached its conclusion. Until then, she would just need to play along and go with the flow.

		“Oh, yes,” the man groaned. “I’m cumming. I’m cumming.”

		Clara watched the man take the Sugar Plum Bimbo’s head in his hands and hold her down on his cock as he thrust deep into her throat. His cock surged with cum, sending wave after wave of it into her mouth and down her throat. When the man finally released the woman, she fell back onto her haunches and seemed to almost shake for a moment as a low moan escaped from her lips.

		“I love it when a woman cums from a blowjob,” Prince Peter said with a chuckle.

		“Right you are, Your Highness,” the man said. He did little more than smile down at the woman on the dais before him before he put his cock away and hurried out a side door.

		“Sugar,” Prince Peter said with a smile once it was just the three of them.

		The Sugar Plum Bimbo looked up, a little dollop of cum on her chin. “You return,” she exclaimed, her voice an octave higher than Clara had expected.

		“Yes, indeed,” Prince Peter said. “And it’s all thanks to Clara here. She distracted the Mouse King long enough for me to stab him with my sword. That broke the spell and forced the mice to withdraw. They are unlikely to cause us issues again, at least until the Mouse King comes up with another nefarious plan.”

		“Hi,” the Sugar Plum Bimbo said to Clara as she pushed herself up onto shaky feet. Her orgasm had rocked her harder than she had let on with her vocalizations. “You’re not, like, from around here, are you?”

		Clara chuckled, both at the question and at the way the Sugar Plum Bimbo spoke. She sounded like, well, a bimbo. Then again, bimbo was in her name, so maybe it should not have been a surprise. Still, Clara had to wonder why Prince Peter would leave the running of his kingdom in the hands of a bimbo when he was away. It made little sense given her obvious limitations. To put it bluntly, Clara did not have a high opinion of the Sugar Plum Bimbo’s intelligence. She seemed too bimboey to be an effective administrator.

		“No,” Clara finally answered. “I’m not from around here. I don’t even know how I got here.”

		“Sometimes it is best not to question the good things that occur in our lives too deeply,” Prince Peter said. “But Sugar, you would be proud of the way she distracted the Mouse King for me. She flashed her tits.”

		The Sugar Plum Bimbo’s eyes opened wide as a knowing smile crossed her lips. “That’s super smart and stuff. But, um, can I, you know, like, see them?” She looked at Clara with hungry eyes.

		“Maybe later, Sugar,” Prince Peter answered. “But right now we need to get all the village leaders together, because as a reward for saving me, I have decided to make Clara here my princess.”

		“Ooh, we haven’t had a princess here for a long, long time,” the Sugar Plum Bimbo said. “Let me start ringing the bell.”

		It was only when the Sugar Plum Bimbo rushed by Clara on her way to the bell tower that Clara noticed her physical features. Her purple dress seemed to have so many layers to it that she did not previously appreciate how incredibly stacked the woman was. Her breasts were so big that it was a wonder she was able to stand up at all. Her butt was equally impressive. Clara briefly wondered if those two things balanced each other out, but she gave up on it when she realized it did not actually matter. This place she found herself in was unlike any other place she had ever been. Clara doubted that even the laws of physics were the same here. After all, she had seen some pretty amazing events that seemed completely normal in this world. And that was before she even considered the bimbo that was Prince Peter’s regent.

		It was only a minute or so later that the village bell began to ring. There was a rhythm to it, but Clara did not understand it. That was, again, no surprise. There was so much about this world, and the Land of Sweets most of all, that she did not understand. If this was to be her new home—if there was no returning to her world and her husband—she would make the most of it here. After all, she was a smart and capable woman. If she could not figure it out, it would be a shock, especially since the Sugar Plum Bimbo seemed so capable at it.

		“Let us take our seats,” Prince Peter suggested. “I think I need to explain how this is all going to work.”

		“Please,” Clara responded as she let herself be guided up onto the dais. She sat to Prince Peter’s left. As the future princess, that was her place, as she was not an heir to the throne, but simply a soon-to-be-princess.

		“Here’s how this is going to work,” Prince Peter began to explain. “There are nine villages in the Land of Sweets. Each village will send representatives to welcome me home. I will then announce that I intend to make you my princess as a reward for helping save my life in the fight against the Mouse King. There will be a bit of a ceremony then. The people will welcome you to my kingdom and provide you with gifts from each of the villages. I want to impress upon you the importance of not only accepting each and every gift, but to make sure that you sample each one in front of everyone. As you might have guessed, these gifts will be of the candy variety.”

		“Okay,” Clara said. “I should be able to handle that. That’s not a problem.”

		“Fantastic,” Prince Peter said with a knowing smile. “I was beginning to wonder if I would ever find a woman to be my princess. It is hard to find the right woman, but you have impressed me. I feel that we have a connection. I cannot explain it, but I feel it is there.”

		Clara decided it was best not to mention her husband, even though he and Prince Peter looked identical. They even had the same first name. But as far as she could tell, this Peter was nothing like her Peter. Although, it seemed his search for a princess was a bit like her search for a romantic partner. Just as he was about to give up, that partner appeared.

		“I feel it too,” Clara finally said. And she did. It just might not have been the same feeling Prince Peter had. Still, if she had to spend the rest of her life in this strange world, it seemed like a smart move to do so as a princess. That was more than she ever could have asked for or expected in the real world.
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		It did not take long for the village to spring into action in preparation for the ceremony. Clara was a little surprised it would take place there in the village hall. She was too used to seeing grand ballrooms used for such events. The wooden structure did not seem like the best place for a ceremony to both welcome Prince Peter home and to crown her a princess.

		However, it was only mere moments before villagers began sweeping through the village hall, making radical changes to the decor. Windows that Clara was unaware of were thrown open, bringing in the natural light from outside. After that, women came bustling through with hands full of bunting. Clara had never seen a room decorated so quickly.

		A large stone slab was carried in by nearly a dozen burly men and placed just before the dais on which Prince Peter and Clara sat. Another group of strong men entered, this time carrying a large stone bowl which they placed on the stone slab. It took Clara a moment to figure out what this was for. She was leaning toward it being some sort of baptismal font until firewood was brought in. In short order a bright and warm fire was burning, providing additional light and a welcome warmth after walking through the snowy woods in nothing but her pajamas and slippers.

		“Should I change my clothes?” Clara asked Prince Peter as she began to feel underdressed for the occasion. Never before had so many people seen her in her night clothes before. Only her husband ever saw them.

		“What is wrong with your clothes?” Prince Peter asked, not seeing anything wrong with how she was wearing.

		“I feel underdressed.”

		“Nonsense,” Prince Peter countered. “But if it makes you feel better, new clothes will be provided during the ceremony. And I think you will like them, so don’t worry about what you are currently wearing. And besides, if you need to reenact your bravery from the battle, it will be best to do so while you are wearing the same clothes.”

		“I’m not reenacting anything,” Clara said firmly. “That was a one time thing. Do you really think I just go around flashing people my breasts all the time?”

		Prince Peter shrugged, growing disinterested in the conversation. “All I know is I’ve seen you do it once. How am I to know that was not a regular activity you partake in?”

		“Well, it’s not,” Clara said indignantly. She crossed her arms over her chest and sulked, not knowing if this was a good idea or not. As much as this seemed like a grand and fascinating adventure, she found herself missing home. She found herself missing her husband, the real Peter.

		The two did not speak again as the village hall was transformed from a drab meeting hall into a grand room worthy of not just welcoming Prince Peter home but crowning a new princess as well. It was hard to spot much of the wood left. Every surface of the structure, including the floor, seeded to have been covered by something. Clara could not guess at the substance. It could have been stone or maybe marble, but she had never seen it applied so thinly. Even countertops were thicker than whatever had been laid down on the floors. All Clara knew was the hall now looked lovely and she felt even more underdressed than before.

		Once the decorating had been completed, people began to file into the hall. These people smiled and waved to each other, but they looked up reverently at Prince Peter. They acted much like the villagers Clara had encountered when they first entered the village. And as more people arrived, it became more and more apparent that these people were not all from this village. Word had clearly spread quickly and people were arriving from all over the kingdom.

		As Clara watched the people arrive, she noticed they seemed to congregate in groups. She could only guess they congregated by village. And each village was to give her a gift. That was more than she had bargained for through all of this, but she was willing to do her part. After all, gifts were almost always fun. The hard part was going to be sampling them enough to keep everyone happy. Clara had a feeling she was going to be playing a little bit of politics as she tried to keep the peace among the different village groups.

		As the village hall just about reached its capacity, Clara saw the now familiar sight of the Sugar Plum Bimbo as she sashayed her way through the crowd and up toward the dais at the front. She had changed her clothes since Clara had last seen her. She still wore purple, but now there was no questioning the size of her bosom. Her breasts were absolutely massive. Or at least they looked that way with the way she was showing off a deep valley of cleavage. Her butt was sizable too, encased tightly in her thin dress. And it was only now that the Sugar Plum Bimbo was dressed for the public that her hourglass figure was fully on display. Clara had no doubts about her now. She was every bit a bimbo.

		Clara had to wonder how this woman could administer a kingdom, but then again, if the kingdom was small enough, it probably would not be that difficult. Sure, there would probably be the occasional dispute, but other than that, the hardest part would probably be planning the various holidays the kingdom celebrated. Clara guessed being a bimbo did not preclude that skillset. After all, from her experience bimbos liked to party.

		“Gentlemen and bimbos,” the Sugar Plum Bimbo called out when she reached the dais. “It is my super duper honor to announce the return of Prince Peter.”

		The Sugar Plum Bimbo stepped aside as the gathered crowd erupted in great cheers. Clara found the noise of it all almost deafening. She nearly covered her ears with her hands, hoping to mute some of the sound. But she held back, not wanting to displease her future subjects.

		As the cheers died down, the Sugar Plum Bimbo stepped forward again and continued speaking, “It’s, like, amazing to have him back, but he should totally entertain us with his exploits while he was gone.”

		Prince Peter took the bait his regent provided him and rose from his seat.

		“Welcome all. It is truly good to be back. It has been a perilous journey to return to you all, but I have managed to overcome every obstacle thrown in my way. I know you will all wish to bestow the customary gifts and I will make sure there is time for that. However, I must also introduce you to the woman who saved my life as I faced down the Mouse King in single combat. Before I regale you of my harrowing tale, I wish to introduce you all to Clara.”

		Clara stood up and bowed meekly, not wanting to do anything wrong. This was a foreign country to her and she was unaware of its many customs. She did not want to get off on the wrong foot with the people.

		“And as a reward for saving my life and aiding me in defeating the Mouse King, I have offered to make her my princess. And I can now say that Clara here has agreed to my offer.”

		The crowd erupted in another set of cheers. Clara blushed at so much attention being brought on her. She was not used to being the center of attention. However, there was no way out of it. And if she was going to become the princess, this was something she would need to get used to, because this was going to be her home and her life from now on. That was assuming this was all real. Clara was not entirely sure of that still. But if this was real, it was just the beginning of the rest of her life.
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		The welcoming ceremony continued with Prince Peter giving a full accounting of his time away from the kingdom. When it came to telling the story of his battle with the Mouse King, he pleaded with Clara to reprise her role, flashing the crowd just as she had flashed him and the Mouse King in the heat of battle. She had blushed and shook her head, unwilling to expose herself to so many people.

		“Maybe she will feel better about it later,” Prince Peter said with a knowing smile. Clara saw it as a smirk, but she did not know him well enough to know what that meant. She truly was over her head in every respect in the Land of Sweets.

		The crowd laughed at Prince Peter’s comment. They seemed to think he was right, that Clara might be more willing to reenact her part in the story later. She could not imagine ever wanting to do that again and almost regretted having already done it, despite knowing it had saved Prince Peter’s life.

		After Clara’s refusal to play her part, Prince Peter continued speaking to the crowd, telling them how the Mouse King had been defeated, yes, but that he was likely to return someday after he had recovered from his injuries and had thought up a new diabolical plan to attack the Land of Sweets. If Clara had not seen the battle take place already, she would have assumed he was fear mongering, but she had to remind herself that this was a world she knew nothing about. She had no idea the history between Prince Peter and the Mouse King.

		After the story, the villages each sent a representative forward to give Prince Peter a welcome home gift. He graciously accepted each one, although he set them aside rather than indulge himself with each as Clara had been instructed to do when her time came. Not that anyone seemed to mind that Peter was willing to save the gifts for later. His thanks to his subjects was genuine, as far as Clara could tell. They really did love him and he seemed to show similar devotion to them, a rare combination in monarchy rule from Clara’s limited historical understanding.

		After nine gifts had been given to Prince Peter, one each from each of the villages in the Land of Sweets, the Sugar Plum Bimbo returned to the dais to continue her role as the master of ceremonies. “Now that we’ve all celebrated Prince Peter’s return, we must, like, totally turn our attention to the woman of the hour and Prince Peter’s future princess. This is gonna be super fun.”

		“Thank you, Sugar,” Prince Peter said, once again taking command of the ceremony. “I want to tell you all now that Clara is a foreigner to these lands. She does not know our ways and traditions. However, I am sure she is willing to learn. All I ask is for you to give her the space she needs to learn her place. And I think I can trust you all to provide her with the necessary gifts to make sure she becomes deserving of the title of Princess.”

		Again the crowd cheered. But as they cheered, there seemed to be movement within the crowd. Clara watched all this, her cheeks bright red, unused to having so much attention heaped upon her, but with concern that there might be some dissidence within the crowd. Would they accept her as their princess? Would they accept a foreigner in her role?

		The Sugar Plum Bimbo returned to the dais after Prince Peter’s message. She was giggling like an idiot, but no one seemed to mind that. After all, she was a bimbo.

		“First up is, like, the Village of Taffy,” the Sugar Plum Bimbo announced.

		A smaller cheer went up from the left side of the room. A young man with handsome features and blond hair made his way forward. He bowed low as he approached the dais and held out his gift for Clara. The Sugar Plum Bimbo took hold of the gift, bending at the waist as she did so, giving Clara a full view of her backside. It really was quite remarkable. Then the Sugar Plum Bimbo turned, all the while remaining bent at the waist, handing the gift to Clara while giving the crowd a generous, but more distanced, view, as Clara had just had.

		“Thank you,” Clara said as she accepted the gift.

		She slowly unwrapped it, much as she would at home, being careful not to rip the paper.

		“Oh, it’s taffy, of course,” Clara said. She almost started to fold up the wrapping around the gift again before she remembered the importance of sampling each gift, even if it was only a bite.

		Clara pulled out one of the pieces of taffy and popped it into her mouth. It tasted just like the saltwater taffy she used to get at the beach when she was a girl. However, unlike the taffy of her past, this taffy had a few special properties.

		“Whoa,” Clara said as she felt a strange tingling in her scalp. A moment later a lock of bright blonde hair tumbled forward and across her face. “What’s happening?”

		Clara held up her growing hair, both concerned and amazed as her once plain brown hair had turned blonde and was rapidly lengthening. The audience watched with glee as Clara’s hair turned a much more pleasing color and grew out until it nearly pooled in her lap.

		“That is the specialty of the Village Taffy,” Prince Peter said quietly, only loud enough for Clara to hear. “And I must say, they have chosen a lovely color for you. Any lighter and I think your hair would be white.”

		“I have platinum blonde hair,” Clara said in disbelief with a hint of disgust. She had long been teased by women with the color hair she now sported. There had been a time when she considered dying her hair to match, just to see if that would get them off her back, but she decided instead to dislike the color and the majority of women who chose for their hair to be this color.

		“That is a fitting name for it,” Prince Peter said. “I hope you enjoy it. It looks amazing on you.”

		“Are all of these gifts going to change me?”Clara asked, suddenly worried. She had counted when Prince Peter received his gifts. There were nine villages. Did that mean she was going to receive nine gifts too? Would all of them transform her in some way?

		“Is that really so bad?” Prince Peter asked. “Remember, it will be important that you play your role as my princess. Think of these gifts as helping you do that.”

		“Fine,” Clara said through gritted teeth. “Just know that I don’t approve and I’ll probably want to change back at some point.”

		Prince Peter said nothing. He simply signaled to the Sugar Plum Bimbo to call for the next village.

		“Next up is, like, the Village of Caramel,” she announced.

		This time, the cheer came from the right side of the room. And like before, a man approached the dais, bowing low. This man looked markedly different from the first man. Instead of blond hair, he had dark hair. But more importantly, his skin was much darker, as if he spent a great deal of his time out in the sun, giving his skin a glow.

		Clara was smart enough to know what the gift was before she was given it. She thanked both the man and the Sugar Plum Bimbo who continued to help the gift giving ceremony along by playing intermediary. Not that Clara needed her help. She would have been perfectly happy to accept the gift directly from the people.

		“I always liked caramels,” Clara said as she picked one from the gift and popped it into her mouth. She took her time chewing it, realizing that each village was probably known for a specific kind of candy. She would need to keep pace herself to prevent her stomach from getting upset from too much sugar.

		Clara said nothing as the transformation began. This time she could feel the tingling all over her body. Every inch of her skin tingled, from her toes up to her head. Clara looked down at her hands to see her complexion darken, as if she had just gotten a tan or had spent the last week in Mexico on the beach. It was the first time she had ever really had a tan, since she spent most of her free time indoors. In the past, when she had spent time outside, even with the protection of sunscreen, she had still burned, turning a bright shade of red. That had been no fun at all.

		“Here, baby,” the Sugar Plum Bimbo said, holding out a hand mirror for Clara to get a look at her face with her new complexion.

		“Wow,” Clara said when she saw her face. Not only was her skin darker, but her old acne scars had disappeared as well. And her hair nicely contrasted with her skin, giving her a striking appearance that she never would have imagined to be possible. “Maybe this isn’t so bad after all.”

		“That’s the spirit,” Prince Peter said, looking on with fascination and a little bit of lust.

		Clara was beginning to realize that Prince Peter had a type. Of course, the full extent of his preferences remained unknown to her, but she would not be surprised if the villagers’ gifts helped her more closely attain his desires in a princess. Clara considered herself lucky that her Peter had never shown any inclination toward other women. He certainly never hinted at him desiring anything other than her the way she naturally was.

		“Now it is time for, like, the Village of Chocolate,” the Sugar Plum Bimbo announced.

		A group cheered from the back of the hall. It took several moments for the representative from the Village of Chocolate to make his way forward. From Clara’s perspective, the man seemed entirely ordinary. Now that she had noticed the trend from the last two villages, she figured she would be able to guess what the candy she was given would do to her. However, the only thing that made this man different from any random stranger was the tightness of his pants. His bulge was obvious. But that would have nothing to do with her. Clara was a woman, not a man.

		“Thank you,” Clara said as she received this latest gift.

		She unwrapped it carefully, just as before. And with little surprise, she found chocolates inside. They each looked a little different, created with a different mould, but she assumed they would each have the same effect. Clara took one and gently bit into it. It was filled with a chocolate cream. It was delicious and she quickly ate the whole thing and was tempted to pick up another. However, Clara knew better and she had the self control to pace herself.

		This time the now expected tingle did not form on her skin but on her inside, down in her lower belly and between her legs.

		“Oh my,” Clara said as she opened her eyes wide and placed a hand on her chest as she tried to come to terms with what was happening to her. However, it was her pussy that was calling to her. It wanted nothing more than to feel her fingers probe its depths. A cock would be even better. Prince Peter had a cock. His would probably do nicely.

		Prince Peter chuckled as the Sugar Plum Bimbo giggled.

		“Is there anything I can help you with?” Prince Peter asked suggestively, keeping his voice down so the crowd could not hear him.

		Clara looked over at Prince Peter, but her eyes quickly shifted down to the bulge in his pants. Why had she never noticed his bulge before? The idea of sex had suddenly become forefront in her mind. And for the first time in Clara’s life, she was truly horny. Her body was brimming with sexual energy and she desperately needed relief. Even a few tentative strokes with a finger or two between her legs would be nice.

		“I’m good,” Clara said, steeling herself against her own body. She felt like her body was betraying her, like it had decided to just go off in a completely different direction, regardless of what she actually wanted. She held her thighs together, hoping she could manage to maintain her sense of decorum until the end of the ceremony. After that, however, all bets were off. But by then, she would be the princess and she would feel much better about jumping Prince Peter and riding him hard. That sounded wonderful and even as she thought about it, she bit her lower lip, trying to keep herself from acting on that fantasy immediately.

		“No matter,” Prince Peter said. “You have time to change your mind. I am not going anywhere.”

		Clara looked out at the crowd, but her eyes became unfocused as she used all her will power to avoid giving into the urgent need her pussy had called for. It did not help that her nipples had stiffened and were making their presence known as well. Her whole body seemed to be rebelling against her. Every potential erogenous area had come to life and seemed hell bent on overriding her sense of self. But Clara was determined not to give in. It would be unbecoming both herself and her position. And that was that.

		“Now it’s time for, like, the Village of Candy Canes,” the Sugar Plum Bimbo announced before she broke into a fit of giggles. She was still thinking about Clara and how horny she clearly was. Everyone could see it, even if Clara herself was trying to hide it and deny it. But as a bimbo, the Sugar Plum Bimbo had no qualms with wearing her sexuality and her arousal out in the open. If she got horny enough, she fucked someone. But that was the beauty of being a bimbo. And she knew Clara would eventually come to that revelation too. They always did.

		This time the cheers came from front and center in the hall. And it only took a moment for a fit man to make his way around the fire bowl and present the latest gift to the future princess.

		“Thank you,” Clara said as she continued to clench her thighs together.

		She unwrapped this latest package to find a set of hand-made candy canes inside. She took out one, the smallest one, since she doubted she would be able to finish even one with the time she had, and pushed it into her mouth, bottom first.

		All the women in the crowd, including the Sugar Plum Bimbo herself, giggled as Clara sucked on the end of the candy cane. She wanted to tell them all to grow up, even though she herself was now stuck on the idea that the candy cane was actually a cock and she was giving it head. Clara was sure that was a lingering effect from the chocolate she had eaten. It had certainly turned her mind and body in a more sex positive direction. And that might have been an understatement.

		Clara might have guessed that sucking on the candy cane would give her dick sucking lips. After all, the candy cane was a bit like a cock in that it had a long hard shaft. However, she would have been wrong. And that was demonstrated by how her body tingled with this latest change.

		“My legs, my arms, my butt,” Clara said in surprise as the now familiar tingles began. However, dressed as she was, the changes to her body were less visible than the others. She was left guessing what happened as her legs and torso lengthened slightly, giving her a small boost to her height. She also became toned, losing that extra bit of fat that had settled in with her job that mostly had her sitting all day. In addition to her now more athletic looking body, her limbs became more lithe, giving her the strength and flexibility of a dancer.

		The one thing that Clara could most tell from the way she sat was that her butt had changed. It had rounded out into a firm bubble butt, forcing her just a little bit higher in her seat as her backside expanded. It matched her overall athletically minded frame, giving her an ass that could only be created with many, many hours spent in a gym, working specific muscles to get them to grow into the smackable ass she now sported.

		“Clara, dear,” Prince Peter said. “Would you mind standing up a moment and giving everyone a little spin. I think we all want to see what just happened.”

		Clara wanted to say no, but she did not feel she had the standing. And it was such a small request. Without saying anything, she set the package of candy canes aside and pushed herself to her feet.

		The first thing she noticed was how much her height had changed. In the big picture, it was a minor increase, but that mattered little when it created a shift that Clara had previously been unprepared for. She felt as if she now towered over the crowd, aided by the fact she stood on the raised dais. Once Clara found her bearings, she began to turn around, taking her time. As soon as her back was turned to the crowd, they began to cheer. Apparently they liked what they saw.

		As Clara returned to her seat, she realized three things about her outfit. First, the seat of her pajama pants was tight across her backside. That gave her a better idea of what the crowd was cheering about. They had enjoyed looking at her butt, causing a fresh, but delayed blush to appear one her face and upper chest. Next, Clara realized that her added height, and possibly her bigger butt, had made her pajama pants unable to cover her ankles. There were now a few inches between the hem of her pants and her slippers. Finally, she realized that the shift in her height had also caused the hem of her top to only just meet the top of her pants. When she sat down, several inches of her back became exposed, although no one could see that from where she sat.

		“Impressive, my dear Clara,” Prince Peter said. “And just think. You are almost past halfway. You’ll be my proper princess in no time.”

		Clara was not someone to cause a fuss, but she was beginning to regret agreeing to become a princess. And she only just now realized that Prince Peter had always referred to her future role as his princess. She was not just going to be a princess, but his princess. That worried her. However, given her situation, she did not think it possible to stop. She needed to see this through, no matter what happened.

		“And now, like, the Village of Gummy,” the Sugar Plum Bimbo announced.

		This time it seemed that the entire hall erupted in cheers, not just the people of Gummy. Clara knew right away that whatever this gift did to her, everyone in the hall was going to enjoy it. Unfortunately, the man who brought her this next gift gave her few clues as to what might be in store for her. He seemed particularly strong, with bulging muscles and a large chest, but that did not seem that different from the man who gave her the candy canes.

		“Thank you,” Clara said as she was presented this latest gift.

		She carefully unwrapped it, as usual, finding a jar of gummy candy inside. She unscrewed the cap and picked out one of the candies. It was shaped like something, but Clara was unsure of what it could be. It was not the familiar bears that she ate as a kid.

		With no fanfare, Clara shrugged her shoulders and popped the gummy into her mouth. She chewed it quickly and swallowed it down. It was tasty and again, she was tempted to eat another, but without knowing what candy was in her future, she wanted to continue to pace herself.

		As Clara set the gummy jar aside, she felt the familiar tingle. This time it was centered on her chest.

		“Uh oh,” Clara said as she looked down to watch her breasts begin to push out at her top.

		It was a bit like watching two balloons get blown up while covered over with a blanket. Only these balloons had real mass to them. Clara could feel their weight pulling her forward. She looked down into the v-neck of her top. Before, the neckline had sat flush against the skin of her upper chest. Now it was pushed out. She could not see much in the dark space under her top, but she could see cleavage she never had before.

		“Those are super nice,” the Sugar Plum Bimbo commented. “You’re gonna be as big as me, aren’t you?”

		It was a question, but one that did not need to be answered. Everyone, including Clara, watched as her flannel top grew tight around her expanding chest. With every passing moment her breasts grew bigger and bigger, moving past boob sizes and into the category of tits. And they were big tits. Before long, the flannel material was getting threadbare as it tried to stretch over her momentous buxom bosom.

		And just when Clara thought her top might rip and bare her big new tits to everyone, the growth stopped. She breathed deeply and slowly, needing air, but also not wanting to put her top under any more strain. She was afraid it simply would not last. One fast breath and she would be topless. And even if the top did not break, the added stretch had forced the hem to ride up even higher, now exposing her belly-button.

		“Fantastic,” Prince Peter said. “I cannot wait to get my hands on those babies. Those are the tits of a princess.”

		Clara braced herself on the armrests of the chair, trying to keep herself calm. In her mind, this was too much. These gifts had taken her from being a nobody, to being truly beautiful, to be a grotesque level of femininity that she could not stand for. There had to be a way to change her back. The only problem was, she did not feel confident enough to demand that to happen. She only hoped that Prince Peter would acquiesce to her request after the ceremony was over. She did not want to make a scene, but these tits, as Prince Peter called them, were completely too much. It would have been one thing to give her a little boost, but this was far more than a little. It was more than a big boost. Clara could not stop seeing herself as a freak.

		“That was fun,” the Sugar Plum Bimbo said as the crowd gave Clara one more cheer.

		As much as Clara disliked her situation, she had to admit that at least the crowd liked what had just happened. And now she understood why the whole crowd cheered when the Village of Gummy was called up. They all wanted to see her with big tits. Well, now she had them and she definitely did not want them.

		Clara looked down one last time and her face turned an even brighter shade of red as she realized her nipples were still stiff and were not poking at the thin fabric of her top. Everyone in the room could see her nipples. It was times like these that Clara wished her life would just be normal for once, something she had never seen it as being before. Unfortunately, in the Land of Sweets, her life was still strange and unusual. She simply could not escape it.

		“Next up is, like, my own village,” the Sugar Plum Bimbo announced. “Come on up, Village of Lollipops.”

		This time the cheer was much more localized. And as soon as Clara saw the man approach the dais, she knew what this change would entail. It was time for the lips, for he had a full pair himself, perfect for kissing. However, Clara could guess that her lips would end up being even more full and plump than his.

		“Thank you,” Clara said as she accepted this next gift. She was not about to anger her hosts, even though she wanted nothing more than to walk away from this whole affair. She was done with it. However, she recognized that she was at these people’s mercy. If she refused to continue, they could either force the gifts on her or they could do something far worse. Neither were things she wanted to think about. It was better to just go with the flow.

		Clara unwrapped the latest gift to find a bag of lollipops. That was no surprise. She took one of them and plopped it into her mouth. It was red and tasted like cherry.

		This time, the tingling began almost as soon as Clara’s lips touched the lollipop. They began to tingle and from there, they slowly expanded into plump cock pillows. The Sugar Plum Bimbo held out the mirror for Clara to see what was happening. As she continued to suck on the lollipop, her lips grew to a size that it was obvious what they were best suited for.

		“Perfect for sucking princely cock,” the Sugar Plum Bimbo said quietly with a giggle.

		“I know I’m going to be enjoying that soon enough,” Prince Peter said.

		Clara dropped the lollipop back into the bag as she turned to stare at Prince Peter. Her eyes simply could not convey the displeasure she felt and the rest of her face was now incapable of properly showing her feelings. Her lips seemed stuck somewhere between a pout and a permanent pucker. Yes, it was sexy looking, but it was limiting as well.

		It took a few moments for Clara to realize that she could not even smile properly anymore. With lips this big, they simply did not move in that way naturally. She would have to retrain the muscles in her face to smile. That would mean spending hours in front of the mirror practicing, but Clara did not know if she could stand that. She was becoming more and more disillusioned with her appearance. It had all gone too far.

		“You ready for the next one?” the Sugar Plum Bimbo asked quietly. She could see how much Clara was struggling. Clara felt like she had an ally at last, even if she was a bimbo. “You’ve, like, got three more to go.”

		“She can handle it, Sugar,” Prince Peter said. “I have faith in her.”

		Clara looked at Prince Peter, but he did not even bother to look back at her. But then Clara’s eyes drifted down and once again spotted the bulge in his pants. She licked her lips automatically, a fantasy forming in her head of her and her cock sucking lips wrapped around his big hard cock. It was enough to get her fire burning. Clara shivered as she realized how turned on she was getting. These candies were turning her into a fuck doll. And she could only guess at what would come next.

		“Okie dokie,” the Sugar Plum Bimbo said. “Like, next up is the Village of Bubble Gum.”

		Another cheer went up in the hall. And this time, the man who came forward had no physical indication of what the bubble gum might do to Clara. She tried running her mind through what else could be changed on her body. There was almost nothing left. Her hair, her skin, her butt, her legs, her arms, her tits, and her lips had all been changed. The only thing Clara could think of was that the bubble gum she was about to chew would give her a craving for pink. That was the best she could come up with, except the man in question wore no pink at all.

		“Thank you,” Clara said once again. At least she had not lost her manners, even if she thought these gifts were growing more and more troublesome.

		Clara began to grow careless about the wrapping of the gifts. It was not that she was excited, but her preference to keep wrapping nice and orderly was beginning to wane under the pressure of her situation. It did not help that she now needed to hold the gift out near her knees just so she could see it over her tits. That alone was annoying, given that every time she looked down she was reminded of the gigantic balls of flesh that she now sported on her chest.

		Once unwrapped, Clara found herself with a jar of gumballs. She picked one out. This one happened to be pink. It seemed fitting, given what she was slowly being turned into. Clara popped the gum ball into her mouth and started to chew.

		The crowd waited expectantly for what came next. Clara herself was not sure what to expect, but the familiar tingling returned, this time focusing on her neck and throat, as well as in her head. It was a strange feeling, made worse when her mind went blank for a moment. It was almost as if she blacked out, her brain rebooting voluntary functions after whatever change had been made, as if her operating system had just been updated.

		“Please do me a favor and tell the crowd how you helped save me during the battle,” Prince Peter said. “You can keep chewing the gum if you want.”

		Clara thought the request strange, but she was not about to disobey at this point. She had come too far and sacrificed too much.

		“So, like, the Mouse King was totally gonna kill Prince Peter,” Clara started to say, but she stopped halfway through as she struggled to understand what had just happened. The words she had just spoken were not the words she had meant to say. They came out differently than she had meant. And then there was her voice. It was at least an octave higher than it had been only moments before. It was all made worse by the laughs and giggles from the crowd.

		“Go on,” Prince Peter said. “Finish the story.”

		Clara sighed, knowing there was nothing she could do as she loudly chewed on the gum. “And then, like, I yelled and flashed my tits to totes distract the Mouse King guy and stuff. Then Prince Peter stabbed the bad guy and won or something.”

		“Much better,” Prince Peter said with a satisfactory smile.

		“Grr,” Clara said, angry at how completely inane and dumb she now sounded. And her composure was breaking. She could not keep going like this. “You think you’re, like, so hot and stuff. I’m super mad at you.”

		“Not to worry,” Prince Peter said calmly. “You will feel much better soon enough. Sugar, let us keep things moving before our soon to be princess starts something she cannot keep up.”

		“Yes, your highness,” the Sugar Plum Bimbo said before turning to the crowd who were still laughing and giggling over the new way that Clara spoke. “Next up is, like, the Village of Frosting.”

		Another round of cheers went out as another man moved forward. Clara briefly wondered why all the gift givers were men, but then she decided she did not actually want to know the answer to that question. Given what she had seen thus far, as well as the transformation she was undergoing, they were probably all much like the Sugar Plum Bimbo. They were probably all bimbos. No wonder whenever the crowd laughed, she heard giggles as well.

		“Thank you,” Clara said as she was presented with the penultimate gift. Unlike the previous gifts, this one appeared to be a tube of frosting with a bow tied around it.

		Pulling her gum out of her mouth, she held it carefully between two fingers as she prepared to sample her latest gift. Clara left the bow tied around the tube as she uncapped it and raised it to her mouth. Her plump lips created a tight seal around the tip as she squeezed the tube. Sweet and tasty frosting squirted into her mouth. However, at the same time it felt as if a cold wind had rushed through the village hall. Clara disengaged her lips from the frosting tube and looked down to see that her flannel pajamas were gone. They had not ripped. They were simply missing. And rather than leaving her completely bare, other clothing, more revealing clothing, had appeared in their place.

		The clothes she now wore amounted to a few strips of cloth that conveniently covered her pussy and her nipples. On top of that she wore a pink sweater dress with a plunging neckline to show off an expansive valley of cleavage. However, the sweater was loosely knit, leaving most of her skin visible beneath it.

		Clara never would have worn such an outfit. And she never would have paired it with the matching six-inch heels that now adorned her feet. She seriously questioned whether she would be able to walk in them, let alone stand in them with her new assets pulling her every which way.

		Yet, as frustrated as Clara was by her situation, she also knew there was nothing she could do about it. And there was no use getting worked up about it. Admittedly, had Clara been a more confident person with her body in the past, she might have considered wearing a dress like this at home to turn on her husband, but that confidence had never been there before. It still was not there, but there was nothing Clara could do about that right now.

		“Much better,” Prince Peter commented as Clara set the tube of frosting aside and popped the gum back into her mouth. As odd as it was to chew gum like that, she found it strangely comforting. “That is an outfit fit for a princess. And just one gift remains. Sugar?”

		“And, like, finally,” the Sugar Plum Bimbo announced. “Let’s totally bring up the Village of Cotton Candy.”

		Big cheers went up all around the hall. Everyone seemed to know what to expect from this last gift. Everyone, but Clara. However, as soon as she spotted the gift presenter, she had a fair idea of what to expect. Suffice it to say that the man bringing forth her final gift had a certain look about it. He looked like an idiot. The man had to be redirected toward the stage three separate times after getting distracted by something shiny or whatnot. Clara’s first thought upon seeing him was that he had been getting high on his own supply. But when it came to candy, Clara supposed that was no surprise.

		But then the realization of what this man’s intelligence meant for Clara. Because of all these gifts, she looked like a bimbo, she dressed like a bimbo, she sounded like a bimbo, and now they were going to take her down the rest of the way and make her a bimbo through and through.

		“You, like, can’t do this to me and stuff,” Clara cried out as she pushed herself to her feet. However, her unfamiliarity with the high heels on her feet, as well as her new center of gravity, soon had her swaying back and forth just trying to remain upright.

		“I think you will find this to be for the best,” Prince Peter said. “You are going to be my bimbo princess. Embrace it. I know you will love it once you try it. Every woman in the Land of Sweets is a bimbo. And now it is your turn.”

		The Sugar Plum Bimbo guided Clara back into her seat as the man from the Village of Cotton Candy finally arrived at the dais. What fight Clara might have managed before her body had been reshaped was gone. She had lost her chance of escape. There was only one thing left to do. She would eat the cotton candy and become the bimbo everyone in the Land of Sweets wanted her to be. She could only hope she would enjoy it as much as Prince Peter hinted at.

		“Like, fine,” Clara said, sulking as she received the gift. No one was surprised that she did not thank the man who had presented it to her. Not that the man seemed to mind. He was already distracted by the fire, staring into its depths.

		Clara once again pulled out the gum from her mouth as she ripped open the packaging on this last gift. She no longer cared about maintaining order. She just wanted to get this moment over with. With her free hand, she reached into the package and pulled out a large tuft of cotton candy. She stuffed it in her mouth, letting it dissolve on her tongue as she licked her fingers clean.

		At first nothing happened. Clara took a moment to put the gum back in her mouth and resumed chewing it. She began to wonder if the cotton candy was a dud. Maybe it would not work on her. Maybe she was immune. Maybe she would be spared the fate of a bimbo.

		However, the effects of the cotton candy were only delayed, her system struggling to continue processing all the sugar she had consumed. The familiar tingle returned, this time entirely focused in her head.

		As Clara sat there, her thoughts slowed to the speed of flowing honey. And they were just as sweet, her negative emotions getting completely washed over, allowing only the positive emotions to remain.

		Everyone watched as Clara’s face turned placid as the cotton candy went to work on her mind. The bubble gum had been but a minor alteration in the grand scheme of things. The cotton candy committed Clara’s brain to a full-scale rewrite, removing unimportant facts, figures, and connections and replacing them with the knowledge a bimbo like Clara needed to know. What was left of her diminished mind when the cotton candy had finished its work was but a shadow of its former self, but it had been filled with everything she could possibly need to know about sex, fashion, and the art of pleasing others, especially men like Prince Peter.

		Clara blinked several times as her brain rebooted. Then she giggled. She looked out at the crowd of fun and sexy people. She looked down to see her big tits, well presented. She gave her shoulders a shake, just to see them jiggle and sway in her tight sweater dress.

		Then Clara looked over at Prince Peter and her eyes lit up with a mixture of lust and obedience. There was nothing she would not do for that man. She licked her lips as she saw his growing hardness confined in his pants. She might be dumb now, but she could still think of a few things she could do with Prince Peter’s cock. Top of the list was her sitting on his lap as he filled her tight pussy with his cock. But she would be happy to please him in any way that he wished. That was the joy of being an obedient bimbo. And soon she would be his obedient bimbo princess. She could think of another better to be.

		“Am I, like, a princess and stuff now?” Clara finally asked.

		“Not yet,” Prince Peter said. “Every princess is a bimbo, but not every bimbo is a princess. But you will be a princess soon. We have one last ceremonial event to complete.”

		“And then you can, like, fuck me?”

		The crowd erupted in laughter. It was the kind of laughter that would have bothered Clara in the past. They were laughing at her, not with her. But as a bimbo, that distinction no longer mattered. Soon Clara was giggling along with the crowd.

		“Among other things,” Prince Peter said. “Sugar, let us move onto the princess crowning ceremony.”

		

	
		

		7

		

		Without the crowd going anywhere, everything in the hall seemed to change. People rushed around changing decorations. The large fire bowl at the foot of the dais was moved. A dozen burly men picked up the stone slab with the stone fire bowl still on top with the fire still burning and carried it out, the audience parting to allow them space.

		The whole situation felt surreal for Clara. Then again, now that she was a bimbo, she was left feeling spacey and disjointed. Yet she now felt those were positive feelings. They left her feeling strangely pleasant.

		The idea that Clara needed to know what was going on around her had faded. She could watch, but that did not mean she could understand. And understanding was no longer important to the nascent bimbo. It was more fun to go with the flow and offer her body to anyone who wanted it. That was assuming Prince Peter was willing to share her.

		As a red carpet was brought in that ran the length of the hall from the dais back to the main entrance, Clara spent most of her time playing with her new tits. She was focused on making them look as good as she could, maximizing how much cleavage she had on display. Clara wanted to look her best, because when she looked her best, she looked her most fuckable. And fucking was now very important to her. She was always horny and always looking for sex.

		Finally, the set change was complete and the Sugar Plum Bimbo returned to the front of the hall.

		“Gentlemen and bimbos,” she called out. “It’s time for, like, the main event. It’s totally time to make Clara into Prince Peter’s princess.”

		The crowd cheered. Clara beamed with pride, knowing they were talking about her. She could not wait to be Prince Peter’s princess. She wanted nothing more than to kneel at his feet and suck his cock. Or she could fuck him with her tits, or her pussy, or her ass. Really, any way that he wanted to fuck her was good by her. She just wanted access to his cock so she could please him.

		“But the super important question is, like, is Clara a big enough bimbo to be a princess,” the Sugar Plum Bimbo continued. “So it’s time to totally rate that bimbo.”

		Again the crowd cheered. Clara bounced up and down on her toes with excitement, causing her tits to bound and jiggle in her top.

		“Does Clara have, like, big bimbo tits?” The Sugar Plum Bimbo called out.

		“Yes,” the crowd cheered in unison.

		In response, Clara cupped her tits with her hands and bobbled them in her hands as she made kissy faces toward the crowd in thanks. She loved the appreciation they had of her body. As a bimbo, she had little else available to her.

		“Does Clara act dumb and sexy?” the Sugar Plum Bimbo asked the crowd.

		“Yes,” the crowd cheered again.

		Clara started blowing kisses to the crowd as her spare hand ran down her flank, emphasizing her hourglass curves and her tight dress.

		“And finally,” the Sugar Plum Bimbo said. “Will Clara do anything to, like, please a cock?”

		Clara already knew the answer to that. She joined the crowd in chanting, “Yes.” She was so horny she would do anything for a cock. But it also had to do with a now deep-seated submissiveness that had become all-encompassing. Clara found pleasure in submissively serving others, especially when she was serving them sexually.

		“Then I now pronounce Clara bimbo enough to be Prince Peter’s princess,” the Sugar Plum Bimbo announced.

		Clara was ready to jump for joy. In all her life she had never been this happy before. Even marrying her husband had not made her this happy. It sure was great being a bimbo, especially when they were about to make her a bimbo princess.

		“I believe this is my part,” Prince Peter said as he rose to his feet and stepped behind Clara. He produced a tiara from behind his back. “Now hold still.”

		Clara did her best to follow directions, but her excitement was bubbling out of her, making it difficult to keep still. Nonetheless, she managed as Prince Peter slowly and gently lowered the tiara onto Clara’s head.

		The moment Prince Peter pulled his hands away, the crowd erupted in cheers. She was a princess.

		Princess Clara turned around and wrapped her arms around her prince and pulled him in close. Prince Peter immediately took control of the situation, bowing his head and kissing Princess Clara hard on the lips. The crowd continued to cheer as Prince Peter claimed his princess.

		The noise was barely noticeable for Princess Clara. She was too focused on the man holding her. She pressed her big bimbo tits against his chest. She could feel his bulging cock pushing back against her. But more importantly, she simply enjoyed the pleasure shooting through her body as she kissed the man she now belonged to. She was not just the bimbo princess of the Land of Sweets, she was Prince Peter’s bimbo princess. And that was the most important title she could ever have. It was the greatest honor possible for Princess Clara to be owned by the Prince of the Land of Sweets.

		Their lips remained locked for a long time. Somehow they both managed to keep breathing as their kiss extended past a reasonable length and moved into the extraordinary category. And still they continued.

		When finally Prince Peter broke the kiss, he turned and smiled toward the waiting crowd. Princess Clara saw that all eyes were on them. She used the moment to reach down and publicly give Prince Peter’s cock a little squeeze. The crowd cheered again, fully approving what would be considered lewd behavior almost anywhere else.

		“Come, my dear bimbo,” Prince Peter said. “We have a sleigh ride up tot he castle where I intend to fuck what is left of your brains out of your pretty little head.”

		“You, like, know me so good and stuff,” Princess Clara said.

		“And if you are really good,” Prince Peter whispered in her ear. “I will let you ride my cock in the sleigh.”

		That got Princess Clara all hot and excited. She wanted nothing more than to drag Prince Peter to the sleigh right then so she could hop up on his lap and ride him. But she knew better than that. She might be a bimbo and a slut, but she was also a princess, and as such, she had certain responsibilities, even if everyone present would have enjoyed seeing her first fuck as a bimbo. But Princess Clara was vaguely aware of protocol and she would not let herself do anything that Prince Peter did not wish of her.

		Princess Clara took the prince’s arm and let him guide her down the red carpet. The crowd bowed as they walked by. Now that she was seeing the people up close, she was impressed by the number of bimbos like her in the audience. The amount of boob flesh on display was quite remarkable. For the briefest of moments, Princess Clara had what amounted to an impressive thought. She wondered if the Land of Sweets was named not just for the candy that each village produced, but for the sweet bimbos who lived within its borders. However, that thought was fleeting, untethered to anything of note, forgotten almost as soon as it was created.

		Once outside, there was a waiting horse-drawn sleigh with four horses ready to pull the prince and princess up to the castle. The sleigh driver tipped his cap to the royalty as Prince Peter helped his princess up into the sleigh.

		If Princess Clara was cold in her revealing dress, she did not show it. Even as the snow continued to fall, she got more than enough warmth from the knowledge that she was a bimbo princess.

		As the sleigh pulled out of the village, Princess Clara could not have been a happier bimbo. And when Prince Peter pulled out his cock, she squealed with delight, knowing just what she needed to do. When it came to cocks, Princess Clara was an expert. After all, she was a bimbo princess now.
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		When Clara woke up the next morning, she did so in a familiar bed. She stretched lazily, enjoying the sensation of the flannel sheets against her otherwise naked body.

		However, Clara’s thoughts came slowly to her. For the briefest of moments, she wondered if something was wrong with her, but as soon as she felt the fire in her belly that was her arousal ignite, any worries about whether she should have been smart or not faded away. It felt so much better to stop thinking and let her body take charge.

		And if Clara’s body was telling her anything, it was that she was horny and she needed to get fucked. It was only after Clara came to that realization that she realized she was not alone in the bed.

		“Silly me,” Clara whispered to herself as she realized Peter, her husband, was sleeping peacefully next to her.

		Clara glanced over at the clock, trying to decide if it was late enough to wake him. However, the moment the digital clock on the nightstand came into view, the numbers swam in front of her eyes. So much for telling time.

		But it was light out. That must mean it was all right to wake him, she reasoned.

		“Babe,” Clara said quietly as she tried to nudge Peter awake. “Babe, I’m horny. Can we fuck?”

		Peter opened his eyes to see his blonde-headed, big-titted, bimbo of a wife looking at him with pure lust in her eyes.

		“It worked,” he breathed as he pulled Clara in tight.

		“Ooh, that’s it,” Clara said as she figured out what Peter was aiming for. She spooned with him, becoming the little spoon so that his cock could fit into her from behind. She had no idea what Peter had meant with his comment, but she did not care either. Sex first, thinking later, assuming she ever got around to it.

		Soon Peter was fucking her slowly from behind as he reached around and grabbed one of her big tits. That made Clara moan with pleasure. Her whole body had been primed for sex and she was almost guaranteed to cum every time. It was possible for her to even cum from blowjobs or tit-fucks, but Peter knew he had plenty of time to test everything out with his new bimbo.

		As Clara nearly drowned in sexual pleasure as Peter fucked her, she had no idea that the night before she had been a perfectly normal woman, if slightly below average in appearance. She had no idea that she had once been a science researcher. Now she was a sexy and slutty bimbo who belonged fully to her husband.

		Stars flashed in front of Clara’s eyes as Peter unloaded into her pussy, filling her with his seed. She came hard, moaning through her orgasm as Peter held her tight, preventing her arms from flailing uncontrollably.

		“Ooh, thanks, babe,” Clara said with the giggle after she had recovered.

		“You’re more than welcome,” Peter said as he smiled, thankful for everything that had happened. He had been happy with Clara before, but he knew he would be much more happy now. She would be happier too. That was one of the benefits of being a bimbo.

		“Come on,” Peter said as he threw off the covers and sat up. “It’s Christmas morning and I want to see you unwrap all your gifts.”

		“Yippee,” Clara cheered as she jumped out of bed. She slipped on a pair of high-heeled slippers and threw on a sheer robe. It did nothing to hide her impressive assets, but that was half the fun. Sometimes just a little bit of thin fabric was enough to make an outfit that much hotter.

		As Clara minced into the living room where the tree was already shining, she had a brief moment of déjà vu. She could not explain how familiar it all felt, as if she had been here only moments before.

		When Clara’s gaze fell on the collection of nutcrackers on the table, she briefly noticed that the nutcracker in front was no longer broken. However, that thought simply did not last when faced with the pure child-like joy she felt in it being Christmas morning. She could not wait to open her presents. She was sure that Peter had bought her lots of sexy clothes and jewelry to wear. He treated her like such a princess and in return, she treated him like a prince, making sure his cock was always well cared for. She would do anything for him.

		Clara might not have remembered the events of the night before, but she was certainly happy with the results. She loved being a bimbo and could not imagine being anything else. This was how she was meant to be, even if her past self never would have seen it that way. However, the truth was plain as day to the bimbo princess named Clara.
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