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Plucking the
Peacock

 Iron hinges squealed as
the large door to the Queen’s chambers swung open. A bearded man
entered the room. The rusted shackles on his ankles rattled with
each footstep. His beard was unkempt and his dark brown hair was a
tangled mess that hung over his shoulders. He was clad in a
tattered, grey loincloth. The contours of his ribcage moved with
every weak breath. Out of proportion with his frail body were his
arms, his muscles looking as hard as rock under his sallow skin. He
appeared capable of defending himself if it weren’t for the tall
knight standing behind him.

The knight’s gold armor appeared to
glow under the torch light. A large helm covered his face, except
for a small dark slit for his eyes. Engraved on his chest plate was
the image of a peacock with its tail spread open. He kept one large
hand gripped around his sword while the other pushed the slave
further into the room. The fingertips of the knight’s gauntlet
curved into sharp talons, digging into the slave’s back. “King
Edward.” A low, booming voice echoed from under the
helm.

From behind a wooden folded screen,
Edward heard footsteps. He saw a gold seven-pointed crown sitting
atop a head of blonde hair. A hand rose from above the screen,
holding a red corset. “Hello Edward, it’s been a while since I saw
you. I believe it was three months?”

She spoke as if he were her guest,
using a soft, polite tone. Yet, it made Edward shake. He turned to
the door only to feel the knight’s claws push into his back,
“Answer her!”

“Yes your
Majesty.”

“I decided to bless you
with some fresh air, and something else if you give me what I
want.” Her hand dangled the corset in the air.

“How can I s-serve you my
Queen?”

“What do you know about
the land of Domos?”

“Domos? You mean the
‘Golden City’?” he watched the top of her head dip
forward.

“That’s the one.” She
released the corset, letting it hang over the screen. “The Emperor
returned my letter and has accepted my offer to meet with him. Is
it true it’s called the Golden City because the commoners live in
splendor?”

The removal of the Queen’s garment
didn’t excite Edward, he focused on silhouette that hovered over
him. “That’s the rumor. There is a vast market and the Emperor pays
for the travel and supply costs for the merchants. This allows them
to sell their goods for a lower price to the citizens and increase
their own profits.”

“If only he visited Altrea
he would see that if you let peasants fend for themselves, the weak
will die and those who survive on what little they can afford do so
without complaints. Why bother wasting money on others?”

“I don’t know your
majesty.”

“That wasn’t a question
for you Edward, you aren’t a noble anymore.” She cackled, queuing
the knight to join her. “He must be quite wealthy to waste his
fortune on his people.”

“The Emperor is said to
have vaults of gold in his palace. But he never leaves.”

“Why?”

“For fear of
thieves?”

“Don’t’ be stupid Edward,
well, I suppose that’s asking too much. But why would he give his
money to peasants if he’s afraid of people stealing his
gold?”

Edward wrung his hands. The knight
pushed him so hard he fell to his knees. “Your Queen asked you a
question.”

“I don’t know your
majesty. I’m only telling you what my army had told me.”

“Oh? A shame you can’t ask
them again. Perhaps I was too hasty in cutting their heads
off.”

“Yes…” Edward hissed
through grit teeth.

“If he is paranoid about
losing his gold, he might be resistant to my charm. Words couldn’t
do my beauty justice, no matter how descriptive I was in the
letter. He has not seen me in person like the Kings in Altrea. He
hasn’t had time to-” she stuck her leg out from behind the screen,
clad in a white stocking that reached her thigh. Edward could make
out the lace trim. “-see my best qualities.”

Edward tried to look away. The knight
grabbed his face and kept Edward’s head facing forward. The Queen’s
leg disappeared behind the screen before she flung her dress over
it. Edward backed away just as it landed, a dark green gown with
gold sparkling trim around the hem. Around the neckline was the
brown pelt of an elk.

“Does it bring back
memories?” she said in a breathy tone, “I had it designed
especially for you whenever I visited your kingdom. I still
remember the pathetic look on your face when you saw
me.”

Edward tightened his neck.

“That’s why I called you
here, I want to know what about my beauty possessed you to propose.
Especially since you were my last husband. If you tell me, you
might get to see it.” Two bare arms rose from the top of the
screen, fingers laced together. Edward felt the blood warm in his
veins as he heard her whispered offer.

“Y-you were the wealthiest
noble in the realm, it only made sense.”

Her arms dropped, “I am not a fool!
Men have lusted for my body ever since my father died! The seven
Kings before you thought they could have me before I imprisoned
them. What made you think you would be any different? What about my
body made you foolish enough to give away everything?”

She could barely finish the sentence
without cackling again. Edward’s hands balled into fists, squeezing
so hard his knuckles were white. “Y-your chest.”

“What was
that?”

“Your chest…I was fond of
your ch-your breasts.” The back of his skull burned as the guard
grabbed his ragged hair.

“Watch your
tongue!”

“It’s okay Marcellus. I’m
asking him. My breasts you say?” she hummed.

“He didn’t even get to see
them the night of your wedding.” Marcellus snickered.

“That’s true, your sword
was already pointing into his back before I took off my corset.”
She let out a sigh, “Thank you Edward for your help. Now for your
reward…”

The wooden screen came crashing
forward. Edward didn’t bother to look at Queen Anna Wismont of
Altrea. Her golden blonde hair flowed down to the small of her
back. Her pointed cheeks gave her face a look of perfect symmetry.
She wore a long, sleeveless white gown. A heart-shaped gap
separated the collar and the torso. Her hips also rounded out,
almost mimicking the heart shape that exposed her
cleavage.

“What do you think?” with
her arms spread open, Anna straightened her posture and moved
forward.

Edward kept his eyes on the floor,
watching his legs shake. His bare feet felt numb standing on the
stone floor.

“Edward? Your Queen is
asking you a question.” Anna stepped closer with her hands on her
hips.”

Before Marcellus could hit him again,
Edward stammered “D-divine your Majesty. Your face must have been
sculpted by angels. I remember kissing your hand many times and was
struck by how soft to the touch it was.” He muttered. Pain shot
through his jaw as he felt his beard pull his chin up.

Anna gripped his beard tight, forcing
his eyes to stare at her chest peeking through the heart-shaped
gap. “Don’t just flatter me Edward, I want you to take your time,
admiring what it is you’ll never have.” She turned side to side and
let her breasts shake. He obeyed, standing pigeon-toed as her body
made snake-like movements.

“I-I would tear out my
eyes, knowing I could never have someone as divine as you your
Majesty.”

“And what about the back?”
Anna spun on her heels, keeping her hands on her hips as she backed
into Edward. She pressed the large, round surface of her backside
against his loin cloth. She swayed her hips until she heard Edward
groan.

“Absolutely….stunning.
Th-thank you for your generosity your Majesty.” He closed his eyes,
trying to banish the image of her peach shaped bottom.

“Now don’t lie Edward.”
Anna turned around to wag her finger at him, “This is my first time
traveling by sea to meet a noble. My appearance has to be perfect.”
She turned to look at herself in front of the standing mirror,
“Personally, I think white is too plain, but the captain tells me
it is hot in Domos.”

“You look good in anything
your M-” Edward held his breath when he felt her hand grab his
crotch, thumb and index finger exploring the surface of his
semi-hard shaft.

“I thought you’d like
that.” She pouted her lips and squeezed until Edward fell to his
knees, “How pathetic. It was your cock that cost you your kingdom.
I imagine that must make it hard to live with yourself.”

Edward dry heaved, feeling his stomach
explode from within. The knight grabbed him by the shoulders and
stood him up.

“Since you have nothing
else to say you can return to the dungeon with the others. You’re
going to need a good rest. We set sail for Domos tomorrow and all
of you will be walking quite a distance. The Emperor has promised I
will be treated as his most respected guest, and I want to be sure
I make my own impression.

 


***

 


Anna’s ship sailed for three weeks
until finally arriving at the Domos port. Her former husbands
unloaded her luggage. The emperor provided her with a guide, a
dozen horses, and a gold-painted palanquin for her slaves to carry.
The guide, a middle-aged man wearing a white robe, informed her
that it would be a half-day’s journey. While time did not matter to
Anna, Marcellus and the two-dozen knights in his command would have
to endure the blistering heat in their armor. After her husbands
loaded the horses, they lifted the palanquin off the ground and
carried her to Domos.

The market stretched from the harbor
all the way to a large white palace located in the heart of the
city. Every merchant stall was fully stocked. Baskets were filled
to the brim with fresh fruit, tables were lined with an array of
jewelry, and wardrobes contained dozens of clothes with vibrant
colors. The people of Domos flooded the streets, occupying any open
space along the city walls to make room for the large
caravan.

The palanquin that carried Anna was
the size of a small bedroom. The roof was held up by four gold
columns with red silk curtains hanging on each end to grant her
privacy. At either end of the carriage were two long poles. All
eight of her former spouses carried her. Each man was naked save
for a filthy loincloth. Within an hour of travel, the sun had
already scorched their backs raw. Their beards hid their handsome
features and were drenched with sweat.

Anna lay across a long feather
mattress. She fanned herself with her hand as she watched the
people of Domos pass by. She’d finished her fourth cup of water.
The thin fabric of her white gown clung to body. Hair would fall
loose from her crown with the slightest movement of her head. She
tried to remain as still as she could. It wasn’t long before she
felt a sharp pain in her neck and lower back.

"How much further?" she asked as she
tried to sit against the headboard.

"The guide told us another three miles
your majesty." Marcellus said. He removed his helm to wipe sweat
off his large, round face.

"Then tell the slaves to move faster.
This infernal heat is making me regret this journey." she said as
she pulled back the curtain. She grinned, “Then again, I’m
beginning to see why they call it the ‘Golden City.’”

To Anna, the people of Domos looked
different from the peasants in Altrea. Instead of mud-soaked
tunics, Domos women wore bright silk dresses of sapphire and gold.
Men wore jackets lined with jewels. Anna noticed one merchant’s arm
adorned with golden bracelets as he held his hand out for
payment.

“Such a waste.” She
muttered, “I hope they aren’t too attached to their way of living.”
All of the sudden, Anna’s body jerked forward as the palanquin came
to a halt. "What's going on?" she shouted, leaning out of the
palanquin.

Blocking Anna’s path were two women
dressed in maroon colored robes that wrapped over their shoulders.
The woman on the left wore her dark brown hair in a long braid. She
had broad shoulders and was as tall as the white horse that pulled
their wooden cart. Her skin was a light brown amber color. Anna had
never seen a woman so beautiful and yet, masculine. The tall
woman’s partner looked like a child standing next to her. Her black
hair was kept up by a silver tiara. She was svelter and had darker
skin. Her doe-eyes looked at Anna and then to the slaves who
carried her. Anna could see stacks of large baskets wobbling in the
back of the cart.

"Get out of the way!' Anna called, “I
am Queen Anna of the House Wismont.”

"My apologies Queen Wismont." The
woman with the tiara bowed her head, "I am Mira, and this is my
partner Domina. We only wished to offer gifts to you before your
meeting with the Emperor."

“Would you like me to
handle this your majesty”? Marcellus asked. He noticed Domina
staring back at him. She was first woman he’d seen that matched his
height. He clutched the hilt of his sword.

Anna sighed as she fanned herself.
"No, they may enter. It’s been an exhausting journey and I’d like
to rest. Tell the slaves to stop and fetch me some wine. I’m sick
of water.”

Anna’s husbands lowered the palanquin
and rested on their knees. Marcellus pulled back the curtain to let
both women enter. Sitting by Anna’s bed was a small table holding a
pitcher of wine and a chalice. Anna kept her head held high, chin
tilted slightly to look down on them. The task was impossible to do
given Domina’s height. Her head was close to touching the palanquin
ceiling. She held the curtain open for Mira.

“Thank you Queen Wismont.”
Domina said, “We are eternally grateful for your time."

“It is precious and you’re
already wasting it.” Anna swirled her wine. “You mentioned you had
gifts for me?

Mira stepped forward, “We are
tailors.”

Anna kept her gaze on Domina, “You
don’t look like a tailor. You look like someone who could wield a
sword.”

Domina looked at Mira and hid her grin
under her hand. “You are so wise, perhaps in Altrea I might be a
warrior. But my hands are only skilled in making some of the finest
boudoir attire for women in Domos.”

Anna chuckled. "Are you both blind?"
she sat upright to give them a glimpse of her dress, "My beauty
brings men to their knees. How could your rags possibly help
me?"

Domina bowed her head, "We mean no
offense. Of course, we are not worthy to be in your presence. We
have sold many garments to women in Domos but have never had the
chance to show our work to the Emperor.”

“Why is that?”

Mira’s eyes lowered to the ground, “He
has no woman to wear our creations. As handsome as he‘s rumored to
be, he is plagued with a most tragic malady."

"What?" Anna leaned forward. “Are you
saying I’ve wasted a journey for a weak ruler?”

Domina bent low to whisper, "His
Grace...lacks the fiery passion that men have when it comes to
intimacy. It is rumored he has difficulty with his
mmm…performance."

Anna threw her head back, laughing so
loud it startled both merchants. "You dare embarrass your own
emperor? He should have you both executed."

"It’s a rumor that has spread over the
years.” Mira added in a hushed tone. “It is why Domos has no queen.
Years ago, he courted a woman and when he failed to bed her, she
left him. Since then, his advisors have sought potions, priests,
magicians, anything they could find. You’re the first woman of
noble blood to visit Domos since that day.”

Anna traced the rim of her chalice.
“If this is true, he’d be a laughing stock in Altrea. Is it
possible to cure such weakness?”

Domina rose to her full height and
spoke in her normal tone, “I’m sure your Majesty will provide just
the cure. It would do us an honor if you wore our gift should you
find him worthy of marriage."

Anna looked outside, staring at her
enslaved husbands. She remembered watching their smallclothes bulge
as she undressed from behind her screen. Months of teasing brought
to a crescendo of frustration once she denied them her body. Would
that be enough for the Emperor?

“Well don’t keep me in
suspense, show me.”

Domina's face beamed, "Of course your
Majesty." she looked behind her shoulder and back to Anna,
"However, we would need to show you in private.”

Anna turned to see an endless crowd of
people walking past her palanquin. She covered her shoulders,
"Marcellus, lower the curtains.”

Once they were drawn, Marcellus
guarded the entrance. Domina returned with two gold boxes stacked
on top of one another. Mira carried a long standing
mirror.

Anna looked down her long nose at the
gifts, frowning at the small size. "Well? What is it?

Domina knelt by the box after setting
it on the floor. "You may have noticed that everyone in Domos is
dressed like royalty. Soft silk and dazzling colors are what we
kept in mind when we came up with this design.”

Mira smiled, “Our goal was to create
something that was provocative that also carried a bit of mystery
in how much it revealed."

“Save your mysterious tale
for customers, get to the point."

Nodding again, Domina said, "Our
apologies. The idea came during one hot summer where I felt that
traditional smallclothes were too stifling in the heat. I designed
a smaller garment that would keep me cool under my dress while also
keeping my modesty.” She nodded to her partner, “Mira made some
alterations and that evening, when I disrobed in front of my
husband, it was as if he saw me for the first time.” She couldn’t
hold back the smile on her face, “He was…quite pleased.”

Mira quickly added, “When Domina told
me her husbands’ reaction, I knew we could create something fit for
a Queen." She leaned forward to open the box in Domina’s
hands.

The light pouring into the palanquin
glimmered off of the gold fabric. It formed a smile the way it
dipped and curved up at the knots on either side. A small
triangular shape formed around the crotch before the cloth thinned
out. It reminded Anna of a sash that had been folded to make a
loincloth.

"It’s…so small." Anna swallowed more
wine before setting her chalice down to grab the garment with both
hands. She rubbed the silk between her thumb and index fingers
before turning it around to examine the back. Gasping, she dropped
it when she saw that the only coverage for the back was a small,
twisted band of silk that was the width of a ribbon. "The back is
missing! You expect me to look like a common whore?"

Domina she shot a nervous glance to
Mira. “It was not intentional your Majesty. I made this out of a
shawl. I did not have enough material to cover my…hind.” She folded
her hands behind her back, “As I mentioned, it is only meant for a
lover’s eyes. They are more exciting instead of the ordinary
breeches.”

Anna raised an eyebrow and ran her
hand over her thigh. “Ordinary?”

Mira scowled at Domina and bowed her
head to Anna, “Forgive her your Majesty, she meant no disrespect
to-”

"Hold your tongue.” Anna kept her eyes
on Domina, watching as the tall woman’s hands began to tremble.
“You said you made the first one for yourself?"

Domina took one step away from Anna,
"Ummm...yes your Majesty.”

"Are you wearing one now?"

Domina hesitated, pressing her legs
together, holding a hand over her groin. "Y-yes.”

“I want to see it." Anna
said.

Domina looked at Mira with wide eyes.
With a hand over her face to mute her nervous laugh, Domina said,
"Um...surely your Majesty has no need. Please trust that we are
telling the truth when we say that this garment augment your
already divine image.”

"I don't care!" Anna stood from her
bed. "How am I to know this isn’t some attempt to make a fool of
me? If your story is true then show me."

“You’re absolutely right
your Majesty.” Mira stepped behind Domina and grabbed the back of
her robe, “allow me to show you.”

‘Wait-!” Domina tried to
protest, gasping when Mira parted the back of her robe. Domina
screamed when Mira pulled both straps down her shoulders, letting
her robe drop to her feet, revealing the long, toned body of her
partner. Domina seemed to shrink right before Anna’s eyes. She kept
her legs squeezed together and slowly began to crouch as she
covered her breasts. A white, triangular shaped cloth covered her
lower half, wrapping between her legs. The sides twisted to form a
knotted band that rested on the curve of her hip. Anna’s gaze
shifted from the plain white garment to Domina’s feet turning
inward. "Turn around." Anna smiled.

Domina squeezed her eyes shut before
she did as she was told, revealing her tight buttocks that hid
behind the thin strip in between each cheek. She glared at Mira.
She responded with a grin. The wind picked up from outside,
slipping past the curtains and brushing against Domina’s rear. She
tried to cover it with both hands.

"Stop acting so bashful." Anna smacked
Domina’s hands away. She watched as the seamstress fought to stand
still, hands pinned to her sides. Anna watched as veins bulged up
her calve muscles. “I’ve never seen a woman with such strong
looking hips. You’ll give birth to natural warriors.”

"Th-thank you your Majesty.” Domina
said, the husky tone of her voice reduced to a squeak. “Are you
pleased with what you see your grace?" Domina asked as she clutched
her midriff.

"Almost." Raising a hand, Anna snapped
her fingers and called out, "Oh Edward! Edward you foolish man, I
have a surprise for you!"

Domina whimpered, folding both hands
over her crotch as she stared wide-eyed at Mira. Nodding, Mira
touched Domina’s shoulder and pushed her hands to her
side.

“Don’t be disrespectful.
Edward is the most handsome of my slaves. The strongest too, he was
a skilled hunter before we met.”

Edward pulled the curtain back and
entered. The sun had taken its toll, sweat dripped onto the rug as
he dragged his feet inside. He bowed his head to Anna and then
looked at the two seamstresses. As soon as he saw Domina he backed
away. "Oh! My apologies your Majesty! I didn't realize you had
guests.”

"No need to apologize Edward." Anna
grabbed his hand and pulled him towards the bed. “I called you for
assistance. I’m interested in your opinion of this woman's'
smallclothes. Can you see?"

Edward stared while Domina strained
every muscle in her body.

"Show him." Anna snapped.

Mira took Domina’s hand and guided her
to spin her in a circle, first showing her thigh and then her
buttocks. She covered her breasts with one arm and squeezed Mira’s
hand with the other. Her legs became weak at the sound of Edward’s
breath getting heavier. Mira watched Anna smile at Edward’s
discomfort, eyes darting from the floor to Domina and then back to
the floor.

"What do you think?" Anna leaned
forward to run her finger down Edward’s side.

"I-I-d-don't know." Edward clasped his
hands over his crotch after spotting the underside of Domina’s
breasts from behind her arm. He could see the dark, round outline
of her nipple in between her fingers.

"Let's find out." Anna pinched
Edward’s loincloth and tore it from his hip. Domina and Mira
gasped, letting go of each other to shield their eyes from Edwards’
cock.

Edward yelped, squeezing his legs
together and tried to cover himself, groaning as he pushed down on
his swollen head.

“Does this bring back
memories? I could have Marcellus hold his sword against your back.”
Anna laughed and slapped Edward’s ass, causing him to scream. “You
should be proud tailor, he’s as stiff as he was when he saw
me.”

“Th-thank you.” Domina
hugged herself tighter. Mira remained still, terrified eyes on the
Queen, noting how flush her face was as she finished her
wine.

"Get out of my sight!” Anna balled up
Edward’s only scrap of clothing and tossed it out of the palanquin.
“You can bless the commoners with your kingly ass.”

Edward tried catching his loincloth,
accidentally tripping through the curtain. He stumbled out into the
streets and bumped into a group of women passing by. Startled by
Edward’s ragged appearance, they looked down just as he fell to his
knees, searching for his loincloth. Watching him spin around, the
women made no attempt to conceal their laughter as they watched his
erect cock bounce between his legs.

"A-are you s-satisfied your Majesty?"
Domina asked, stepping away from the laughter outside.

"Yes you may dress yourself." Anna
said with a wave of her hand.

Domina bent down to fetch her robe.
Anna laughed watching her try to hide behind Mira, who smiled.
“Would your Majesty like to try them on? I would like to know of
any adjustments that must be made before you accept it."

The request snapped Anna out of her
mirthful state. She stood up and set her chalice down, “Yes, help
me with my gown." she said, standing in front of the
box.

Both tailors stood on either side of
the Queen as she raised her arms and let them pull her dress over
her head, revealing a white lace corset. Covering her legs were a
pair of long, white cotton bloomers. Domina and Mira stared at the
white frills stitched around the ankle.

“Not one word.” Anna
snapped her fingers, “Turn around, I can do the rest
myself.”
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