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		“Y ou looking for work?”

		Mabel looked up from her book to see a man sticking his head out of a catering van. She started each morning sitting in a normally empty parking lot with a bunch of other people, all of them looking for work for the day. She had been doing this for months after a series of unfortunate events left her down on her luck. Now she had bills to pay and the only way to get work was to take whatever she could get,

		“Always,” Mabel said with a smirk. The oddity of the whole situation was that Mabel was a smart woman. She was intelligent and even beautiful. However, she could not seem to find steady work. Instead she took short term jobs, doing whatever was needed of her for a week, if she was lucky, but more often taking a job for just the day. Anything was better than nothing. She needed to feed herself and keep a roof over her head.

		“You ever serve food at a swanky event?” the potential employer asked.

		“A couple times,” Mabel answered. “I have good balance and I clean up well, if that’s what you’re asking.”

		“What’s your name?” the man asked.

		“Mabel.”

		“Well, Mabel, get in. I’ll fill you in on the details on the way to the site.”

		Mabel did not hesitate to get in the back of the van. She knew there were risks involved with working as she did. There were unscrupulous men who looked for young and impressionable women who could be pushed into sex work. It had nearly happened to her. After the promise of a day’s worth of office work, it turned out the man who picked her up was actually looking for her to work as an escort. Mabel had managed to escape, but had learned from the experience. It did not stop her from getting in stranger’s truck and vans, but she was more discerning of who was trying to hire her.

		In this case, this man fully looked the part. Usually potential pimps did not show up in a catering van. It was not worth their time or the money to outfit a van and fill it with food.

		Once in the van, Mabel found herself sitting among stacked trays of food. There was no actual seat, let alone a seatbelt, for her. She just sat on the floor and clutched her book, waiting for the details to be given to her.

		“It’s a simple catering job,” the man explained as he drove, occasionally glancing over his shoulder to make sure Mabel was not doing anything to the trays of food. “You’ll be supplementing the normal staff, likely bringing food out to replace empty trays. It’s simple work. You won’t have to mingle. The site is providing the uniforms. You’ve got a pretty enough face that I don’t think anyone will hassle you. You might get hit on though. Some of the rich guys at this party don’t know how to take no for an answer. And they aren’t always faithful to their wives.”

		“I can handle myself,” Mabel said, confident in her ability to perform simple tasks like this. “I’m just happy for the work.”

		“Yeah, times are tough,” the man agreed. “I was actually surprised someone like you hadn’t found other ways of making money. I don’t mean to insult your honor or anything, but usually a pretty girl like you can make good money showing off her body.”

		“No offense taken,” Mabel said. She knew what the man meant, however. There were many young women like herself who had fallen into the trap of selling themselves for support. Amateur porn was a big business, but Mabel had never been interested in such activities. She liked sex as much as the next woman, or so she figured, but she was not someone who wanted to turn sex into a job. Besides, it was mentally easier for her to work the odd jobs she got from sitting in that parking lot every morning. And until she got offered a job, she could read her book.

		Mabel loved reading. She always had a book close to her, even while working. It was amazing how dull some of the jobs she picked up were. The laborer jobs were more intensive, but even then she could usually listen to an audio book. The experience was not the same for her, but it was better than nothing.

		Unfortunately, catering usually prevented her from reading or listening to a book. There was too much movement and many events were too loud to keep earbuds in her ears while working. But the money was usually pretty good. And who knew? She might eventually get a real job out of one of these small gigs.

		The van stopped and the man rolled down his window. He did not say anything, but Mabel watched as he handed something to another man outside the vehicle. The interaction lasted only a moment and they were on their way again.

		Mabel pushed herself to get a better view. Looking out the front windshield from the back, she was greeted by the sight of the palace. It was the home of the king and queen, as well as their daughter, Princess Sabrina.

		There was little known about the princess. She was mostly kept behind the palace walls. Unlike other modern royals, she was not someone who went out to lots of parties or clubs. She rarely left the palace, although there had been rumors that she had traveled in the last year to look for a proper suitor, a prince whom she could marry. There was a yearly photo of the royal family published each year, but that was usually the only time anyone saw the princess.

		Mabel recognized the princess was a pretty woman. She had even thought she looked a bit like her. And then there was the simple fact that the pair had been born on the same day. It was pure chance. Mabel would have run the odds, but she did not have enough data to properly determine what the likelihood was that she and the princess looked so similar and were born on the same day. They shared a birthday each year, although they had never met. And Mabel knew the odds were they still would not meet, even as she found herself approaching the palace.

		“The catering job is at the palace?” Mabel asked. “I thought they had their own catering staff.”

		“They do, but they like to hire out sometimes. And I insisted that if hired I could use my own staff, even if it meant using the palace’s uniforms. But one of my usual girls called in sick this morning. I needed a replacement fast or I risked losing the contract. I’ve already spent too much money on this event to get nothing in the end. The palace bookkeepers are incredibly stingy. Any contract that is not fulfilled to the letter risks getting canceled.”

		“That sucks,” Mabel said. “Well, have no fear. I won’t let you down. You’ll get paid and hopefully so will I.”

		“Don’t worry,” the man said. “As long as you hold up your end of the bargain, I’ll make sure you get paid.”

		“I always hold up my end of the bargain.” Mabel could only hope this time would be the same.
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		“U gh, why do I have to do this,” whined the princess. “I hate this stuff.”

		“What stuff is it now that you hate?” her tutor asked.

		“Whatever this is,” the princess said, waving toward the book that lay open before her. “It’s boring.”

		“This is your prescribed material,” the tutor responded. “You are required to complete your studies before you can be married. That is the law.”

		“Hmph,” the princess said, crossing her arms over her chest and staring daggers toward the tutor.

		“You would not be in this mess if you had not skimped on your studies when you were younger. You should be done with this level of work already.”

		Princess Sabrina had heard all of this before. The problem was she just was not interested in any academic pursuits. She was much more interested in fashion and, to put it simply, sex. The fact was, Princess Sabrina was a bimbo. She reveled in being as sexy as she could. Her goal in life was to marry a rich prince and then be the best bimbo princess she could be, serving her prince of a husband with all of her body, mind, and soul. But there were so many hoops to jump through before that. It seemed that what she wanted required all of these boring facts and figures. Who cared about what some king hundreds of years ago did? All she cared about was sucking her next cock.

		Despite being unwed and largely sheltered in her life, Princess Sabrina was well-versed in the ways of sex. The palace hosted enough parties to give her good experience. And then there was the prince tour. Princess Sabrina was flown from country to country where she secretly met with eligible princes. And she always arranged to spend some alone time with each of them, showing off her skills in the bedroom, although the bedroom was entirely optional. After all, she was a bit of a slut and location mattered little when she felt the urge for sex.

		“But it’s boring,” the princess whined again. “Can’t you make this more fun?”

		The tutor sighed. This was a daily battle with his student. The princess simply did not have the interest in learning anything that was not fashion or sex related. He even doubted she had the capacity to learn this material. Her reading level was severely stunted from lack of practice. And her writing was atrocious. She seemed to spend more time on decorating the dots over her i’s, often drawing little hearts or stars, than she did on actually determining what she needed to write. It was frustrating.

		It was even more frustrating, because he knew he could never take part in what the princess offered. She came into the study every day, wearing clothing that was completely inappropriate for a learning environment. She flaunted her tight and taut body, even going so far as to tease him, all the while knowing nothing could come of her flirtations and obvious sexual innuendos. It was not uncommon for the tutor to leave the study each day and head straight toward the nearest bathroom so that he could relieve the pressure in his balls. And all the while, she would continue her dumb and sexy routine each and every day.

		Suddenly the tutor’s phone buzzed in his pocket. He quickly pulled it out to read the text that appeared on the lock screen.

		“Princess, I need to take care of something,” he said. “Please excuse me and I will return as soon as possible to conclude today’s lesson. In the meantime, please continue to read the chapter in the book. I should return just about the time you finish.”

		Before Princess Sabrina had a chance to respond, her tutor was already leaving the room. She turned her eyes back toward the book in front of her and let out a sigh. She did not bother to try and read. She never did when she was alone. Reading bored her too much. There were too many words and not enough pictures. Although even her picture filled textbooks were usually too boring for her tastes. However, if she had needed to read a fashion textbook, with lots of pictures of hot people wearing sexy clothes, she would have read through that as fast as possible. She just did not care about anything else.

		The princess left her book open on the desk in front of her and quietly slid out of her chair. However, once she started walking, she lost all possibility of stealth. Her high heels clicked and clacked loudly against the marble floor. But by then, she had stopped caring about sneaking about.

		Princess Sabrina knew all about the party that was scheduled for the palace that night. She expected it to be a boring affair, not at all the kind of party she liked. There would be no loud music. All the men would be stodgy old men who needed drugs to get their dicks up. Not that she minded men who needed a little help to get hard, but she wanted hot guys, not boring men who wanted to talk about whatever it was old people talked about. The princess really could not be bothered to even listen to them prattle on about this or that.

		However, when it came to parties, the guests were not the only people in attendance. Unofficially, a party such as this one required many people to support it from behind the scenes. Princess Sabrina figured she could always find one of the hired help. She was sure her parents required everyone to sign a nondisclosure agreement, not that she really understood what that entailed. But as she understood it, those agreements kept her sexual escapades out of the press, which was supposed to be good for the family image. Not that she cared. The idea of having her image plastered across the tabloids was appealing to her. She loved the attention she received, even though what she did receive was all highly structured and never let her show off her true self.

		With a mind to go find a hot guy to fuck, Princess Sabrina stepped out of the study and into the hallway. With her mind occupied, she never thought to look where she was going. There was a sudden collision of bodies before two rear ends hit the floor hard.

		“Hey, watching where you’re…” came the voice of the woman who Princess Sabrina had run into. It was Mabel, fresh off changing into her uniform for the day. In a rare instance, her hair was pinned up and her nose not buried in a book. She stopped speaking when she realized who had just collided with her.

		“I’m so sorry,” Princess Sabrina said. It was not uncommon for her to run into people. She was not the sort of person who frequently looked where she was going. She often acted before thinking anything through. “I, like, didn’t see you there.”

		“It is my fault, your highness,” Mabel said. “I should have been more careful.” Mabel did not want her job for the day ruined because she accidentally knocked over the princess, even if it was the princess’ fault. She had read enough books where royalty go overboard on punishing people for their own faults. Mabel did not want to see that happen to her.

		Mabel expected the princess to say something, but instead she found herself being stared at. It was very unnerving.

		“You look, like, totally like me,” Princess Sabrina said excitedly. All thoughts to looking for a fuck buddy for the day had fled her simple mind. She was too caught up in seeing her doppelgänger to think about sex. Or at least she was too caught up to continue her quest for sex. Sex never completely left her mind.

		“Um, well, yes, I can see that there is some resemblance between us,” Mabel conceded. She hoped the princess would not waylay her for much longer. The caterer asked her to return right away.

		“O-M-G. We could almost be twins.” It was obvious that her mind was working in overdrive trying to figure out what to do with this situation. She had never imagined such a thing was possible. She never thought she would ever meet anyone who looked like her.

		“Here, let me help you up, your highness,” Mabel said. She helped the princess back up to her feet, noticing her extremely high heels. It was a miracle she could walk in them at all, although Mabel had no idea that Princess Sabrina basically lived in high heels, the higher the better.

		“Thank you,” the princess said.

		Mabel paused, not expecting to get any thanks for her help. That usually was not how these sorts of things worked. The few times Mabel had managed to work a fancy party with rich people, she found that she was given thanks at the end of the night by seeing a bonus in her day’s pay, not in any words spoken to her. It was the money that talked for these sorts of people.

		“Look, I should get back to work now,” Mabel said, realizing this encounter might get her fired. “I’m glad you’re not hurt, your highness.”

		And with that, Mabel continued down the hallway toward her original destination.
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		“S top!”

		Mabel stopped in her tracks, fearing what the princess suddenly wanted from her. Had she done something wrong? Mabel would have been the first to admit her royal etiquette might not be up to par. In fact, this was her first time interacting with anyone who could remotely be described as royal. And the princess was definitely high up on the royalty list.

		Mabel slowly turned around, afraid that she might bear the wrath of a vengeful princess. She kept her head bowed, not wanting to look the princess directly in the eyes. She looked up through her thick eyelashes, a quirk of her genetics. However, instead of seeing anger, she was greeted with surprise and shock. The princess looked as surprised about all of this as she was.

		“What can I do for you, your highness?” Mabel asked, keeping her head bowed low.

		“We look almost exactly alike,” Princess Sabrina said. “We could, like, you know, trade places and stuff.”

		Admittedly, Mabel had difficulty understanding the princess. She was not used to listening to someone who talked like the princess did, filling her sentences with likes and other modifiers that actually did nothing to add to what was being said. They seemed more like placeholders while the princess struggled to figure out what she wanted to say, as if her mind really was that slow.

		Mabel briefly wondered if the reason the princess was so seldom seen out and about was because of some sort of mental deficiency. She could imagine the royal family being protective of the princess if she was not able to care for herself. But then again, seeing the princess dressed as she was, wearing tight and fashionable clothing that did little to hide her body, it seemed more likely that the princess chose to be this way, that she preferred acting and dressing like a bimbo. Maybe it was an act, maybe it was real. Mabel had no way of knowing. And it was best not to assume one way or another.

		However, Mabel did not know what to say about the princess’ proposal. Yes, they looked remarkably alike. It was even more impressive than that they shared a birthday. It was like they were twins, even though Mabel was certain that was not the case. It was impossible. Mabel was fully aware of her origins. She was not a case of a baby stolen at birth. And if there had been a stolen baby from the king and queen, that would have been big news. They were not related, despite the similarity in their appearances.

		“You should, like, come with me,” Princess Sabrina said. “I have an idea.”

		Mabel did not know what to do. She was supposed to report back to the caterer. She was not supposed to be stopping and talking with the princess. She had a job to do. However, could she refuse such a request from the princess? It seemed that was more wrong than shirking off her catering responsibilities.

		“Okay,” Mabel said. There was trepidation in her voice. She was still not certain that she was in the right for going along with the princess, but she saw no other option. She could only hope the princess only needed her for a moment.

		Mabel followed Princess Sabrina into the study. A part of Mabel was relieved to be out of the hallway. She did not want to get in trouble for stopping and talking with the princess. She would be less likely to be discovered in the study.

		“What can I do for you, your highness?” Mabel asked. She did not want to linger longer than necessary.

		“I want to switch places with you,” Princess Sabrina answered. “I want you to act like the princess for me, do all my boring studying and stuff. And I want to be you so I can leave the palace and have fun.”

		The princess did not mention what her idea of fun entailed. She was horny and wanted to fuck. But she knew she was not going to get that in the palace. She needed to get out and meet a real man or two. Or even three. After all, she had three willing holes for sex. Plus her hands. She only wished her boobs were bigger. Her goal was to be big enough to properly get a cock between her tits and get it to shoot cum up onto her face, but genetics had not been kind to her in that department. She was gorgeous in every other way, but her chest had always been a disappointment to her.

		“But I don’t have time for this,” Mabel complained. “I have a job to do. I’m part of the catering staff for the night.”

		“Psh,” the princess said. “Don’t worry about a thing. If we pull this off, I’ll hire you as, like, my personal assistant or something. I’m sure everything will be fine.”

		“No, really, I can’t,” Mabel said. “I’m sorry your highness, but I need to get back to work.”

		Mabel started backing up toward the door, wanting to leave as soon as possible. She needed to report back to her post.

		“Come on,” the princess pleaded. “It would just be for a day or two. It’ll be really easy. You just have to do my schoolwork. I’m supposed to be reading that book right now.”

		The princess pointed toward the open book on the desk with disdain. However, Mabel saw the situation in a whole new light. She looked around the study, admiring all the books on the walls. These were books she would be able to read while the princess was out doing whatever it was she wanted to do. And if the princess promised to take care of her, maybe even hire her permanently, Mabel did not see a reason why she needed to go back to work for the caterer. This was a much better job. It would be doing what she loved.

		“Okay, I’ll do it,” Mabel agreed.

		“Yay,” Princess Sabrina squealed. She jumped up and down and clapped her hands excitedly. Mabel wondered how she could remain upright in such shoes. She did not bother to think that she would have to wear similar shoes if she was going to impersonate the princess for a few days. Nor did she think that her actions might end up constituting a crime. Her only motivation was the promise of money and the opportunity to read all the different books in the study. The collection looked far more impressive than anything she saw at the local library.

		“So, what do we do?” Mabel asked, forgetting to use Princess Sabrina’s title. Not that the princess noticed.

		“What’s your name?”

		“I’m Mabel.”

		“Hi, Mabel, I’m Sabrina. Now come with me to my room.” The princess grabbed Mabel by the hand. “We need to make you look the part.”

		And before Mabel knew what was happening, she was being whisked away. She could only hope she was making the right decision.
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		“B aby,” Princess Sabrina said when she sat Mabel down at her vanity and got a good look at what she was dealing with, “you’ve got a lot to learn about style. But not to worry. Give me some time and we’ll have you looking just like me.”

		Before Mabel could say a word, the princess got to work. She started with Mabel’s hair, letting it down from the bun it had been in for her catering work. It took time to get it all styled and Mabel was shocked with the amount of hairspray the princess used. But before she knew it, her hair was an almost perfect copy of Princess Sabrina’s hair. They even sported the same color of blonde. It was all very impressive.

		From there, the princess went to work on Mabel’s face, painting it with an array of high end cosmetics, using brands that Mabel had never even heard of before due to their expense and exclusivity. Normally, Mabel wore little to no makeup. It was an expense she really could not afford and it had never been something she was interested in before. Makeup did not matter when her nose was stuck in the book most of the time. And Mabel certainly was not a regular part of the dating pool these days.

		But as she looked so similar to the princess, Princess Sabrina had little trouble making her look even more identical. The princess was an expert at applying makeup. It was a passion of hers, always wanting to look her best. And before Mabel even realized it, she was looking at an even more exact copy of the princess in the mirror. Other than their clothes, they looked like spitting images of each other. It was truly remarkable.

		“Now for clothes,” the princess announced. “We can’t have you, like, wearing those rags if you’re pretending to be me.”

		Mabel noticed the haughtiness in Princess Sabrina’s voice when it came to discussing Mabel’s outfit for the day. She had changed into a uniform the palace provided for her, something that had clearly been worn by other people. The black dress and white lace apron were certainly not made of rags, but Mabel was certain the outfit had seen better days.

		From Princess Sabrina’s perspective, the outfit was not made of rags. It was a comment about how out of fashion the dress was. If she was in charge, she would have purchased all new uniforms for all the staff. The women’s uniforms would be far more revealing than what Mabel wore. They would be designed to show off as much leg as possible and to highlight as much of the rest of the women’s bodies as was prudent for the occasion. Then again, being prudent was in the eye of the beholder and Princess Sabrina definitely had a different mind for what was acceptable and what was not. She definitely erred on the side of revealing too much over not enough.

		“Should I wear your dress?” Mabel asked. “It might draw attention to the fact I’m not you if I was wearing something else to start with.”

		“You’re, like, super smart,” the princess said. “That’s a great idea.”

		Without another word, the princess started stripping out of her dress. It was a beige body contouring dress with thin shoulder straps and a high hem. It was only after the princess had pulled off her dress that Mabel realized she had not been wearing any underwear. It was not something Mabel had considered and now she found herself shielding her eyes to avoid looking at Princess Sabrina’s naked body.

		However, the princess showed no shame in her nakedness. It did not even dawn on her that she should be shielding herself or that she should feel shame over other people seeing her in a state of undress. Princess Sabrina was proud of her body and she loved to show it off. It was one reason she wore such revealing clothing.

		The princess handed Mabel the dress and then walked into the closet, looking for another outfit to wear. She quickly settled on a revealing crop top and tiny skirt that barely covered her ass. It was now very clear she was not wearing any underwear. The crop top hung off her shoulder and very nearly revealed the bottom of her left breast. The skirt did little to maintain any sense of modesty. All she had to do was bend over and she would be showing off her bare slit.

		“Come on,” the princess said. “Hurry up or the tutor will get back to the study before you return.”

		“Can you turn around?” Mabel asked, not wanting to be seen by the princess in a state of undress.

		“Really?” Princess Sabrina countered. “It’s just skin and a body. We all have them.”

		“Well, okay,” Mabel said as she started to pull her dress off her shoulders. She went slowly, clearly nervous about disrobing in front of the princess. What if someone caught them? They were both adults, but that did not mean Mabel would not be blamed for anything. Given her luck in life, she would get blamed and thrown in prison or some even worse fate.

		Underneath the dress, Mabel wore a plain bra and an old pair of panties. She was not expecting to be seen by royalty when the day started. And she certainly was not expecting for the princess to be watching her in her underwear.

		“Those have got to go,” Princess Sabrina said, referencing Mabel’s bra and panties. “That dress doesn’t work with underwear. Not that you should want to wear any. Commando is the way to go. I almost never wear any.”

		Mabel hated to do it, but she followed the princess’ instructions. She started with her bra. Her small breasts were almost identical to Princess Sabrina’s, adding to the list of similarities. But when Mabel started to pull down her panties, the princess gasped in shock.

		“You mean you’ve never shaved down there?” Princess Sabrina asked. She made it sound like having pubic hair was a crime. “If you’re going to pretend to be me, you need to completely look the part.”

		Before Mabel could protest, the princess had dragged her by the hand and pulled her into the bathroom. Mabel found herself sitting down, still naked, with the princess pulling out a can of shaving cream and a new razor. If asked, Mabel would have admitted she wondered what it would be like to be bare down there, but she had never gotten up the courage to actually find out. And that was before she had fallen into the pit of poverty.

		However, it turned out that the princess wanted to handle everything. All Mabel had to do was sit there and let Princess Sabrina complete her work. She was quick and efficient with the razor, leaving Mabel hairless without a knick or a scratch on her sensitive skin.

		“There, that’s better,” the princess said, standing back and admiring her work. Mabel was too overwhelmed to even notice that the princess was essentially admiring her pussy. “And we match. Want to see?”

		“No,” Mabel practically shouted. “That’s fine. Let’s just get me dressed and then we can finish this swap.”

		Returning to the bedroom, the princess helped Mabel into the dress. She also helped her to put on the high heels she had been wearing earlier. Those shoes had been replaced on her feet by a pair of extra high platform heels. They were basically stripper heels. Not that Mabel was about to insult her current benefactor.

		“There, you look perfect,” Princess Sabrina said.

		Mabel looked at her reflection and could not believe she was looking at herself. She did look almost exactly like the princess. They were the same height and even had the same smile. It was amazing.

		“But what am I supposed to do?” Mabel asked. “Someone is going to find out I’m not you eventually.”

		“There’s just four words you need to know,” the princess said. “But I’m the princess. You whine enough and you’ll get whatever you want. It’s easy.”

		“But I’m the princess,” Mabel repeated. “Okay, I think I can do that.”

		“Great,” Princess Sabrina said. “Do you remember how to get back to the study?”

		“Yeah, I think so. Where are you going to go?”

		“Probably a pub. I’m so horny I could practically pop.”

		With the switch made, both women left the bedroom and went their separate ways. The real princess snuck out of the palace using a secret tunnel she learned about as a child. For Mabel, she returned to the study and took up her post, exactly where the princess had been sitting before the tutor left her. The fix was in. Now they could only hope that it all worked out. It was only after she was alone that Mabel realized the true danger she now found herself in. If this plan went poorly, she would bear the brunt of the punishment. But that only meant she needed to avoid getting caught. It was sink or swim time and Mabel could only hope she could swim.
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		“P rincess, I’m so sorry that took so long,” the tutor said when he swept into the study in a rush. “I was held up longer than I had intended.”

		However, the moment the tutor spotted the woman he assumed was Princess Sabrina, he stopped in his tracks in surprise. When he had told her to continue reading the book, he never assumed she actually would do the reading. Getting the princess to read was like pulling teeth. It was usually painful and required far more effort than expected. He knew his role was merely perfunctory. There was an arcane requirement that any princess of the realm needed to have completed so much schooling before she could be married. With Princess Sabrina’s husband to be already chosen, she only had to complete her studies, regardless of how well she actually did in them.

		Mabel looked up and immediately guessed that this man was her tutor. He had an academic air about him that Mabel had always wished she could generate. She read plenty, but her lack of funds always made it difficult to make her look as smart as she really was. Mabel smiled, trying to hide her nervousness over her attempts to impersonate the princess. She had no idea how she should act. She did not even know how to speak to people like the tutor. She did not even know his name.

		The tutor vaguely wondered if the princess had somehow hurt her head. He could think of no explanation of how she had gone from disliking anything academic related to actively reading the assigned book. Although he had never heard of someone getting smarter after hitting their head, he could not imagine any other scenario where the princess would find joy in reading.

		“You’re reading?” the tutor asked.

		“You told me to, didn’t you?” Mabel replied. The exact instructions the princess had given her were a little fuzzy. Mabel had tried to listen, but she found it difficult to follow everything the princess said. She could not understand why the tutor was surprised to see her reading. Although, she realized Princess Sabrina had not seemed like the reading type. But she had done as she was asked. She could only hope she would not be found out.

		“Yes, that’s right,” the tutor said. “I did tell you to read the book. And I’m glad to see you followed my directions. Now, how would you feel about answering some questions about what you just read.”

		Mabel vaguely wondered if the tutor was posing a trap for her. Did he have any idea that she was not actually the princess, that she was a stand in? She hoped not. She did not know what would happen to her if she were discovered to be an imposter. Whatever the punishment was, it would surely be bad.

		“Um, sure, I can do that,” Mabel answered. “Ask away.”

		The tutor had been away long enough for Mabel and the princess to complete their switch, but there had also been time for Mabel to peruse the book the princess had been assigned to read. She was a fast reader and had managed to go back and pick up most of the key details, while still making good progress toward the end of the book. She had not finished, but she at least knew where everything started and could work from there.

		It took a moment for the tutor to devise a list of questions. He wrote them down, but decided to issue the test orally rather than having the princess write. He had seen her handwriting often enough to know it was just chicken scratch and would be as difficult to read as a doctor’s prescription pad.

		As the tutor created his questions, Mabel flipped through the pages of the book one last time, wanting to make sure she missed nothing. The tutor watched her out of the corner of his eyes, finding her behavior curious, although not unwelcome. Over time, he had grown weary of her constant fighting to avoid doing any real work. Despite his great credentials, the tutor knew he had not actually taught the princess anything. She was too anti-learning for that.

		There had been a time when he tried bribing her with makeup products and candy, hoping those two things might motivate her. The problem was the royal family was rich beyond measure. They never wanted for anything. Nothing the tutor could procure for her motivated her, because if she really wanted it, she could just buy it. Or, more accurately, she could have someone from the palace staff buy it for her. That was how she procured most of her belongings. She was so rich, she did not even shop for herself. Someone always did that for her.

		When finally the tutor was ready, he began to ask his questions. He started with something easy, something he was certain Princess Sabrina would be able to answer if she paused to think about it for even the shortest of moments. Not that he expected her to be able to answer it. Princess Sabrina just was not interested in such matters to think about it.

		However, Mabel had no trouble answering the question. She snapped back with an answer almost before the tutor could finish asking the question. After all, it was an easy question and while the princess might not have considered such matters, Mabel had the moment she took up reading the book.

		Shocked by Mabel’s answer, the tutor asked another question, this one harder and requiring more complex thinking. But just as before, Mabel was completely up to the task. She answered quickly and accurately, without any difficulty or even needing a moment to consider the answer before she spoke.

		Had the tutor truly cared, he probably would have stopped right there and asked for help from the palace guards. He should have suspected that something was afoot. The princess was not that smart. Her mind seemed completely focused on non-academic matters. But that was before. This new version of the princess was snap quick when it came to thinking. She looked the same, but it was obvious she was smarter than the average person.

		However, the tutor did not act on this latest bit of intelligence. He simply kept asking questions, each one more difficult than the last. And Mabel had no trouble answering them. She had always been blessed with a strong mind and a good memory. And with her nose so frequently in a book, she had picked up a lot of knowledge along the way. While she had never read this particular book before, she had read others on the subject. Combined with her skimming of the pages, she managed to figure out most of what was going on.

		On and on they went, the tutor asking questions and Mabel answering them. There were a few that almost stumped Mabel, questions that she had not considered before, but each time she was able to reason her way to an answer. And every time she was correct. It eventually got to the point where the tutor simply ran out of questions to keep asking.

		“I’ve never seen you learn a subject so well before,” the tutor said, doing his best to give the princess a compliment.

		Mabel felt herself grow warm, realizing she had acted out of character for the princess. It was not her fault that she and Princess Sabrina were so unalike from each other, despite looking nearly identical. And with her hair, makeup, and outfit being identical to Princess Sabrina’s, the differences between the two women were impossible to identify.

		“I’m impressed,” the tutor said, shaking his head. He did not understand what had just happened. Was the princess playing a joke on him? He knew their time together was coming to an end. This was to be one of their last sessions together. It might even be her last, depending on a number of different factors. All he knew was he would soon be signing off on Princess Sabrina’s studies, calling them complete. He had figured she had learned nothing from him, but she had at least been able to speak fluently about her final subject enough to answer even his hardest of questions.

		Mabel said nothing, not wanting to further draw attention to herself. She already knew she had messed up. She had not acted like the ditzy airhead the real princess was. But she also knew there was nothing she could do about that now. If the tutor was smart, he would be able to blow her cover. But the longer she waited, it seemed the tutor was less and less interested in getting to the bottom of the newfound abilities of the princess.

		“Why don’t you finish reading the book and then we’ll call today’s session complete?” the tutor offered.

		Mabel smiled. That was definitely something she could get behind. Reading was her favorite activity. It did not matter what the book was. Mabel was willing to read it.
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		It only took a few minutes for Princess Sabrina to make her way out of the palace. Before she knew it, she was walking the streets and smiling at her great escape. It had been so long since she was last truly on her own, the freedom felt amazing. And now she finally had the opportunity to act on all of her desires.

		“Remember you’re Mabel,” the princess told herself. She had to remember who she was supposed to be impersonating. Out here, she was not the princess, although she had kept her royal ring. She could not bear the thought of parting with it. And if needed, it could always be used as proof of who she really was. The guards at the palace would know it, but she doubted any regular people would recognize it. And even if they did, she could always explain that it was a knock-off. Not that she would ever wear such a thing. For Princess Sabrina, it was either the real thing or she would not wear it at all. There were no substitutes.

		It was only a couple blocks from the palace before the princess found what she was looking for. The sign above the door said it was the Palace Pub. The princess was not sure if it was actually connected to the palace, but she was looking for a pub and this was the first one she had come across.

		The front of the pub looked respectable enough for Princess Sabrina, but the moment she pushed her way inside, the wall of stale smoke and cheap beer hit her like a freight train. Her eyes watered, but she smiled. This was exactly the kind of place she was looking for. This was the kind of place where she could scratch her itch. Princess Sabrina needed a night out on the town and this was a great place to start.

		The princess had not even reached the bar when she spotted a big man who she figured probably had an equally big cock. She did not even need a drink before she got down to business.

		“Hey there,” the princess said as she sidled up next to the man. He wore a tight t-shirt and a pair of denim jeans. He looked like a mix of a cowboy and a James Dean-like character. He held a cigar in his hands, a trail of smoke wafting off the end. “I’m Mabel.”

		The man gave the princess an up and down once-over with his eyes. He liked what he saw. She was tight and fit and she was dressed like a slut. The man had not been looking for action when he came into the pub that day, but he was happy to have found some.

		“You’ll do nicely,” the man said. “How about you join me in the bathroom and we can put you to some good use.”

		Princess Sabrina did not need to be told twice. Half of her sexual encounters had been in bathrooms, although none were like the pub bathroom she found herself in a moment later. The grimy floor and the equally dirty walls looked no better in the dim light as they would have with bright lights. This was not her usual kind of place for sex, but she was not going to be picky. As long as this guy had a big cock, she would be happy.

		It started with the princess squatting down, not wanting to get her knees dirty from the floor. The man could see she was not wearing panties, but he did not much care how she got him off. He just wanted to blow a load into her somewhere. It did not matter where.

		With practiced ease, the princess unzipped the man’s pants. A moment later his hard cock popped out, nearly hitting her in the face. She smiled, knowing what this cock could do for her.

		Her lips wrapped around the shaft as if they had been made for it. Her tongue ran along the underside of his cock, giving her the whole taste while at the same time maximizing his pleasure. She had sucked cock so many times, she had lost count how often she had done it. As far as she was concerned, she was an expert. And she loved the taste of cock. The only thing that tasted better was cum. It was always like a treat for her, a reward for a job well done.

		“Damn, Mabel,” the man said. “You a real talented cocksucker. A minute more and I’m gonna blow my load.”

		The princess had come into the bar looking to get fucked. She had not actually planned to start with a blowjob, but she did not let that fact worry her. The day was still young. There would be plenty of time to get properly fucked before she needed to return to the palace. And if this man couldn’t do it for her, she was sure another man could. It was going to be a good day for her no matter what.

		The princess kept sucking and she was soon rewarded with a mouthful of cum. She took her time swallowing it down, enjoying the flavors as the sticky substance flowed over her tongue and down her throat. She let out a satisfied sigh as she popped off the man’s cock. It had helped to satisfy her cravings, but she still had needs. She would need to get fucked soon or she might go crazy.

		The man guided the princess out of the bathroom and back to the bar. She sat down beside him, not knowing what to do next. Usually she had to play nice and return to a dinner banquet or whatever event she happened to have been attending at the moment, pretending like nothing had happened. But here, she did not need to worry about that. She had no qualms about people viewing her as a slut. As far as they were concerned, she was Mabel, not Princess Sabrina. And as far as her being labeled a slut, well, the princess knew she was a slut. She was a bimbo slut and she was proud of that fact.

		“You want a drink?” the man asked.

		“Sure,” the princess answered. She had no idea what he would order for her, but she could certainly use a refreshment. She was certain she would need the fluids to go about the day she had planned for herself.

		The man ordered her a beer to match his own. While he puffed away on his cigar, she idly sipped the beer. It was not much to her liking. It was cheap and lacked meaningful flavor, but she was not about to complain. This was what the people drank. It did not hurt to at least try it.

		“I’m gonna need some time,” the man said. “But after a beer or two, I reckon I’d be good for another go. I bet a slut like you is craving cock.”

		The princess nodded her head before she took another sip of beer. The drink might not have been very good, but the company was. This man understood her. He understood her better than anyone she had ever known before. And she was certain he would be able to use his big and strong arms to hold her up against the wall while he fucked her hard. She could feel her pussy drip at just the thought of it. Princess Sabrina could not wait. It was turning out to be a perfect day.
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		“Y our highness,” came a snooty voice from the study doorway.

		Mabel turned to look and saw a man who must have been some sort of butler. She had little understanding of how the palace staff was organized and what role each person played.

		“The doctor is here to see you,” the butler continued. “It is time.”

		“Time?” Mabel asked, confused. The princess had mentioned nothing about a doctor. If there was one person who was going to see through the deception, it had to be her doctor.

		“Yes, time, you highness,” the butler answered dryly. He appeared to have no sense of humor. Every part of his job he took with the utmost seriousness. Nothing in his world could even make him break a smile, let alone break into laughter.

		Mabel’s mind raced as she tried to figure out a way out of this. What had the princess told her? There was a certain phrase she was supposed to say so that she could get her way.

		It dawned on her and her face lit up like a beacon. “I’m the princess and I don’t want to see the doctor right now. Tell him to come back tomorrow.”

		Mabel had no idea if her demand would work, but she needed to do something. The idea of a doctor examining her was sure to bring about her demise. There were three people in the palace she figured would know she was an imposter. Those three people were this doctor, and the king and queen. Or at least Mabel assumed that Princess Sabrina’s parents would be able to properly identify her. Then again, it was completely possible that the princess had been raised by the palace staff and had largely been ignored by her parents. That might actually explain why she was such a bimbo.

		However, it was the doctor who worried her. Mabel was certain he would be familiar enough with Princess Sabrina’s body to notice the slight differences that had to exist between the two of them.

		“This appointment has been on the books for months, you highness,” the butler replied. “The prince demands that you see him before you are to be married. And the doctor is a busy man. He is not available again for several months. You knew this when you agreed to book him. Now, I must insist that you come with me.”

		“But I’m the princess,” Mabel whined, matching Princess Sabrina’s inflection perfectly. Not that she realized that. She was just doing everything she could to avoid seeing the doctor.

		“If I must call the guards to escort you, I will do that,” the butler said. “But, your highness knows that there is no room for error in this. You must come with me.”

		Mabel was at a loss. She had no idea what to do. But hearing the butler’s words, it sounded as if this was not Princess Sabrina’s regular doctor. That had to be a good sign. That meant he would not notice there was a difference between her and the real princess. This could work after all.

		“Fine, I’ll go with you,” Mabel finally said. She slammed the book shut in front of her and got up to follow the butler out of the study.

		It turned out to be a good thing that Mabel had someone to follow. It only took a few minutes before she found herself to be lost. The palace was a big place and there was no way she could have found her way without an escort. They walked through corridor after corridor, walking down staircase after staircase. The palace was like a maze that Mabel knew would require months to fully map out.

		She could not imagine living in such a large place. The palace was more than a house. It was gigantic, part castle and part mansion. And it housed more than just the royal family. Many of the staff lived on the premises as well. There needed to be enough room for everyone. But even then, there were more rooms than Mabel could count.

		However, what shocked Mabel more than the size and scope of the palace was what she found when they reached their destination.

		“Right through the door, your highness,” the butler said, holding the door open.

		Mabel walked in and found herself in a private surgical ward. It was completely unexpected, but as Mabel stood there, just inside the door, her look of surprise faded. It made sense that there would be such facilities in the palace. If a member of the royal family was sick or hurt, there would be easy access to medical care. The palace likely had its own medical staff ready to go at a moment’s notice.

		However, that did not explain why this doctor was brought in from elsewhere. If the palace had its own medical staff, why was a specialist brought in? It made no sense.

		It suddenly occurred to Mabel that if they were bringing in a specialist, there might be something wrong with the princess. She might have some difficult disease or rare cancer. It was impossible to know for sure. That could explain why she wanted to get out of the palace. She wanted to live a little before the end. If true, it was sad, but she felt better about making the switch.

		“Good afternoon, your highness,” said a man in surgical scrubs. He was already scrubbed and ready to go for whatever was planned.

		“Hi,” Mabel said, feeling suddenly nervous. There was no way this would work. She would be found out. Or worse, she would have some procedure done on her that she did not need.

		“Today’s the big day,” he said. “I bet you’re excited. I know the next couple weeks will be rough for you, but I guarantee you’ll be happy with the results. The only patients who have complained were the ones who didn’t want to go very big their first time. But I know that won’t be an issue for you. Based on our pre-op appointment in Monaco, I am confident we can get you to your desired size without difficulty. They’ll look great on you.”

		“My desired size?” Mabel puzzled, trying to figure out what the doctor was talking about.

		“Don’t tell me you forgot already,” the doctor said. “I knew you were a bimbo the moment I met you, but that’s low even for you.”

		“I’m sorry,” Mabel said automatically. It was a reflex, knowing that given her station in life, she was usually the one left to apologize, regardless of whose fault something was.

		“Not to worry. We’ll get you squared away. And if you really don’t remember, you can think of it as a surprise. Like I said, I know you’re going to be happy with them when you’re all healed up. You can bet on that. And you’re gonna love showing those puppies off. The set I’m giving you will be marvelous.”

		The doctor enhanced his point by giving a chef’s kiss.

		Mabel was left even more confused than before. She had no idea what procedure the doctor wanted to do to her, but clearly this had all been planned. And given the bimbo nature of the princess, it was clear that she forgot all about her upcoming surgery. She had been too preoccupied with trying to get out of her studies to remember what came after.

		“Look,” Mabel said. “I know you’ve come all the way here from Monaco or wherever, but we’re going to have to reschedule. I can’t have surgery today. We’ll just have to put it off.”

		“We both know that’s not going to happen,” the doctor said. “The contracts have been signed. I don’t come cheap and the royal office will want to get its money’s worth. So just relax and everything will be just fine. Like I said, I know you’re going to enjoy it all once you’ve had the chance to heal.”

		Mabel started backing away from the doctor, back toward the door she had come through.

		“No, you don’t understand. I’m not the princess. We switched places a couple hours ago. My name is Mabel. It’s not Sabrina. I’m not the princess.”

		Suddenly everything went dark. Mabel lost consciousness, hitting her head on a coat rack she had failed to see as she backed up. Luckily, there was a doctor there to render her aid.
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		Princess Sabrina was having the time of her life. It was not long before she had sucked off three guys at the Palace Pub and had fucked another two. The beer was not good, but it got her nice and buzzed, which she enjoyed. There might have been some shots in there as well, but she could not remember.

		However, all that fun came to a crashing halt the moment a hipster looking woman walked into the pub.

		“Mabel?” called out the woman. The princess was practically draped over a man, a guy she next intended to fuck. Even after two rounds, she was still horny. “Mabel, is that you?”

		“Isn’t she calling you, little lady?” asked the man whose body she was pressed up against.

		“Shh,” the princess said. “I’m undercover.”

		“You a cop?” the man suddenly cried. “Get the fuck away from me. I don’t want any of your entrapment.”

		The man pushed the princess away, leaving her to face off with this strange woman she did not recognize. However, since the woman called out Mabel, she figured the woman was talking to her.

		“What are you doing here?” the woman asked as she rushed over and grabbed Princess Sabrina’s arm. The princess was now definitely transitioning toward drunk and she had no fight in her. The woman easily pulled the princess toward a booth in the back, away from the prying eyes of the men at the bar.

		“I was having fun,” the princess slurred.

		“I knew you were having a hard time with money, but I never thought I’d see you turning tricks in a bar. I mean, really. If it was that bad, you could have come to me. We could have figured something out.”

		“I wasn’t turning tricks,” the princess whined. I was just—“

		“And you’re dressed like a slut,” the woman continued, interrupting. “Are you even wearing underwear?”

		“It just gets in the way,” the princess said, swaying in her seat. The alcohol was hitting her hard now. She vaguely recalled slugging back shots of something. Was it green? She could not remember. It did not matter anyway. What mattered was this supposed friend of Mabel’s had put an end to Princess Sabrina’s fun.

		“What is wrong with you?” the woman asked. “I never thought of you like this. You weren’t going to have sex with that man, were you?”

		The princess knew she was not going to get to go back to what she was doing. She was stuck with this woman until she could come up with some reason to ditch her.

		“No,” the princess lied. She had been planning exactly that, but she at least had some fun before she got caught. She had never understood why some people were so uptight about sex. It was fun. It felt good. It made her feel a little high when she came with a big cock in her. And cum tasted so good. Why was it that more women did not give into their sexual needs like she did? There needed to be more women like her, women who were always looking forward to their next fuck, women who loved to dress for sex and then would do anything for a hot man.

		“Good,” the woman said.

		The princess nearly asked the woman what her name was, but she managed to hold her tongue. Asking a question like that would make it clear that she was an imposter. She did not want that. If people found out she was really the princess, there would be a scandal and she would be inundated with paparazzi. It would be bad. That much had been schooled into her, even if she ignored the rest.

		The woman got up and collected two water glasses. She returned a moment later, placing a glass in front of the princess. Princess Sabrina wanted nothing from this woman, but even she realized she could use the water. She had drunk enough alcohol where she was going to need to start hydrating soon to avoid a hangover. The woman was not completely useless, even if she was a major buzzkill.

		“Would you look at that?” the woman said, pointing up toward the television screen on the wall. It was tuned into some news channel. “It looks like our princess is having plastic surgery. Can you believe that? She’s already pretty. She doesn’t need surgery.”

		Normally, Princess Sabrina would have taken that comment as a challenge. In her opinion, the woman was dead wrong. Plastic surgery was not just to look pretty. It was to look sexy. It was to be more confident in her body. It was to look the way she wanted to look. And the princess had always dreamed of having big boobs. Ever since her sexual awakening, she had wanted to fuck a cock with her tits. She would dream about a hard cock sliding between her tits and then spraying her face with cum. Those were always happy dreams until she woke up and realized she was not big enough for such an activity. It was not her fault she had tiny breasts. Yes, they were perky and cute, but they were not big and sexy like she wanted.

		However, fighting against the stream of alcohol in her brain, the princess remembered she had an appointment with a plastic surgeon. In her horniness and boredom, she had forgotten that this was the big day. The best plastic surgeon on the planet was flying in to operate on her. But she was not in the palace. Mabel was there. And that meant Mabel was about to get her tits. It was not fair.

		But rather than pout, the princess sprang into action.

		“I’m sorry, I gotta go,” she said as she jumped up and hurried toward the pub door. She ignored the catcalls of the other men who had been hoping to take their turn with her. Sex was completely forgotten as she walked as fast as she could in her high heels back toward the palace. She could only hope it was not too late.
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		The princess reached the palace gates and walked straight past the security guards manning the entrance. There was a line of tourists to get in, but she ignored them.

		“Hold it,” called out one fo the guards.

		Princess Sabrina stopped, although she looked displeased by the delay. She needed to return to the palace so she could meet with the surgeon. She found it hard to believe that she had forgotten about the surgery. The princess had been looking forward to this day for weeks, ever since she had her pre-operation appointment with the doctor in Monaco. And then on the big day, she forgot about it, too caught up in her dislike of studying to think even just a few hours ahead.

		If the princess had a doubt that she was a bimbo, this incident would have taught her otherwise. There were no doubts about who she really was. Yes, she was the princess, but she was definitely a bimbo. She simply did not have the mental capacity to be anything else. And then there was her libido. If it had not been for her being a princess, she probably would have made a steady living off of turning tricks at various pubs around town. It was in her nature.

		However, as a princess, she had a higher calling in life. Yes, she was a horny bimbo, but she still needed to follow certain standards. It was fine to take a break from time to time from the responsibilities of her birthright, but she knew she should not have left the palace on this particular day, especially by placing a random woman from town in her rightful place as a stand in.

		“I’m the princess,” she complained. “Now let me go.”

		The gate remained closed and the guard slowly approached, sizing up the woman before him.

		“I suppose you get told you look like the princess and think you can just waltz right in,” the guard pondered. He was tall with broad shoulders. Even as Princess Sabrina wore heels, he still towered over her.

		In any other situation, the princess would have used her natural bimbo charms to get her way. She knew she had a hot body and the clothes she had opted to wear meant that body was well highlighted. It was clear what kind of woman she was. She was hot and horny, without too much in the way of brains to get in the way.

		“I look like the princess, because I am the princess,” she countered. “Now let me go before I tell the king about your rudeness.”

		“Run along, sweetie,” the guard said. “Don’t make me get physical with you.”

		The guard gently grabbed Princess Sabrina by the arm, wrapping his hand around her upper arm. He was not just tall, but strong too.

		“You don’t understand,” she whined, trying to pull away. “I left Mabel in the palace, but I forgot about my boob job. If I don’t get in now, they’ll give Mabel my big tits.”

		“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” the guard said as he pulled gently, trying to lead the princess away from the gate. There had been plenty of crazy people who had tried to get through the entrance before, but none of them had ever claimed to be the princess before. There had been plenty of people who claimed they were her husband or her boyfriend, but never the actual woman herself. That was definitely a new one. “I’m sure your royal highness was just out for a stroll, dressed like a hooker, and now it’s time to have surgery. That makes complete sense.”

		“Then why aren’t you letting me inside?” Princess Sabrina asked, not understanding the man’s sarcasm. “You’re taking me the wrong direction.”

		“There’s a secret entrance you need to take,” the guard said. “It’s over this way.”

		The princess started to walk with the guard, letting him guide her where he wanted. It suddenly made sense to her that she needed to use a different entrance than the main gate. After all, she had left using one of the secret entrances to the palace. She should have gone there first and not bothered with the main gate.

		“Hey, wait,” the princess said. She looked where the guard was leading her, down the sidewalk and away from the gate. However, it was also in the opposite direction from where she knew the secret entrance was. “The secret entrance is that way.”

		She pointed in the direction of the real secret entrance and tried once again to pull away from the guard. He was not taking her where she needed to go at all.

		For the briefest of moments, the guard looked confused. He was aware of all the entrances and exits for the palace. There was always some security posted, even if that security was generally out of sight. Sometimes it was just cameras posted with a security guard in a small room inside the palace watching the live feeds. That happened to be the level of security used for the secret exit the princess had used to leave the palace in the first place. And it was easy for such a brief moment to go unnoticed by the guard monitoring the feeds.

		“There’s someone who needs to check you in first,” the guard said, making up a story he hoped this woman would believe. She was causing far more trouble than she was worth. At that moment, the guard spotted a police officer walking his beat. He waved the officer over, looking for additional assistance.

		“Is that him?” Princess Sabrina asked about the approaching police officer.

		“That’s him,” the guard confirmed.

		It only took moments for the officer to approach. “What seems to be the problem here?”

		“This woman is claiming to be the princess,” the guard explained. “She tried to walk in the main gate.”

		“Hmm,” the officer said. He gave the princess a look up and down, trying to see who he was dealing with. Her gaudy clothes did little to convey her royal lineage, but her face certainly looked like the princess. The officer’s wife loved gossiping about the royal family and he had seen far too many supposed pictures of the princess, beyond the standard holiday photo ops.

		However, despite the similarity in her appearance, the way she was dressed suggested otherwise. The royal family had always led the public to believe that the princess was a wholesome woman and not the obvious slut he saw before her. She even seemed to have something white and chalky in her hair, which looked a lot like dried semen. That was definitely not royal.

		Yet, the officer continued his appraisal of the woman before her and did not jump to conclusions. And it was that continuation that let him see something that the security guard had previously missed. The ring on the woman’s finger was a royal ring. Yes, it could have been a fake, but what if it was real?

		“Your highness,” the officer said, “can I see your ring?”

		“Sure,” the princess said, holding up her hand with the ring on her finger. It was easy to overlook, but only a member of the royal family could have such a ring. And the moment the officer saw the ring in detail, he knew it was no forgery. It was a genuine royal ring. Again, he could thank his wife for that knowledge, but he was now glad for her gossiping nature and general obsession with all things royal.

		“That is the royal ring,” the officer said. “That would make this woman’s claims genuine, I believe. I would recommend that you escort her royal highness into the palace, posthaste.”

		The security guard’s jaw dropped in shock. He had been so focused on the general appearance of the princess that he had failed to notice the most important part of her claim. The royal family always wore the royal ring when they left the palace. It was one way to prove that they were who they were. And that ring clearly made her the princess.

		“I’m so sorry, your highness,” the guard said. “Let’s get you back in the palace. Thank you officer for your intervention.”

		And with that, the security guard changed directions and escorted Princess Sabrina to the same passage she had used to exit the palace to begin with.

		It was only minutes later, once she was safely back inside the palace grounds, that Princess Sabrina made her way down to the surgery room. She no longer cared whether or not her trick with Mabel, them switching places, was found out or not. There were much bigger problems to deal with now. She had always wanted a big pair of bimbo tits, but now that the surgeon was finally available, she realized she might have missed her opportunity. She wanted a proper pair of tits to fill out her wedding dress. It seemed horrible to even think of her on the altar in a dress that was not filled out properly in the chest. She needed her bolt ons.

		“Your highness?” asked the butler, shocked at seeing her appear at the door on the wrong side of the door. He thought he had sent her through for her surgery and now stood guard should she need anything.

		“Is it too late?” Princess Sabrina asked. “Did Mabel already go in?”

		“Who is Mabel?” the butler asked.

		“She’s the girl I switched places with today,” the princess explained. “But I forgot about the surgery. It’s not too late, is it?”

		“I’m afraid it is.”
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		Mabel woke up to the feeling of a boulder resting on her chest. She raised her head ever so slightly from the bed she found herself in to confirm there were not one, but two boulders on her chest. The doctor had done his job, although believing that she was the princess. If only that had been true. She was not and had never wanted fake tits. And at this size, they were definitely tits. Breasts might have been their official name, but when they were this big and round, tits was a much better descriptor for them.

		However, when Mabel finally came to terms with the fact she had tits she had never wanted, she found that she was not alone. The doctor, the man who had given her the tits that should have belonged to the princess, stood over her, checking both his work and how her recovery was progressing. Mabel had no idea how long she had been asleep, but waking up suddenly with big tits was definitely disconcerting.

		The other person looked far more recognizable, however. It was the princess. Princess Sabrina stood there, dressed just as she had been when she left Mabel to her own devices in the palace study. However, it was clear she was not happy. She stood there with her arms crossed over her small chest, her lips pouting. Mabel felt bad for her, but then she remembered it was because of the princess that she was in this situation to begin with. It was not Mabel’s fault that Princess Sabrina’s stupid plan had not worked.

		“I hope the pain is not too much at the moment,” the doctor said. “I must say, I think you are some of the best work I’ve ever done. Obviously, however, you were not the intended recipient of my work. The princess has confessed the truth and I think I have a solution.”

		Mabel looked over to the princess and she seemed just as surprised by this turn of events as Mabel was herself. The doctor had a solution? Even before hearing what that solution actually was, she was ready to jump on it, regardless of what it entailed. She assumed a direct switch, taking the implants out of Mabel and putting them into the princess was not possible. There were medical issues with such a transplant. But surely there was something that could fix this most severe of mixups.

		However, the doctor said nothing. Instead, he motioned toward the open doorway. A figure appeared, at first silhouetted against the bright lights from behind. All Mabel could tell was it was a man.

		“Edric,” the princess shouted as she ran into the waiting arms of the man in the doorway.

		Edric was Prince Edric, the prince of a neighboring country. Even Mabel knew who he was. And it appeared this was the prince that had chosen to marry the princess. It made sense. He was handsome and slated to be a powerful ruler. It made for a good match for Princess Sabrina. And the prince was definitely handsome. Even Mabel found him attractive, for he not only appeared to be strong and handsome, with a chiseled jaw and well-muscled body, but there was a sense of intelligence in his eyes that she had never seen in any other bachelor prince before. Even though Mabel tried not to pay attention to the royal tabloids, she would have been deaf and blind not to know who the big players were for Princess Sabrina to marry. The news was everywhere.

		Prince Edric easily caught the princess as he fully embraced her. He wrapped her up in his big strong arms and kissed her with a passion Mabel only thought existed in true love matches. She never would have guessed that Prince Edric and Princess Sabrina could be truly in love. But the evidence before her was contrary to her understanding. It was clear they were in love. Then again, Mabel did not think it that hard for her to fall in love with the prince either. He was very good on the eyes and from everything she had seen and heard, he was very smart as well. That was right up Mabel’s alley.

		Finally, the prince put the princess down. She seemed disappointed in that for a moment, but then she seemed to remember why Edric was there. He had an idea to solve this problem.

		“I do have a solution,” the prince said. “There are several things that have attracted me to Sabrina. I love that she is such a bimbo and I love that she offered to let me remold her body to my tastes. Despite me being smart and capable, I prefer women who are anything but. I prefer bimbos. But what I prefer even more than just having a bimbo at my side, is to have my own little harem of bimbos. That has been what I’ve always really wanted.”

		“I don’t understand,” Mabel said, trying to understand what the prince meant. It was difficult to think straight with the pain of her recent surgery. It was not as bad as she had figured, but she was unaware if the doctor was that good or if he had her on painkillers she was unaware of.

		“It’s simple,” Prince Edric said. “I’m offering you a chance to join me. I don’t just want the princess. I want you too.”

		“You want me?” Mabel asked, gobsmacked at the thought of being desired by a prince. And this was not just any prince, but Prince Edric. It was like a secret fantasy come true.

		“I do,” the prince answered. “I want both of you. I want both of you to be my princesses. Yes, Mabel, I want you to be a princess.” He responded to the slacked jawed response of the stunned woman.

		“I… I don’t know what to say.”

		Mabel was at a loss for words. Sure, there had been times when she had wished she could be a princess. It was a long-running fantasy while she was a girl. But the real world had caused her to dispose of such notions. She was not royalty and therefore would never get to be a princess. She still happily read fantasy books where women like herself fell in love with princes. It was a genre that she never shared with anyone else. It was her guilty pleasure, especially when she was feeling down. But she never expected that dream to be made real. There had to be a catch.

		“But there’s a catch,” the prince said, practically reading Mabel’s mind. “You see, I want you to join me, but not because of who you are, but only what you look like. The two of you are almost spitting images of each other. Or, at least you were before the surgery. You see, Mabel, I want you, but I want you as a copy of Sabrina. If you joined me as my princess, you would need to become a bimbo like her.”

		The catch was a big one. Mabel had always looked down on women who so openly embraced being brainless sluts. She had looked down on bimbos, even as their bimbo lives got better and hers only got worse. But there was still a draw toward becoming a princess. She could feel it. Deep down she wanted it. The only question was whether the price was worth it. Mabel had no idea how the whole bimbo aspect would be achieved, since she was about as far from being a bimbo as she could be. She and the princess looked alike, but they were very different people.

		“How long do I have to think about it?” Mabel asked. She barely believed she was considering the offer, but the chance to be rich and be a princess was too good an offer to pass up. But she still needed to think this through. There was no chance a woman like Mabel would leave a stone unturned while considering such an important opportunity.

		“You will need to stay here at the palace for at least a month,” the doctor interjected. “You will need to heal before we can even think about removing the implants, assuming you choose that route. If you decide to stay, they implants stay.”

		“And there will likely be other additions,” the prince added. “I imagine lips and maybe even your ass would also see upgrades.”

		“Okay, I have a month to decide,” Mabel said. “I think I can live with that. You’ll have my answer by then. In the meantime, I get to find out what it’s like to live like a princess.”

		Prince Edric smiled. He was certain he knew what would happen in a month’s time. And he could not wait.
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		Prince Edric loved waking up in the morning. He never needed to set an alarm. His girls did that for him. All it took was their combined blowjob skills to wake him up each morning.

		When the prince first proposed that Mabel become his bimbo, joining Princess Sabrina in a three-way relationship, he never expected her to take it. He saw the intelligent spark in her eyes and the way her mind worked. He never thought she would give up those thoughts and turn herself into a bimbo. But she had.

		Admittedly, it had taken Mabel the entire period of her recovery to make her decision. And he doubted it had untying to do with seeing how happy the princess was once she finally got her tits. The doctor managed to stay for an extra day and already had a set of implants he had brought as a backup set. He was sure it was her enjoyment of the luxury that came with living in a palace, having servants perform even the most basic of tasks for her, and generally being pampered like a princess.

		The prince also figured he had something to do with it as well. During that month, he paid frequent visits to see Mabel as she recovered and tried to find ways to remain busy. Without her day laboring work, she had the free time to peruse the library and read books she never imagined. However, Prince Edric noticed that by the end of her recovery period, she was reading less and less. She seemed to enjoy trying on new clothes and generally spending time with the princess. He supposed it had something to do with her trying to decide if a life spent like Princess Sabrina was something she could stand or even desire.

		However, once Mabel made her decision, it was not enough for her to just want to be a bimbo. It was not enough for her to act like a bimbo. Prince Edric wanted her to be a bimbo through and through. She needed to be a bimbo not only in mind and body, but down to her very soul. She needed to be completely rewritten, her mind permanently altered so that Mabel would never make an appearance again.

		The decision of exactly what the prince wanted done did not come until he spotted the princess and Mabel trying on identical dresses. The red dresses were low cut, providing an expansive view of their identical tits. The cleavage was impressive and made Prince Edric want to interrupt them and just squeeze their tits. He knew such an action would turn the princess on. She loved being manhandled like that, but Mabel was not ready for that. She was too dissimilar, despite how similar they appeared. They could have been twins, even down to their birthdates, even though they remained completely unrelated to each other.

		But it was that moment when Prince Edric decided that he did not just want both of them. He wanted them both, but to essentially be identical copies of each other, to be duplicates of each other in mind and body, down to their names. Of course, that meant a procedure that was much more involved, but once the prince had thought of it, he could not get it out of his head. He had to have them both. He had to make them truly identical to each other.

		The whole process had been difficult to arrange. This was not something people usually undertook, but once Mabel gave him her permission to turn her into a part of his princess harem, he used every connection he had to make his dream a reality.

		There were drugs involved, as well as hypnosis. Both women were subjected to the treatment, although the real princess required very few mental changes. It was Mabel that found her whole world radically shifting around her with each session. Her mind became so completely warped, she no longer knew who she was. All she knew was she was to become Prince Edric’s bimbo and that excited her to no end.

		“Oh, Sabrina,” the prince moaned as the two bimbo princesses worked in tandem to pleasure his cock. They were both naked, their tits and asses expanded to Prince Edric’s preferred size. Their lips too had been altered, giving them identical pouts. Their lips were plump and perfectly designed for the task they were best at.

		Both women smiled at the prince’s words. They knew he was speaking to both of them. Mabel had been completely erased. She no longer existed. She had been replaced with Princess Sabrina. The real princess had been altered as well. They knew what had happened to them. They knew that one of them was not the real princess. However, neither of them knew which was which anymore. They had both been completely mind-fucked to the point that they simply accepted that they were both Princess Sabrina.

		Even Prince Eric was oblivious to which woman was which. The surgeon’s work had left them exact copies of each other. And in many ways, it was better that way. The prince had two princesses instead of one, but without the inevitable friction that one of them was real and the other was not. This way, there was no friction, except for the kind of friction that led to pleasure. What was more, the two women embraced their lives as dual princesses, each of them doing their part to be the princess that their prince wanted them to be. They worked together in everything they did.

		Admittedly, there was one problem with the prince’s grand plan to have two bimbo princesses at his beck and call. There were times when public appearances were needed. It was no longer a secret that Princess Sabrina had undergone radical plastic surgery. That scandal, fully admitted, had passed in time. But the press and public had never been told that there were two princesses. It meant only one princess could ever make a public appearance at a time. And those appearances needed to be carefully choreographed to avoid further issues.

		However, both women embraced that part of their lives fully. They were perfectly happy to take turns attending parties or other events, always hanging onto Prince Edric’s arm. They never went anywhere without him. And the woman who got to stay home for the evening always found ways to spend her time. Watching porn and using an array of vibrators, dildos, and other toys more than made up for a night of being shown off like a trophy.

		If there was a difference remaining between the two Princess Sabrinas, it was that one seemed to have a slightly higher sex drive than the other. Not that such a fact made it easier to tell them apart. One of the drugs Mabel had been put on was specifically designed to permanently increase her sex drive so that she would better match the real princess. And it worked, although there was some debate afterward whether the drug had worked too well or not enough. But the difference was small enough that the prince did not worry about it. And it was not as if such a difference was enough for him to tell them apart when they were dressed up in a fancy dress and begging him to fuck one or both of them, as they so often did. The prince had wanted this quality from them.

		“We love you,” the two princesses said in unison as they sat up, leaving the prince’s cock hard.

		“What are you doing?” Prince Edric asked, but he did not need to wait for an answer. It became readily apparent that on this particular day, the princesses had something more specific in mind.

		One of them climbed on top of the prince, sinking down onto his, letting his hardness split her open. The other princess swung around and straddled his chest, putting her fake ass on display for the man who had made them. The pair started kissing, fondling each other’s bodies, as the princess full of cock slowly fucked herself, not so much for her pleasure, but for his. She set a pace that would keep him hard and keep his pleasure at a peak for as long as possible. Luckily, it was the perfect speed for her too.

		With the two princesses making out, making a big show of their lust not only for the prince, but for each other, Prince Edric found himself almost mesmerized by the ass and the pussy that was only inches from his face. He knew the importance of keeping two lusty bimbos satisfied in bed. He grabbed the princess facing away from him by the hips, and pulled her back. Then he reached out with his tongue and started to lick her pussy.

		The two princesses squealed at the same time, as if they both felt his tongue on their pussies and clits. It was like they shared in each other’s pleasures at a level that should not have been possible. Their connection ran deeper than blood.

		The threesome continued like that, each of them driving each other to higher and higher heights, a scene that was all too common in the prince’s palace where they all lived. It had all been made official, although only one of the princesses could walk down the aisle and made it public. But they did not even think about that anymore. Both women were so well and truly fucked that they could not even point out which of them got to take part in the public wedding. They were simply too focused on other matters to form those memories. All they knew was they were happy.

		Finally it happened, as it always did. It started with the prince, the pleasure finally reaching a height where he could no longer hold back. His cock erupted inside a princess, filling her with his seed. She came too a moment later, which then in turn led to the third orgasm of the tryst. The three came together as they so frequently did, a symphony of erotic pleasure and happiness. Two bimbo princesses and their prince, doing what they most enjoyed. It was what they were built for.

		Mabel might not have planned all of this on that fateful day she accepted the offer by that caterer, but there was no doubt that the woman who had once been Mabel was happy with her life. Yes, she never imagined that being a bimbo would be how her life played out. Nor had she planned to become a de facto princess. However, even if she could, she would not have looked back and regretted any of the choices she had made. She was a bimbo now and she was happy. Better yet, she was a bimbo princess and she could not imagine a better life for her or her bimbo princess partner. She was Princess Sabrina now and it was where she was meant to be.
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