

The Queen’s Diadem

Yorn ripped the axehead out of the skull of the wererat he had just decimated into a pulp. He went to wipe the sweat from his forehead, only to leave a streak of red blood in its place.

“Is there no end?” Shouted Yorn, taking in a deep breath.

“Not likely,” mumbled Phineas, clutching the black spell book to his chest, a shadowy hand seeped out of the pages of the book and grabbed a monstrous rat by the throat before it could manage to pounce on Yorn.

“Make yourself useful Iggy, my arms are getting tired,” Yorn said to me, holding his axe high in the air, bringing the immense weight of it down on another rat. Barbarians never respected the high art of the minstrels. I strummed my harp, the string’s vibrations echoing in the carven halls.

“Fuck, there it is,” Yorn let out a low growl, heaving his axe back up. The energy of my song rekindled a rage inside his heart, a heart that pumped with only bloodlust. A wererat twice my size managed to claw its way onto Yorn’s back. Yorn pulled him off with one hand, holding the rat by the face and smashed the poor wretched thing into the rocky wall of the cave, its bones shattering inside a loose sack of skin. “Fuck you, that hurt,” Yorn spat on the rat’s corpse and caressed his own back. I strummed a high pitch chord on my harp, the notes carrying themselves through the air and stitching Yorn’s shredded flesh back together.

“Do you think you can be a little less… brutal,” said Phineas, lifting his robe out of the muck, “I could resurrect us an ally, if you could only manage to leave something behind to resurrect.”

Yorn shrugged his shoulders, dabbing his hand in the bloodied corpse of a rat, marking his body in runes with the blood.

“Come on, let’s keep moving forward,” I said, while we still had time before the next wave of humanoid rodents scurried their way out of hiding. The three of us went down a dark and winding tunnel. We entered into what must have, by the looks of it, been the final chamber. In the center of the chamber was a circular pond surrounded by vegetation. Green moss and vines rested on the rocks. Mushrooms that emanated with a strange glow sprouted by the water. Yorn’s attention was stolen by the silver liquid that oozed down the walls.

“It looks like this might have been worth it after all,” said Yorn, reaching his hand out to touch the silver.

“I wouldn’t do that,” I said.

“Ah, shut it. What’s wrong with taking a little silver from the rats,” said Yorn.

“Iggy’s right,” said Phineas, holding a glass vial carefully to collect the liquid, “that’s not silver, it’s mercury,” Phineas corked the vial, “if that gets in your blood, it’s madness and insanity for you.”

“Oh,” Yorn pulled his hand away.

The pond began to bubble as something beneath the water stirred to the surface. A massive rat far larger than the others screeched and wailed, gnashing its fangs at us.

“The Queen’s diadem,” I said, pointing to the silver headpiece dangling from the rats ear.

“Then that must be the rat king,” Phineas swept the pages of his book open, preparing himself.

“Fuck the monarchy,” Yorn spat on the ground, axe at the ready.

Dark shadowy tendrils whipped from the pages of Phineas’s book, wrapping around the limbs of the rat. Yorn charged headlong at the creature, growling with rage, sweeping his axe out in front of him. The rat king snapped its jaws, grazing Yorn’s shoulder. Yorn stumbled back and quickly picked himself back up.

“Hold him still, damn it,” roared Yorn.

“I’m trying,” said Phineas.

I strummed a soft melody on the harp, lulling the beast into a quiet stupor as it struggled against the shadows.

“Now, before the melody fades,” I commanded.

Yorn rushed forward again, leaping into the air, he arched his body back and sprang forward, the blade’s edge of his axe shearing the rat down the middle. A green viscous fluid pooled at his feet.

“That should do it,” said Yorn, turning the rat's limp head to the side with the tip of his axe.

“Nicely done,” said Phineas.

I walked over to the corpse and removed the diadem from the rat. It was lighter, more delicate, then I had imagined it would be.

“Can’t they just have the jewelers make another crown? What’s so special about this one we had to risk our lives for it,” said Yorn.

“Because it’s the Queen’s,” I said.

“I don’t get it. Barbarian women don’t need crowns, they just need Yorn,” said Yorn, thrusting his hips forwards and laughing. Victory always left him horny until we made our way to a tavern for a drink and some cheap wenches.

“Who cares why, after we return it we’ll finally have enough to pay our guild dues for the past two months and have a bit left over,” said Phineas, tucking his spellbook underneath his cloak.

The diadem felt so right in my hands, I glided my fingers across the intricate filigree. I raised it above my head.

“What are you doing?” Said Phineas.

“I just want to see how it feels,” I said, placing the crown on my head. As the crown made contact a wave of energy draped over my body. A warm glow radiated from my flesh. Phineas and Yorn widened their eyes as they stared at me.

“What is it?” My lips mumbled the words a bit inaudibly. A bright light flashed before me, disorienting my sight.

“Fuck,” grunted Yorn. I noticed his mouth gaping, as my vision returned.

“Why the hell are you looking at me like that,” I said.

“You might want to take a look for yourself,” said Phineas.

I walked over to the pond and looked at my reflection. The diadem rested nicely on top of long curly blonde hair. This was not my hair, I twirled the strands between my nimble fingers. My features were soft, my lips red and full. Yet more shocking than all that was my chest. I placed my hands on two massive breasts that more than filled out my shirt.

“Fuck is right,” I excalimed, my hands went from my breasts to between my legs, “I’m… I’m a woman.”

“The crown must be enchanted,” said Phineas.

“Sounds like your Queen must not be much of a Queen after all,” said Yorn laughing, “Now I see why this crown was so important.”

“Either way, we should hurry up and return it,” said Phineas.

I only half listened to them, way too invested in the sensation that rubbing my new body gave me.

“Hold up,” said Yorn, he placed his rough hands on my wide hips, gripping me tightly. I looked over my shoulder to face him. He had a look of desire written clear across his visage, the kind of look he gets when a bar maiden bends over. “Maybe we should hold onto it for a bit. Save ourselves the trouble and money of having to visit a whorehouse.” Yorn pressed up against me, his hard cock grinding on my ass.

“Yorn, you do know it’s still me, right?” I said. Damn though, that massive barbarian cock of his sure felt good grinding against my new pussy. The logic slowly started to drain out of my head.

“I’m a Barbarian for Halgor’s sake, you don’t think I’ve taken far stranger,” said Yorn, placing a hand on my back and bending me forward. I spread my legs apart, giving Yorn space. I couldn’t help it, the aching of desire between my legs burned intensely, and Yorn felt so right and rough holding onto me.

“That’s a good fucking whore,” said Yorn, a hand grabbing at my breasts, pinching my nipple. My, they were sensitive, not like when I was a man. I bit my lip, and let out a girlish squeal.

Yorn tore at my trousers, stripping them down my legs. I tilted my hips, pressing my thick ass back. Yorn spanked my ass, making the flesh sting from his rough palm. My cunt soaked itself as I yearned for more of Yorn’s strong touch. He flicked the tip of his cock on my clit.

“Oh damn,” I moaned. Now that was a sensation I certainly never got as a man, “do that again,” I begged. Yorn slapped his cock against my tight cunt.

“You gonna get over here Phineas, or you the type who just likes to watch,” said Yorn.

“We really should be returning the crown,” said Phineas.

“Can you help me convince Phineas to keep the crown,” Yorn said to me.

I snatched my hand at Phineas’s robe, feeling for his cock underneath, “Oh you’re hard,” I said, giving him a tug, “doesn’t seem like you’re really against us keeping the crown for ourselves after all.”

“Is he really?” Howled Yorn, “That little thing doesn’t lie,” Yorn pointed at Phineas.

“It doesn’t feel so little,” I said, pulling his robe up to get a better view, “It’s actually rather nice,” I pulled Phineas by the cock, bringing him closer to me. I’ve never held another man’s cock before. It was different from when I held my own, like I could really feel the blood rushing, stiffening bit by bit.

“Well if you’re going to play with it like that, you might as well suck it too,” said Phineas. I nodded wetting my lips with my tongue.

Yorn flicked his cock on the outside of my pussy one last time. Teasing the head inside my moist cunt. Easing his way inside, his massive girth stretched my pussy open for him.

“Fuck, that’s big,” I moaned. Yorn rocked the tip in and out, opening me up bit by bit, until sliding the full length of his cock deep inside. I let out a heavy moan and clasped my mouth down on Phineas’s cock, sucking on it for comfort, as if it were a pacifier. Yorn held to my hips, pulling my ass back as he forced and shoved his cock forward, colliding with my body. My tits bounced freely as my body and holes slid back and forth between the two of them.

“Fuck, this must be our most successful quest yet,” growled Yorn, his cock hitting deep in my cunt.

“Not yet… almost…” Panted Phineas, clutching to my face as he fucked my mouth as if it were a pussy.

“You’re right.” Yorn slapped my ass, “You ready to make me cum,” he grunted. I threw my ass back, fucking him in return. “That’s it just like that, you fucking whore.”

Having the two of them at once overwhelmed my senses, being tossed back and forth like a doll for their fucking and pleasure. My muffled moans echoed in the hollow cavern. My legs shook and quaked, if their combined strength didn’t keep me standing I would have collapsed on the ground. Their hands gripped my body hard, commanding my flesh in every way, their cocks throbbing with the need to erupt with cum.

“Fuck,” Yorn uttered one last time, plunging deep, a warm load of cum filled my pussy as it tightened around his massive cock. Phineas shoved my face off his cock, holding my hair and tilting my head back, cum spilling from the tip and showering over me.

“No fucking way we’re giving this crown back,” said Yorn.

Phineas let out a sigh, knowing Yorn was right, “Looks like that’s another kingdom we won’t be able to show our faces in again.

I wiped my face, and picked my trousers back up, slinging my harp over my shoulder, “I could really go for a drink,” I said.

“Fuck yeah,” said Yorn.

“Aren’t you going to take that off,” said Phineas pointing to the crown.

I shrugged my shoulders, “I think I’ll keep it on for a bit. I like having tits,” I said, giving them a squeeze.

We made our way out of the cave, leaving a trail of wererat corpses in our wake. We met with our packmule Rufus at the caves entrance. I grabbed the rope tied to his muzzle.

“To the World’s End Tavern,” I said.

Rufus bayed in agreement.

We took our seats at our usual table in the dark corner of the tavern’s first floor. The place was loud and rowdy with adventurers of all kinds. Cloaked assassins and banished knights shouted for drinks as they watched half naked entertainers dance on the main table. Yorn ordered a round of mead and meat for our table. Something to wet our lips and fill our bellies after a day of slaughter and… fucking.  We had built up quite the appetite. When our meal arrived Yorn devoured the mutton, washing it down with large gulps of mead.

“You’re going to give yourself a stomach ache,” said Phineas.

“Iggy can just sing it away,” Yorn shoved a chunk of meat down his gullet.

“Such a waste of what I can do,” I said, sipping on my drink.

A fist came crashing down on our table, shaking our plates, “I hope you came to pay up,” said Mace. Mace was our Guild Master, in charge of arranging quests for us and unfortunately collecting dues when they go unpaid for so long.

“Can’t you see we’re eating,” said Yorn, his beard soaked in mead, “can’t this wait.”

“You three owe… wait, where's Iggy?” Questioned Mace, eyeing me, not knowing who I was now that I had a woman’s body.

“Let us enjoy the meal. We have your money. We just finished that quest you sent us on. They were very happy with our services.”

“Fine,” said Mace snatching Phineas’s pint, “just have it to me by tonight,” Mace wandered off drinking the mead.

“Lords, I hate that man,” said Phineas.

“Here,” I said, sliding my tankard over to him.

“And what the hell was that, we don’t have the money,” said Phineas.

“Don’t worry, I have an idea. You just leave it to me and Iggy here,” Yorn wrapped his arm around my shoulder, his fingers pinching at my nipples, “I’ve got a plan.”

Yorn finished eating and left the table. I had no idea what he was planning. But I could almost be sure I wasn’t going to like it. And why the hell did it have to include me. I just want to eat, drink, and sleep. Same as after every other adventure we have. Phineas and I finished our meals as we waited for Yorn to return with whatever nonsense he was in the process of concocting. The whole situation had me tense and on edge. There’s never any knowing what goes on in that brutes head.

Yorn returned to our table and dropped a large sack of gold coins between us. By the sound of it, there was more in there than we have ever gotten from a single quest before.

“See, nothing to worry about,” said Yorn.

“How did-” Phineas fingered the sack of coins, “that’s a lot,” he said lifting it, getting a feel for the weight. Phineas passed it over to me.

“Enough to catch us up, pay next months, and still have some left over,” said Yorn.

“This is insane,” I muttered.

“There’s just one small thing we need from you, Iggy.”

“What’s that,” I said, I knew there had to be a catch.

“The… eh… client is waiting upstairs for you. Just provide him with some of that service you provided for us earlier,” said Yorn.

“You mean you-”

“Oh and he thinks you’re a princess, so just go with that,” Yorn cut me off.

“Who the hell is going to believe I’m a princess?”
“You are wearing a royal crown,” Yorn gave the diadem a flick with his finger.

I readjusted the diadem on my head, “You can’t just go whoring me out like that, I mean-”

“Well too late now,” Yorn snatched the sack of gold and shook it in our face, “come on, just this once. It’ll get Mace off our backs for a while and we won’t ever have to do it again.”

“We? I’m the one whose legs are being spread open for some stranger,” I said.

“Yes we… we’re in this together, you think it was easy finding someone with this much money. Hurry up, he’s in the third room waiting for you.”

It was a lot of gold. And I had to admit fucking the two of them was a hell of a lot of fun. But this was different. I knew them, we’ve been a group for years. Fucking them simply felt like enjoying another aspect of who I was. This was something else entirely, this was me being a whore. I had to do this though for our group. Hell, we might have enough left over for a new lute. And I’d be lying if I said the idea of fucking a stranger in this body didn’t turn me on a little. Who knew, maybe this man could please this body in a way I never would have thought of on my own.

I left our table to go to the second floor of the tavern, where the rooms were. I had no idea what to expect. Who was this man, what would he look like? I guess I shouldn’t be so concerned with that though. We just took on the fucking rat king, how much scarier could one mortal really be. I entered the room, a man lying on the bed began to stir.

“So you’re the princess Lianne,” he gazed upon my body soaking in the site of my large bust. “It doesn’t surprise me that Yorn would stoop to such decadence, the man is rather desperate for money. But that whole guild is. A bunch of outcasts and failures. Oh well, this works for me, I’ve got plenty of money to spare,” the man removed a diamond studded band from his finger and placed it on the nightstand. I would be sure to steal before we finished, I didn’t like how he spoke of Yorn or our guild.

“Don’t be shy, come on over,” he patted the bed for me to join, “My name’s Dolph, but that’s not so important.”

I nuzzled into the curve of his body, he radiated warmth from his strong chest. His eyes went from the diadem and down along my neck, his fingers tracing where he looked.

“You’re quite the beauty,” he said.

“Thank you,” I responded.

He pulled at my shoulder, his mouth nibbling at the crook of my neck. His warm tongue licking my flesh.

“I’ve never been with a woman with such large breasts before,” his hands groped at my chest. “This will be fun.”

I let out a heavy satisfied sigh.

“You like that?”

“Mhmm,” I nodded. His hands cupped me so well, holding to the weight of my breasts.

“How about this,” he tore my shirt down, freeing my breasts. His mouth made its way from my neck towards my nipples. His tongue licked until they stiffened. He pinched the flesh and suckled like a babe. His mouth gave more pleasure than his hands.The wet smacking of his lips made me drip with a desire for more.

“Even better,” I moaned.

What little worry I had about all this started to fade away. It felt far too good to worry. I tingled with energy. His cock hardened and pressed against my thigh. I reached down and took hold of it.

“Do you like this?” I asked.

“Fuck yes,” he said, his breath tickled my ear.

“Then…” I clawed my way down his chest, “you’re really going to like this.” My tongue glided down his stomach, teasing at the base of his cock. I gave the tip a soft kiss. His cock twitched from my sensitive touch.

“Where did a princess learn such technique,” said Dolph, groaning as I took the tip into my mouth.

“Do you want answers? Or do you want your cock sucked? I can’t do both,” I inquired, letting his cock go.

“I’d much rather have that mouth sucking than talking,” he said, guiding my head back down.

“Good, me too,” I gave his hard cock another kiss. The less I spoke, the less likely he is to find out I’m not what Yorn told him. I don’t even want to imagine what he might do if he found out I was really a man.

I took the entire length of his cock into my mouth, right down to the base. Spit dripped out from my lips covering and coating him.

“Fuck, look how wet that is. I like it sloppy,” he said.

I spat in my palm and stroked him, the wet sloshing ringing in our ears, “that’s not the only thing that’s wet,” I said, patting my palm between my legs. Dolph shoved my shoulders, tossing my body down on the bed. His hands pulled at my trousers, sliding them off my legs. His palms pushed at my thighs spreading my legs open.

He brought a finger to my pussy, “damn, it really is wet,” he lifted his finger to his mouth, a strand of sticky juices attached to it, snapping in half.

“Come back here,” I begged, not wanting his touch to end.

Dolph placed two fingers over my clit, massaging it gently. I squirmed underneath him, my hips shaking and thrusting in the air for more. His finger slid into my entrance, pressing down on the walls of my pussy.

“Fuck that feels good,” I said.

“You have quite the whores mouth for a princess,” he said. I bit my tongue. “I like that,” Dolph dove between my legs, his tongue licking up and down my clit, his fingers sliding in and out of my pussy. I clutched his hair as he ate me out. I arched my back and moaned into the air. Dolph’s enjoyment and laughter was muffled by my pussy grinding on his lips. I squeezed my thighs together, the pleasure so intense.

“Don’t you dare, block me out,” said Dolph, gripping my thighs and wrenching my legs back open.

Dolph brought his hips between my legs. I wrapped my calves around his back. Holding him secure against me. His cock pressed against my cunt. He reached between our bodies, grabbing his cock and teased it, sliding it against my warm pussy. He pressed the tip in, slowly stretching me out.

“Fuck I need more,” I pressed my legs against his back to bring him in closer, to force more of his cock inside me. We entangled our bodies together. He thrusted, his cock hitting deep. Our sweaty bodies gliding across each other, bouncing on the bed. Fucking on a bed was far more enjoyable than in a dank cavern. I could lie there forever having his cock penetrate inside of me.

“Ugh, princess that pussy is so tight,” Dolph fucked me harder, chasing after that orgasm.

“Yeah, you like that,” I panted.

“Fuck yeah. If you let me cum inside you I’ll give you a bonus.”

“Fucking do it. Do it, cum inside this pussy,” I demanded.

Dolph placed his hands flat on my breasts, pressing down, thrusting inside of me hard, building up the need to cum. He groaned and grunted, hitting in deep one last time and holding it there, warm spurts of cum filled my cunt as he collapsed onto my chest. Our bodies heaving together. Our warm breath mixing.

Dolph rested his head on my shoulder as I stroked his hair, petting him into a relaxed state of mind and body. My touch slowly soothed him to slumber. His breathing slowed and grew heavy. His eyes closed. He looked so adorable sleeping like that. Even if he was a bit of a greedy perv. While asleep I saw only his innocence. My job was done though. And I enjoyed it, more than I would have thought. I wrestled my body out from underneath him, pushing him aside. I grabbed my clothing and draped it back on. I also grabbed his ring from off the nightstand. He did say I was going to get a bonus, this would do just fine. I didn’t feel like sticking around until he awoke. I needed to get back to Yorn and Phineas. I shoved the ring into my pocket.

Yorn and Phineas were at our table, enjoying another meal. After an adventure like the one we had today, Yorn might very well be eating straight through to morning. Phineas on the other hand would be reading through his spellbook trying to decipher more of its strange workings.

“How’d it go?” Asked Yorn, breaking away from his food for a moment.

“Fine, he’s asleep now. But the job is done,” I said. I couldn’t tell them how much I loved it, that I would probably do it again. That I’d let Yorn whore me out whenever we might need the extra gold.

“Let’s go find Mace, and get this settled,” said Phineas, shutting his book. Yorn and I nodded in agreement.

Mace was busy at the long table, schmoozing and singing bawdy songs with the other patrons.

“Here it is,” said Yorn dropping half the sack of gold in front of Mace.

“Damn, you weren’t joking,” said Mace, looking up at us.

“Should be more than enough to cover next month’s too,” said Phineas.

“Maybe you guys aren’t so useless after all. Perhaps you two and… Iggy, wherever the hell he is can help the guild out a bit more,” Mace gave the gold a shake, “I think it’s time for our guild to expand. Find us some new recruits and I’ll have you promoted from apprentices to journeymen. Sound good?”

The three of us looked at each other and nodded.

“Good, now get out of here and let me enjoy this,” Mace scattered a few gold coins in front of one of the dancers.

Things were really starting to look up for our group. We might not just be three nobodies in a nobody guild for much longer. And it was all thanks to this crown. I started to feel a bit worried though. At some point the Queen would send someone else to come looking for it and I have no idea how much longer until she did.

“We should get some rest for the night, we can worry about finding recruits tomorrow,” said Phineas.

“I agree, my legs are a bit sore,” I said rubbing my thighs.

Yorn laughed, “I much rather a quest where I can kill things.”

“I don’t think that’ll help us much here,” I said.

“You never know,” said Yorn, “I can just kill a recruit and have Phineas turn him back into a mindless drone.”

“It doesn’t quite work that way,” said Phineas.

Yorn shrugged.

The three of us spent the night at the tavern. That night was the first time since putting the diadem on that I had removed it, carefully placing it under my pillow. Being back in my normal body felt a bit strange. I expected the feeling of returning to my body to be akin to taking off a tie, a feeling of free movement. Instead I found myself aching to place the crown back on. I slept in a different room that night as well, for obvious reasons. I didn’t need Yorn waking up in the middle of the night horny and wanting to fuck ‘Princess Lianne.’ Not that I would so much mind the chance to fuck again in that body, it had more to do with the fact that I desperatly needed sleep.

I woke up to the sound of the door to my room creaking open. I peeked out of my eyelids to see what it was. A shadowed figure approached my bed. A terrible energy ran up my spine as it loomed over me, holding something in its hand. I quickly turned over, frantically grabbing for the crown and my harp. I kicked at the chest of the figure. It huffed, and toppled back, tripping over the nightstand. I clamored out of the bed and rushed out of the room, not looking back. I tossed the door to where Yorn and Phineas slept.

“Wake the hell up,” I shouted in a panic.

“What’s that,” Yorn bolted awake, axe already in his hands.

“We gotta get out of here,” I said, “now,” I tugged Phineas off the bed by the robe.

The two of them offered no protest, following after me.

“I don’t understand,” said Phineas.

“Someone tried to attack me,” I said, loading our gear up onto Rufus.

“Who?” Asked Yorn.

“I don’t know, we just gotta go.”

“Do you think it was Dolph?” asked Phineas, shoving something into one of the bags hanging off Rufus, “Do you think he found out he slept with… well you?”

“Doubt it, more money than brains,” said Yorn.

“Doesn’t matter right now,” I said.

We entered into the woods keeping clear of the main paths. It was far too dangerous for us now. There was no telling who was after us, why, and how many.

“Come on Rufus,” I said, coaxing him along with a tug of the rope.

Rufus gave a mulish grunt.

“I know you’re tired but we can’t stop here,” I said, tussling the top of his head.

“I’m tired too,” said Yorn, rubbing the dark circles under his eyes. “Where are we even going?”

“The mages guild’s lunar festival isn’t too far from here. I was hoping we could stop there to pick up supplies anyhow,” said Phineas.

“Sounds good to me,” I said.

“You just got a new spellbook. I haven’t gotten a new axe in months. We always go where you want,” said Yorn.

“Quit being such a baby. Besides, thanks to the mercury we found in that cave I just need a little nightshade and I can really whip up something special.”

“Who cares about your little Potions, what I need is-”

“Would you two stop it, we’re going to the festival and you two are going to get along or I won’t put the crown back on for either one of you again,” I said.

“Fine,” Yorn and Phineas mumbled in unison.

“I can’t believe he just threatned to withhold sex from us,” Yorn whispered to Phineas.

“I know right, who does he think he is? Our wife?”

The three of us slept for the remainder of that night outside the festival. I rested against Rufus, his plush and furry body made a good impromptu pillow, and he didn’t seem to mind as he occasionally nuzzled up against me. The sun woke me up the next morning as it shone down from directly above, it must have been around noon.

“Where’s Phineas?” I asked Yorn.

“He’s already inside, he didn’t feel much like waiting for you,” Yorn sat there sharpening his axe.

“Well thanks for waiting,” I said.

“Yeah yeah, you ready?”

The festival bustled with lively folks from all over, and not just the magically inclined. There were games and the like, families even brought their children here. The smell of roast boar filled my nostrils. I looked over at Yorn who was licking his lips.

“We should probably look for recruits while we’re here,” I said.

“Probably,” said Yorn, not paying attention, looking to see where the heavenly smell was coming from.              “Wait! No… can’t we find an honest sword wielder, someone who just wants to chop heads.”

“This isn’t the time to be picky, Mace is finally starting to like us. We just need to find a skilled fighter who we won’t mind having in our group.”

“I already mind,” said Yorn.

“I’ll get you some mead and boar.”

“I’d rather some of that pussy,” growled Yorn.

“Maybe later, we have a job to do.”

We followed our noses to the food tent. Halfway there and Yorn got distracted by the combat ring filled with magic wielders of all kinds battling one another showing off their prowess. The only thing that delighted Yorn more than food was the thrill of battle that and sex. A crowd of people circled the ring. Yorn pushed his way through and I lost him momentarily. I figured I’d grab us food. He’d be there for as long as the battle lasted.

The food vendor was a round man, his apron stained with food grease.

“Just a moment,” he grumbled in a rough voice, after I placed an order for Yorn and Myself. He headed for the back of the tent, returning with a large meat cleaver gripped tightly between his hands. He approached me silently, getting closer and closer, way too close. He let out a guttural  yawp and swung the cleaver directly for my head. I quickly ducked, the cleaver barely missing the top of my face. I rolled along the dirt floor.

“Get back here,” the man bellowed. I looked around frantically, picking myself up off the floor. Nobody else was here but myself and the wild chef chasing after me with a meat cleaver.

“What did I do?” I shouted, desperately attempting to avoid his swinging cleaver, “ I just wanted some meat,” I huffed and puffed, scurrying off the floor. He swung his cleaver and missed again, smashing through a stack of plates.

I grabbed a fallen plate and tossed it at my assailant. The porcelain clonked him right in the temple. He stood there dazed, wiped the blood from his head and continued to pursue me in a rage. That was not a good idea.

“Iggy!” It was Phineas. The chef launched himself after me. A shadowy hand seeped out of the ground and gripped the neck of the chef, holding him high in the air, as he flopped and struggled to get free. “Yorn told me you’d be here. It’s not safe for you to be alone, come with me.”  The chef passed out in the clutches of the shadow, and Phineas dropped the limp body to the floor.

“What’s going on?” I asked, following behind Phineas.

“You’re wanted, there’s posters with your face up all over. You got a pretty hefty bounty too,” said Phineas, the two of us exited the tent, and sadly without any meat. “Let’s just hope Yorn doesn’t see how much they’re offering for you,” laughed Phineas.

“I think ever since we found this crown, this is the first time my body is actually worth something to Yorn” I laughed along with Phineas. Laughter was necessary at a time like this. The jokes kept us sane, and unworried.

“It seems you’re the only one they’re after, and nothing has been said about the crown. It’s all very strange. But for right now our best bet is having you put that crown on and remaining as the Princess Lianne until this is all sorted out. You do have the crown with you, right?”

“Of course, I wasn’t just gonna leave it with Rufus, way too valuable.”

“Good, put it on and we’ll go find Yorn.”

It felt so right to be back, to be a woman again. I cupped my breasts. I missed these voluptuous tits way more than any man should. Unfortunately we were now surrounded by festival patrons. The initial rush of desire still surged through my body and I desperately felt the need to be touched.

“What the hell are you doing?” Asked Phineas, staring at me as I teased a nipple from over my dress.

“Nothing? What is it?”

“You’re fucking pinching your nipples.”

“Oh, I am,” I said, pulling my hands away.

“You’re supposed to be a Princess, act like one.”

“You’re right, sorry.”

“You’re doing it again…”

I looked down and my fingers were fiddling around my chest, “I can’t help it,” I moaned, “It feels so good, I need it.”

“Just hold it in, people are starting to stare.”

We walked through the crowd, the eyes of pervy men quickly looking away as I glared at them for staring. Not that I could blame them, I was just tugging on my nipples. And I could still see them poking against the fabric of my shirt.

Yorn was exactly where we expected him to be, hands gripping the combat cage screaming with a bloody rage, as a mage just found himself frozen solid in a block of ice from head to toe.

“While you went off to enjoy yourself, Iggy almost got himself killed,” said Phineas.

Yorn composed himself, the red flushing from his cheeks, “I’ve been doing research,” he said.

“Mmm, right,” said Phineas.

“Seriously, I found us the perfect candidate. He’s good, an illusionist, but he got knocked out early by some bullshit play. His ego is probably hurting just enough that convincing him to join should be easy.”

“Alright, well let’s get him and get out of here. It’s not safe for us.”

“Nowhere is going to be safe for us,” I said, “we can’t just keep running, whoever wants this crown isn’t going to stop until they have it back,” I said.

“So what do we do?” Asked Yorn.

“Let’s get this mage and head to Morwind Kingdom, like we should have done in the first place.”

Yorn frowned, “We’re not gonna give the crown back are we?”

“Fuck no,” I said, “But it’s time to face this problem head on.”

“I like the sound of that,” said Yorn.

Phineas shook his head in disappointment.

“So who is this mage?” I asked as we approached the table where he sat, enjoying a meal.

“His name is Moonbeam The Magnificent, stupid name I know. But you should have seen him, the guy made some clones of himself, each one capable of using their own magic.”

“Those are more than just some clones, that’s some serious magic,” said Phineas.

“Moonbeam! I heard about your match, very impressive stuff,” said Phineas quickly taking a seat next to him.

“Screw off,” said Moonbeam, looking dejected at the food before him.

“Ah man, I saw it for myself. A rubbish call,” added Yorn.

“Jealousy, that’s what it is,” said Moonbeam.

“Absolutely,” Interjected Phineas.

Moonbeam looked up, inspecting each of us. I nodded my agreement to him.

“We could really use someone like you in our guild. We’ve got some business with the monarchy in Morwind, help us out? A bit of a trial run, if it’s not a fit, don’t join.”

Moonbeam spat on the ground, “screw the monarchy, whole reason I can’t just soak the ground with the blood of these pathetic combatants. What happened to the real competitions we used to have. They’ve all gone soft.”

Yorn raised his eyebrow at us, grinning, “Let me clarify… we have some business with the monarchy of Morwind.” Yorn winked at Moonbeam.

I watched the whole exchange, squirming in my seat. Moonbeam’s dark brooding really made my inbetweens ache with fiery desire. Hearing of his power, looking into his cold eyes. I couldn’t resist. My hand crept up my chest, pinching at a nipple as I bit my lip. Phineas smacked my hand, and shot me a disapproving look. He had no idea what it was like to have this crown though, to feel its constant need for cock. If I had to stay hidden in this body, then I would need to have it satisfied from time to time, it was the only way. Besides perhaps I could help seal the deal between us and Moonbeam, if he wasn’t fully convinced yet.

“It really is a shame,” I said, reaching across the table and taking his hand in mine. I could feel the magical energy that radiated off him, the mark of spells he had just recently casted still surged off his flesh. The touch sent shivers through my core.

“It really is…” Moonbeam stared at my cleavage, licking his lips.

“Come with me, I’ll show you just how fun our guild can be,” I said. The two of us left the table. I motioned to Yorn and Phineas to wait for us.

There was no better medicine for a bruised ego than sex. Nothing rekindled the fire in a man like taking a woman. Especially if he believes the woman he was taking was one of the sexiest Princesses of all the kingdoms. I found an empty tent for the two of us, a place where we might get a little privacy. I got down on my knees before Moonbeam, he looked down at me. The Lust sparkled in his eyes.

“We could really use your help,” I said, crawling my hands up his thighs.

“Is that so?”

“Mmhmm, someone as powerful as yourself would make a great asset to our team,” I grabbed for his cock from over his pants. Feeling how thick and hard he was for this body.

“You think I’m powerful?” Asked Moonbeam.

I gave his cock a strong squeeze, “I can feel that you are,” I said.

I tugged at his clothes, needing to get them off so I could get at that hard cock of his, I was hungry for it. Hungry with lustful desire that only a thick throbbing cock could satisfy. And one cock was not going to be enough for me. Not for the insatiability granted to me by the magical diadem resting on my forehead.

I pulled his cock out, “mmm, looks so yummy,” I said, licking my lips. His cock twitching, filling with a rush of blood.

“Go on and have a taste then,” said Moonbeam, guiding me by the back of my head toward his cock.

I licked at the tip. Giving him a nice little suck. A little tease, and I knew he was all mine. That he was ours and he wouldn’t be able to resist joining our group. Unable to pass up the opportunity to have access to these lips again.

“I think I need more,” I said. “Perhaps you can have your friends join us.”

“My friends?” He looked at me, puzzled.

“Yeah, the ones I know such a powerful mage can conjure up.”

“Oooh, right,” grinned Moonbeam, forcing me deeper down his shaft.

His eyes glowed with a translucent blue, the tattooed markings on his body emanated a similar glow. An aura surrounded him, the light phasing between the material and the immaterial. Stretching from out of his body was two beings completely identical to him.

“Now that’s what I’m talking about,” I said. Three of them, absolutely perfect. Plenty of hard cock for this tight pussy.

“Think you can handle it?” Asked Moonbeam.

“I’ll certainly try,” I said. My mouth wrapped around his cock, sucking fully. I reached my hands out, and gripped a cock with each, stroking as I sucked.

“Damn, you know how to work a cock,” said Moonbeam.

“She really does,” agreed a second Moonbeam.

“How do we decide who gets to fuck her first,” said the third.

I pulled my mouth off his cock, “You can go first,” I said, “so long as there’s a hard cock inside me, it doesn’t matter.”

Two of them lifted me up from underneath my shoulders, and brought me down on a pile of hay, pinning my body down, holding me securely. The third Moonbeam, strolled on over between my legs, stroking his cock.

“Fuck, I can’t wait to have you,” he grunted.

“Come and get it,” I demanded, tilting my hips and lifting my legs in the air. I gave Moonbeam full access to this pussy. Our group was going to need his help and my pussy needed his cock. He slapped his cock against my wet pussy, grinning. I hated the teasing, one day was far too long to go without the crown, and even longer to go without a man’s hard cock inside of me.

Moonbeam wasted no time, he slid into my tight cunt, and started fucking. My body bounced as his two assistants held me down harder, preventing me from squirming about.

“Damn you're so tight,” said Moonbeam.

“That’s fucking right baby.”

His doppelgangers pulled at my dress, taking my full tits out to play with. One of them pinched and tugged at the nipple, while the other used his mouth to suckle on it. The simultaneous stimulation of all three of them had me in a world of pure sexual bliss.

“Fuck fuck fuck,” I whimpered repeatedly.

“Someone help quiet her down,” said Moonbeam, hitting my pussy with more might. One of the doppelgangers straddled my chest, opened my mouth and shoved their cock inside silencing my moans.

“Now that’s how I like it,” said Moonbeam, his cock tightening with the need to cum as it fucked my sweet cunt.

The one on top my chest held to my face, his cock dripping with my spit. Sweat and saliva pooled around my cleavage. He grunted, chanting, “I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum,” as he fucked my mouth, my warm tongue wrapped around his thick shaft. He pulled out of my mouth, hovered over my chest stroking his cock furiously, grunting like an animal. Streams of warm cum splattered against my tits. I groped my breasts, smearing the cum along my nipples.

“You’re a real slut for cum, aren’t you,” said Moonbeam.

“Mmhmm,” I nodded, “please give me more.”

Moonbeam’s eyes glowed blue, he dissipated the doppelganger that had released himself upon me from existence and quickly conjured another to take his place.

“There’s plenty of me to go around,” said Moonbeam.

The newly created Moonbeam took the old ones place, fucking my mouth, making sure my holes were not vacant for too long.

I grabbed for a cock, stroking it over my body, “how about you? Are you gonna cum for me too?” I gripped the tip of his cock, stroking and stroking, working another warm load out. Cum raining down on my body, sticking to my flesh.

“Send me another one,” I demanded, “I want to be soaked in cum.” Moonbeam replaced the spent clone with another. “I want this one to cum inside,” I said. Moonbeam pulled out of my pussy and let the clone take his place.

“Fuck her for me, cum inside that pussy,” said Moonbeam coaxing his clone to orgasm. “Spit on it for me,” said Moonbeam. I obliged his request, drooling my spit over his cock. Moonbeam stroked himself as he watched his clone fill my cunt up with cum. “What a good whore we have.”

My pussy and tits dripped with warm cum. Moonbeam grabbed my body and flipped me over, lifting my hips, my ass in the air for him.

Moonbeam spanked me, “Now it’s my turn.” He shoved himself in, taking me from behind, plowing into my pussy, pulling my hips back and thrusting his forward. His cock slid into my cum greased hole. He leaned forward and grabbed my hair, tilting my head back. “You ready for more cum,” he whispered in my ear through clenched teeth.
“Yes yes, please give it to me,” I moaned. Moonbeam fucked into me with all his might, his heart beating heavy in his chest, his breath warm against my back. I held the hands of the other two for comfort as the hard fucking overwhelmed me, I shut my eyes tight and waited for his load as my body quievered and my pussy tightened. He gave a large heavy thrust, his cum erupting deep inside of me. He filled me with wave after wave of sticky loads.

Moonbeam collapsed, spent, his chest pressed to my back. His clones disappeared. My pussy satisfied from the fucking.

“So what do you say? Will you help us?” I asked.

“I think this might be the perfect guild for me,” said Moonbeam.

I crawled out from underneath him, and gave his cock a kiss, “The others will be happy to hear it.” Thanks to this crown everything was starting to fall into place for us. There was no way we would be giving it back. But we couldn’t run forever. It was time to put an end to this. The monarchy of Morwind will fall tonight.

“He’s in,” I said to Yorn and Phineas.

“Good Job,” said Yorn, slapping my ass.

“Hey, knock it off. Not till after we take care of the Queen, or whoever it is that’s after this crown.

“Fine, just keep that pussy ready. I’m gonna need one big victory fuck, after this is all over,” said Yorn.

“I think we all will,” I said.

The four of us, followed by Rufus, headed toward Morwind, as our sights were set on the castle ahead, the building glared back at us menacingly.

“Alright boys… and lady, time to gear the fuck up,” said Yorn. Yorn rummaged through our bags, “Take these,” he handed me plate armor and an iron sword.

“You know I have no idea how to use this,” I said, waving the sword haphazardly.

“If someone comes after you, stab them, simple. This isn’t some rat cave, we could be up against a real military, hopefully it doesn’t come to that. But you’ll need more than just a harp.”

I nodded, sheathing the sword.

“So we’re seriously doing this then,” said Moonbeam.

“Fuck yeah,” said Yorn.

“What the hell kind of trouble did you three manage to get yourselves into?” Asked Moonbeam.

Phineas shot me a glance and then one at Moonbeam, “Probably best you don’t know all the details.”

“Fine with me, I’ll follow this ass to my death,” said Moonbeam, giving me a squeeze.

“Would you guys stop it,” I stomped my foot, “This is not the time,” I muttered, as we arrived at the kingdom’s gates.

We kept to ourselves as we ventured toward the center of the kingdom, toward the Queen’s hold, doing our best not to draw suspicion.

“What business do you have here,” said one of the two guards manning the entrance.

“We are here to see the Queen,” said Phineas.

“The Queen is refusing all visitors, and is choosing to remain behind closed doors for the time being,” said the Guard.

“I can’t imagine why,” Yorn whispered sarcastically.

“What was that?” Asked the Guard, “speak up.”

“What my friend is trying to say is…” I placed a finger on the iron plate of the guard, seductively twirling it around, “It’s really important we see the Queen.”

The Guard gulped, “I’m sorry my fair lady, but we are under strict orders.”

“That’s too bad,” I whispered, nibbling on his ear. I quickly drew my sword and thrusted it between the links of his armor. The guard gurgled and fell to the ground.

“Oh fuck,” shouted the second guard. Yorn reacted quickly swinging his axe full force, connecting with the guard’s skull.

“Not very subtly,” said Moonbeam stepping over the bodies and pushing the door open.

“We’ll find the Queen’s quarters faster if I split up,” said Moonbeam, conjuring multitudes of clones and sending them off into different directions around the castle. He tapped into the sights of each clone, trailing their movements throughout the castle.

“This way,” said Moonbeam, “There’s three guards in front of her door, be prepared.” We followed behind Moonbeam and then came to a stop. “They’re just around this corner.”

Phineas flipped his spellbook open, sending a shadow down the hallway. “What’s this,” said a guard moments before choking, the sound of metal clanging through the hall. The other two headed toward us. Yorn turned the corner, screaming with bloody rage. Yorn stumbled back, a red slash peeled the flesh from his chest.

“I got ya,” I lifted Yorn to his feet, blocking an coming blow from one of the guards. Moonbeam rolled behind the guard and with his dagger sliced the guard’s throat wide open, blood gushing forth and spraying the floor of the hall. Yorn dodged a blow from the final guard, sending him to the ground with a kick. Standing above the guard Yorn brought his axe down ending the fight.

“You three wait out here,” I said, “I want to meet the person who sent for my death alone.”

“Just moan if you need me,” said Yorn.

I turned and stuck my tongue out at him, pushing the door open.

A skinny man sat cowering on the bed. He looked as if he had not eaten in days, had not left the room.

“My crown,” he whispered.

“This is yours?” I said, touching the silver crown.

He nodded, the frear palpable on his face.

“Well, I should thank you for it then,” I lifted myself up onto the bed. “I’ve never experienced anything quite like it. But I’m sure you already knew that.”

“Please…” The man begged me.

“Hmm? What’s that? Want a touch?” I lifted the armor from off my chest, “Go on…” He reached his hands out, cupping my full breasts. “Miss them do you?”

“So much,” he whispered. “

It’s a shame you wanted me dead, perhaps I would have let you enjoy them. I removed my blade from its sheath.

“Please… please,” he quivered.

“It’s only cute when I beg,” I lifted the sword, holding the point toward his throat.

“The bed in there is rather nice. Take care of the body and come join me,” I said to the group.

“So it’s taken care of then?” Asked Phineas.

“There’s just one last thing that needs taking care of,” I said, reaching a hand between my legs.

“With pleasure,” said Yorn, grabbing me.

“Remove the body first,” I said, pushing him off me, “I’d like to be comfortable for this. For all three of you.”
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The Bimbo Pandemic (Gender Swap, MMF)

Gaped And Stretched (Older/Younger MF)

Futa Pop! (Futa On Female, threesomes, and more) 5 Book Bundle

Ring Of Bimbofication (MTF transformation, threesome, mmf)

Daddy Wants A Brat (7 Story Bundle)

Shrunk By The Futa Fairy (Futa On Female)

Transgender Vampire Transformations 6 Book Bundle (Vampires, Shemale, Futa, M2F On Female, Gender Swap, BUNDLE)

Gender Swap: 5 Story Series/Bundle

Don't Stop Swapping: 5 Book Bundle (Transgender, Gender Swap, Hucow, Fertile, Milking)

Fertile Futa Nymph: 5 Story Bundle (Futa On Female)

Future Pharms: Gender Swapped (First Time MMF, M2F transformation)

Lesbian University: 5 Book Bundle
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