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​Chapter 1: T​he Supplicants
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Queen Antagenate Borealis, supreme ruler of the Kingdom of Glammerung, was an exceptionally beautiful woman. Her head was petite, featuring a classically feminine face with high cheekbones and a delicate, small nose surmounting thick, plush lips which tended to rest in a delightful smile. Her eyes were a distinctive vermillion, and normally radiated a self-satisfied contentment, though those who had failed to ensure that everything went according to her whims were familiar with how suddenly they could change to sharp knives of cruel wrath. Her eyelashes were long, thick and rich. Her eyebrows themselves however, she had chosen to have removed, replacing them with exquisite assemblies of diamonds painstakingly stuck to her skin and renewed and tended every day. She was blessed with a far-more-than-ample bosom, firm and soft, seemingly gravity-defying in its utter refusal to sag even when wearing the most skimpy of underwear. Her hips and buttocks were likewise sumptuously curvaceous, perfect hemispheres of smooth, immaculate flesh free from any hint of the cellulite that could plague lesser women. When she walked, the seductive swinging of her rear could break the hearts and minds of any man or woman in the room. Not that she ever walked very far. 

As the absolute ruler of the wealthiest kingdom in the entire continent of Arissia, she had the money and authority to make others walk to her. Despite the overabundant plumpness of her sensuous curves, she sported a slim waist and delicate fingers and toes, with long lacquered nails that were always exquisitely painted with whatever colours and patterns her mood dictated that day. She tended towards revealing clothing that would be considered scandalous if not for the fact that her choices alone determined what was fashionable amongst the nobility of the kingdom. A great many rings, necklaces, fascinators, bracelets, jewelled armbands, circlets and so forth gleamed and glimmered in the bright lights of the palace, flaunting her wealth before her subjects during the times that her whimsy took her to hold court.

This was not such a time. Instead, she paraded through her vast personal quarters, spending time with her true love, the one whom she admired and desired above all else in the world.

Her chambers were a vast open space. The gleaming roof, made from many mirrored tiles, was supported by golden arches and pillars, with a perfectly polished metal floor reflecting back up at it. The spaces between the arches contained a mix of fine gauze and silk veils, separating the huge space into chambers devoted to the queen's different passions, and more mirrors. Great tall golden framed mirrors, hanging from the walls or standing in frames on the floor. Often placed exactly facing each other so that an observer might see an infinite continuum of reflections of themself. Additional mirrors floated in space, suspended on wires from the ceiling, at angles that seemed random, but had in truth been chosen by the Queen to provide the greatest satisfaction as she passed amongst her chambers. It was in these many reflections that the object of her desire was made manifest, for her own beautiful body, perfect in every way, had the power to trigger her lust, pride and self-satisfaction in a way that nothing else in existence could manage. Her vast rooms were always well lit by many torches, chandeliers and great windows that looked out over the city below in every direction. Expensive perfumes wafted through the air, which was kept pleasingly moist despite the arid conditions outside. It was truly a place of uncompromising luxury for its owner.

Today, as on many days, she travelled through her inner domain mounted on her trusty steed, Perfection. A great white stallion that she had kept for many years, he was huge and muscular while at the same time substantially girthsome. While she had many saddles for him, including divans and reclining chairs of soft padded velvet, today she rode in her favourite position, bareback, her scantily clad thighs draped over his warm soft flanks, her vastly voluptuous and well-padded behind gently rising and falling above his hot, oiled flesh as he strode. She enjoyed the feeling of all that slick muscle and fat massaging her most intimate regions as he moved at her command. His hair was so carefully trimmed and cleansed that not even one single loose strand might fall out to stick to her utterly perfect body. As she passed by each fresh mirror, she gazed deep into the loveliness that she saw there, and that loveliness gazed back, both smiling lustfully, seductively at each other.

"Oh, my, I am so utterly beautiful, so deliciously perfect," she said to herself, lightly touching her curves as she pouted lovingly at the next mirror. "And am I...even bigger? My yes, I think I am just a tiny fraction larger than the last time." Her ringed fingers stroked slowly over the curve of her right breast, feeling the tension of compressed fat, caressing the slight bulge where it tucked into the fine golden lacework of her brassiere. Perfection had paused in front of the mirror, knowing that his mistress enjoyed spending time basking in her own divine radiance. He patiently awaited the gentle kick of her gold sequinned high-heeled shoes against his wide flanks to indicate that she was ready to move on. It was another perfect day, all things were exactly the way she wanted them, and she had everything, beauty, wealth, power, every conceivable pleasure, absolute control over everyone she surveyed. Yet still, deep down, something nagged at her. Something she didn’t understand and could never admit to existing. It was almost like...an absence, or flaw, so deeply buried that she could only barely sense it. She didn’t like it, didn’t want to acknowledge it. She must be perfect. Utterly, divinely perfect. She stared into her own beauty, smiled at herself, and willed it not to be.

"Forgive my intrusion, oh most beautiful of Queens, whose divine body makes even those of the Gods pale by comparison"—

"What? How dare you disturb my meditations? If this is not important, you shall feel my displeasure." Her voice snapped from simpering to scornful in an instant, though her eyes never left her voluptuous reflection, pouting to herself as she awaited the response of the irksome minion. Her lipstick was currently white, but she wondered if gold would suit her skimpy outfit better - gold and cream were its chief colours, after all.

"I beg for your mercy!" The servant's fear was sincere in his voice - the queen was of delightfully pleasant aspect, provided that every single thing happened in absolute accordance with her will. Any deviation from her perfect plans was met with swift and often irreversible punishments.

"The candidates for the position in your elite guardians are prepared, my Queen. You ordained that you would make your final decision this afternoon."

"How DARE you tell me what I did and did not ordain?" Her eyes flashed dangerously and for a moment she turned her head to regard his mundane features instead of her precious beauty. The selection of her elite guardians though - that was always something that she very much enjoyed.

"Bring them to me at once," she said, fractionally less aggressively. She paused for a moment, a wicked but fun plan forming in her mind. "And then stay with me until dismissed," she added.

"By your command, my Queen." The servant practically sprinted to obey, glad to have not been punished on a whim.

"Mmmm...yes, we will enjoy this, my precious. By all the Gods, I love you so much," she breathed, and blew a kiss to her reflection.

There were still a few moments to kill while the men were brought forth to her, and the queen was not one to wait when she could be partaking of pleasures. "Nectar!" she snapped loudly to the room in general.

Moments later, one of the mirror tiles in the ceiling above her was lifted out, and a silver tray lowered down on golden chains, with great care. Upon it was a single elegant glass vessel, sculpted in the manner of a delicate flower and filled almost to the brim with a pale-yellow liquid.

The mere sight of it made the Queen's bosom quiver and her crotch tighten. The source of all her wealth and power, all her great beauty and immortality. Nectar was by far the most valuable product of her kingdom, its manufacture a carefully guarded secret. The rulers and nobles of the surrounding lands paid her a vast fortune for the chance to extend their lifespan beyond all limits of nature, and if a by-product of the unnatural concoction was great physical attractiveness, so much the better. One single glass of the precious elixir per month was enough to stave off the ravages of age, but the queen of the kingdom in which it was produced, alone of all mortals, could consume it in excess at will. This continuous overindulgence granted her ungodly levels of sexual energy and a plush, overripe physical perfection that could drive any man or woman out of their mind with lust. She immediately picked up and quaffed the delicate fluted glass, her beautiful body trembling with pleasure as a glutted excess of life and energy washed through her, far more than she needed, but always less than she desired. She smacked her lips with satiation as she replaced the receptacle delicately on the tray, and it was carefully lofted back into the ceiling.

Distracted once again by the ravishing beauty of her own reflection, she pouted and posed for a while until her servant returned with three men following. Prospective candidates for the much-coveted position of the Queen's Elite Guardians, she was pleased to see that they all fitted her requirements, being tall and very heavily built, thick with bulging muscles. Such was their puissance that the queen even deigned to take a moment from her self-adulation to admire the bodies of her potential new servants. In accordance with her wishes, they had been completely shaved, and oiled until their huge biceps gleamed in the bright lighting of her chambers. They wore only loincloths made of linked plates of gold. Her perfect legs squeezed against the warm soft flanks of her steed in delight at their form. Perfection took this as his cue and began to lazily circle the men as they genuflected in her direction, pushing the servant from his path with a contemptuous flick of his great head.

"So," the queen enounced imperiously from atop her very high horse, hands resting provocatively on her hips. "You come before me to beg for my patronage, to be accepted into my elite guardsmen. As you know, this is a position only for the very best of the best. I can have no imperfection in my presence, neither in mind nor body. Your bodies all seem...adequate, at least on my first inspection. We will get to the detailed truth later," she stroked her barely-concealed crotch in anticipation as she rode. "But your minds - let us see now. Loyalty and obedience to me is the key thing in your service, the absolute that cannot be compromised. I am the most beautiful, the most utterly perfect being in all of creation, and you must love me above all else, with every fibre of your big, strong bodies, every tiny part of your mind, every iota of your soul. So, prove this to me. Worship me. Tell me how beautiful I am. You first." She gestured at one of the supplicants at random, who rose and faced her as he began to speak. His voice was thick and heavy, at odds with the flowery prose which he spouted.

"Oh my Queen, Antagenate Borealis, whose beauty eclipses even the Gods, you are the apple of my eye, the mistress of my heart. Every curve of your luxuriant body sears my mind with its perfection and is so deeply burned into my sight that I see it night and day, even in my dreams. Each of thy perfect toes is exquisite, being of the delightful size and form by which all others are judged. Thy shapesome feet are of the ideal aspect, to be borne aloft by steed and slave such that you never need to take even a step - thy glory is above such mundanities. Thy immaculate ankles...."

The queen's smile had been growing as he began his worship, her gaze once again falling upon the many reflections of her face which slid past her, smiling wickedly back, as her steed circled. Then something about his flowery speech struck her. She pouted and frowned a moment, the gentlest touch on the neck of her mighty stallion bringing him to a standstill.

"Enough. Lie down on your back."

The supplicant looked up in momentary confusion, and then his instinct kicked in and he obeyed, lying prostrate before the large hooves of Perfection.

"Perfection: Crush!" she commanded, giving him a gentle pat on his large buttock to emphasise her desire.

Perfection had been her steed for many years now, having been fed the precious Nectar by his mistress, and had come to anticipate her whims on an instinctive, bestial level. He whinnied and shook his great head in cruel, animal delight before taking a purposeful step forward, placing one huge hoof on the muscular abdomen of the supplicant before him, shifting just enough of his weight to make him gasp and cry out in pain. This brought the smile back to the Queen's face, but now her luscious lips and gleaming white teeth somehow expressed a lot more cruelty in their perfection. Her hips flexed very slightly, almost imperceptibly grinding her sweet centre against the hot back of her horse.

"Mmmm...your words are worshipful enough, I suppose," she pouted at him again, studying the reflection of his torment in one of her mirrors. "But I have heard them used before - more!" She placed her delicate hands on her sumptuous buttocks as she thrust her crotch against her steed once again, harder this time. Perfection snorted and increased the weight on his captive, drawing another cry of pain from him, and a short, genteel gasp of pleasure from his mistress.

"Another supplicant said those same words a mere month ago. Such disrespect - my worship must be fresh and new every...single...day! More!" With each of her last four words she rocked her great hips and thrust herself again into Perfection's broad back. The smell of her aroused lust was now spreading over the area, oily and very sweet, with just a subtle undertone of something unwholesome and alchemical beneath. Her mount's immaculate coat glistened between her legs with more than just the oils that had been used to anoint and cleanse him this morning. He gave another equine snigger as he pressed harder still. There was another cry of agony and a fleshy crunching noise from within the unfortunate's body. A fleck of blood stained his lower lip - the Queen gave a gentle, girly giggle of delight. She allowed his suffering to continue a few moments longer, leaning forwards now along Perfection's back, her slim belly pressed to his warm hair, her hands stroking his neatly plaited white mane, luxuriating in the strength and power of the beast between her legs. Eventually she sighed pleasantly and drew herself back up.

"Enough, my sweetie." Perfection snorted his disappointment but obeyed, stepping neatly back.

"This one is not worthy to serve my divine body directly, but he can still be of use. Guards! Take him to the Nectar mines." As she coldly pronounced her judgement, half a dozen of her large, heavily muscled elite guardians shimmered into view. Coming in from the many silk veils that decorated the Queen's chambers, they were well trained to keep out of sight until needed, but there were always plenty of them just a royal whim away, ready to die protecting her precious flesh, or to obey any desire or fancy she should happen to have without question or hesitation. They immediately grabbed the fallen supplicant and dragged him away, still giving the occasional groan of pain.

"Now, you have seen the price of my displeasure"— the queen's voice has turned smug, almost singsong following the brutality that she had commanded —"so I hope that your worship is more pleasing to my pretty ears. You, go next. Proclaim your love for me."

She set her stallion to circling the two remaining supplicants once more, eyes fixated upon her own beautiful reflections as she listened to the next one’s words. The format was similar, starting with expressions of eternal, infinite love of her, followed by praise of her divine body as a whole, and then a breakdown of the transcendent beauty of every individual part of her. This time she did not detect plagiarism however, and her smile grew broader as he talked. As he mentioned the individual parts of her body, her hands moved to instinctively stroke and caress each subject of his monologue. She almost seemed to swell with self-love as he talked, her already vastly over-stuffed breasts and buttocks and lips becoming fuller and plumper as her ego, pride and vanity were tickled and bloated to an ever-greater degree by his carefully crafted words. Towards the end of his worship, she was beginning to make the occasional little yipping noise, as though she was barely able to contain the pressures of her incredibly great narcissism.

As soon as he was finished she commanded the final man to start, loathe for there to be any interruption in her stream of praise. Although his words were of broadly the same import, once again they were just different enough to continue to please the queen - she never tired of hearing of her own incredible, beyond-beautiful body after all. The cumulative effect of all the praise and worship seemed to be increasingly intoxicating to the supreme ruler. She began to giggle and pant, rocking and swaying upon Perfection's soft back. Her scent increased in potency, and a thin trickle of saliva escaped her perfect plump white-painted lips to fall onto her swollen bosom.

––––––––
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"Yes...yes! Oh...meeee," she exulted, plumping up he breasts from below as the last supplicants adoring praise eventually ceased. She panted and groaned for a while longer, pupils dilated, hands still caressing her lovely chest, a faint sheen of sweat glistening upon her body.

"Oh yes, your capacity for worship I find to be...mmmm...satisfactory," she said, a more husky tone entering her voice as she recovered her posture atop her mighty steed. "But now let us see how keen you are to defend my honour. You boy, come here." She gestured to her servant, who had been standing unnoticed at the edge of the room, compelled to remain by the queen's earlier command.

"Now, my pretty brute-men, this little runt caused me annoyance earlier. I want you to punish him," she purred. Her men did not hesitate; before the servant could react, one of them had wound up and delivered a mighty punch to his face, knocking him backwards with a yell of pain, while the other kicked at his legs, causing him to fall to the floor with a sickening crack of breaking bone. The queen squealed loudly with delight, hugging herself around the waist, her features transformed into a look of pure dark cruelty.

"Oh my bullies...my beautiful bullies...uff...ufff...kick him again!"

The servant had been trying to rise into a crawling position, one leg sticking out at an odd angle, plainly broken. One of her supplicants grunted as he delivered a hard kick in between his legs, causing him to groan and curl up into a ball around his ruined groin. The queen giggled at this, and then broke out into a full belly laugh that set her enormous bosom quivering. She cupped the ends of her fat breasts in each hand as though concerned that they might explode her overly-tight brassiere in her mirth.

"Oh, that was simply delightful," she purred once her laughter had finally subsided. "I can see you love me very, very much. Let no insult to my brilliance stand. Very well done. Now, there is but one final test to prove your devotion to me. Come. You may caress my feet as we travel.

Once again, the lightest of taps from her high heeled shoes was enough to start Perfection moving at a slow pace. He was familiar enough with his mistress’s routines to anticipate where she would like to go next. They left the servant discarded on the floor, a softly weeping ball of pain, as they advanced through her domain. One candidate walked to each side of her, stroking and caressing her shoes and even touching the soft delicate flesh of her dainty feet through the open strapping on the tops. The queen herself rode with her hands on her hips, studying her reflections in the mirrors she passed by. She looked so aroused now, erect nipples clearly visible through her flimsy brassiere, the over-wet slickness of her crotch gleaming in the light, her mouth open in an expression of decadent, lustful desire. The very sight of her own body made her shiver gently with anticipation. She wanted herself so badly, and not for the last time.

The queen's bedchamber was a large space within the veiled partitions of her lair. It was festooned with every manner of luxury - thick carpets and rugs lined the floor, plump, soft furnishings of the finest quality were scattered about, and there were many tables, shelves, drawers, dressers, cabinets and chests covered and filled with wonderful treasures, all dedicated to the pleasure of the queen herself. Incense burners lent the air a cloying, over-scented quality; the mirrors were even larger here, and more heavily gilded. In the centre of the room, and its main focus, was her bed, a magnificent four poster made of exotic imported wood, gold inlays, and fine silk curtains. Perfection trotted to a stop in a clear space close to it.

"Step!" the queen commanded, and was pleased to see that her newest recruits snapped to obey without hesitation. In the space between horse and bed, one bent his head low, bracing his broad, muscular shoulders level with her foot, while the second went down on all fours just beyond him, his back arched upwards. Together they formed steps for the queen with their bodies. She elegantly swung her other leg over and stepped down onto their broad backs, using the flanks of her horse and the bedpost to balance. She smiled to herself, hearing them grunt with pain as her high heels bit into their muscular bodies, but they held their position perfectly as she descended, hips swaying with pride.

"Good boy! Run along now, my love!" she dismissed Perfection with a loving stroke along his soft flanks and a little kiss. He snorted and whinnied, and trotted off, knowing that this meant food would be ready for him in a nearby chamber.

The queen slowly circled the two candidates, who had stood up as soon as she had finished using them, forcing them to step away from the bed to allow her to progress. She looked at them as a gourmand might look at a delicious, rare steak, reaching out to touch the hardness of their bulging muscles.

"Mmmm...not bad. If I perforce must draw my attention away from the divine for a moment, at least what I have to look at is not completely without appeal," she mused. "I had a need for only one new guardsman this day, but seeing such fine specimens of the male warrior as the two of you are, I think perhaps I can...squeeze you both in." She tittered at her own double-entendre and stroked the gold plating of their loincloths, feeling the bulges that were already quite obvious to look at. It would have been absolutely unforgivable - a capital offence - for any of her elite guards not to be aroused by the mere presence of the most beautiful and alluring woman in all of creation. Fortunately, these candidates did not disappoint, and at her touch their firm manhoods swelled obediently, distorting the golden panels to an obscene degree.

"But there is more to being one of my elite guards, my most precious men, than simply protecting my perfect flesh with your life. You must also be capable of serving my will without hesitation in all aspects. You must obey my every desire no matter what it is. Should I wish for you to throw yourself upon your swords for my amusement, you will do so at once. Do you understand?"

"Yes, my Queen!" they chanted loudly in unison, saluting with their clenched fists across their bulging chests.

"Good. But today, as your final trial, a more demanding task shall be set for you. For you see, I am beautiful. Absolutely radiant, as you can undeniably observe. My body is so utterly perfect that the Gods themselves are unworthy to lick my feet. In some ways, this is a burden, having no equal to myself with which to share my glory, but sometimes the fancy takes me to dally with my inferiors. You will both remove your garments."

They did so almost instantly, the simple loincloths being easy to cast aside with a mere single tug in the right place. She circled them again, admiring their massive, erect penises, heavily veined and bulging at the tips. Their testicles were symmetrical and swollen to a very large size, and they were perfectly shaved and depilated in accordance with her wishes. "Good, good," she mused, lustfully stroking just one finger along the tops of their engorged widths, enjoying how her lightest touch made them rise up even further. She stood in front of one of them. There was no purpose to her finding out their names; as long as they all obeyed her commands and met her physical requirements, they might as well be interchangeable.

"You, kneel before me." Her voice was cool and composed, but increasingly tinged with a hint of growing lusts. Although she wore the most expensive perfumes, the scent of her rising desire and slick wetness had already completely overpowered them, and was growing even stronger now. Her elegant yet skimpy gold-and-cream thong glistened moistly between her legs.

"The other one: there is a bowl of oils on the table by the side of my bed. Fetch it. And I warn you, this will be the most difficult part of your test. You must obey me completely and instantly. In the worship of my divine body there is no room for any imperfection. Not one hint of anything other than my exquisite pleasure. Is that understood?"

"Yes, my Queen!"

She gave just the tiniest little moan of pleasure at the absolute power she wielded over these massive, strong, and especially...big...servants. Her ego was so vast that there was almost no room in her mind for anything else now, and still she wanted to stoke it further.

The oil arrived moments later, in a large golden bowl with a small spirit burner built into its base so that the contents were kept pleasantly warm. Smiling with anticipation and pride, she set the candidates their next tasks.

"You...wait! No, no, no! Not over there...come here!" She strolled elegantly over to stand in front of one of her great many huge golden-framed mirrors, admiring how sensuously her hips swayed on the short journey. She stood side-on, head turned to look at herself, lusting over her huge forwards-thrust bosom, and the great curves of her magnificent bottom as it swelled out to her rear. Her men followed, one on his knees moving in front of her, the other bearing the bowl of oil behind her.

"Now, you - remove my nether garments, and slowly, very carefully. The tiniest part of my perfect body is worth more than your entire life!"

She paused her stream of commands for a moment to allow him to work, savouring the view and the sensations as his strong but gentle hands gradually worked her tight thong over her huge buttocks. She could feel the golden, diamond-encrusted strapping slipping over her flawless flesh, pushing into her plumpness exquisitely. Her long-nailed and bejewelled hands ran over her own body eagerly, almost trembling with a desire born of her supreme narcissism. Soon he had completed his task, and her skimpy gold-and-cream garment lay on the floor around the bottom of her high-heeled shoes. She stood with the intimate opening of her sex fully exposed, gleaming and slick with her own fluids. She angled it slightly towards the mirror to admire its perfect form, entirely shaved, the skin without any blemish, the slit smooth and symmetrical, sunken slightly into the soft padding of her vulva, labia neatly tucked within to keep her divine passage delectably tidy. She probed its smoothness with one elegant fingertip, running it slowly up and down, eliciting a gentle moan from her own lips at the electrifying touch of her beautiful flesh upon itself.

"Do you see me?" she breathed at the initiate guardsman in front of her, his head mere inches from her crotch. " This is the greatest beauty that you will ever know in your life. The most intimate centre of exquisite delight. The source of the greatest pleasure in existence. Perfection within perfection within perfection. The centre-soul of one who is above even the Gods. And yet, insignificant as you are, it will momentarily be your great pleasure to worship it, to worship me in the most intimate way imaginable. What do you say to that?" She arched one eyebrow and smiled at her own reflection in anticipation.

Despite his earlier passable eloquence, this guard now seemed flustered. Perhaps by the directness of the question, perhaps by the intensity of the moment. Perhaps from the need to maintain self-control with the queen's delightful moist genitals right in his face, overwhelming him with her rich musk.

"Your majesty - my queen...I...I," he stuttered. "I don't know the right words to worship you properly. You are beautiful and perfect and better than the Gods themselves, and I will do anything you say, but I'm just a guard, not a courtier, I don't know the best thing to say to you." His head lowered and retreated slightly, cheeks reddening in shame, fully anticipating an outburst similar to that which had ruined the third candidate.

The queen contemplated this for a moment. "Mmmm," she pouted to herself in the mirror. "It is true that my divine radiance can overwhelm the mind of any man, or woman, or beast with my sheer unbelievable allure. And you are so close to the true heart of my being. So I forgive you - this time, but I will expect more pleasing praise from you when next we meet. Right now, I still desire the worship of your tongue, but not by words." She smiled smugly at herself as she said this, admiring the fullness and gloss of her lovely lips, the whiteness of her neat teeth, and the rich redness of her tongue just peeking from the shadows at her command. Her finger was still running up and down the line of her opening, sunk deeper in now so that the rounded tip of the digit was fully within her own hot slickness, and only her long, elegant fingernail protruded above the intimate opening. Her movement teased and titillated the guard in front of her with what he must look at, but could not touch. Not yet.

"First though, you, behind me. You will have the privilege of massaging oil into my heavenly buttocks. You must anoint every part, but especially the divine portal in between. I want to feel your strong fingers working the precious oils inside me. Deep inside me. Start now!"

She allowed his large, strong hands to dip into the bowl and begin to spread the thick, warm, scented oils over her vast and curvaceous bottom for a few moments.

"Good. Yes, that feels...very good. Now you, kiss my navel...good...this pleases me. Now again, just a little lower. Yes. Work your way down the curve of my perfection."

The Queen micromanaged both men simultaneously with her words, always directing them with the sole aim of increasing her pleasure. All the while, she watched herself excitedly in the mirror, glorying in her supreme figure, watching her pouting, luscious-lipped mouth open wider and her breathing become heavier as her arousal grew. Her hands moved now to caress her oil-slicked lower cheeks, and then up to her smooth, flat belly and the impressive swell of her bosom, luxuriating in the feel of her flawless, soft, sensitive body, spreading the expensive and sweet-scented oil across herself.

"Now, lick me...yes, like that, just like that. Mmmmm...divine! You! Press harder now. I want to feel your fingers inside me...more oil. Stimulate my clitoris...gently! Slower! Broaden your tongue. Press against...oohhh! Good! Very good...I am so beautiful, so magnificent. Now, deeper...both of you. I want to feel you deeper inside me. Do...oh yes! Good...this pleases me...oh, my precious, precious body! Oh my...yes! More!"

She could feel her arousal growing, thick waves of pure pleasure flowing through her incredible body. As she stroked her oily breasts, she could both feel and see them stiffening, the nipples becoming even harder and more erect. She felt incredible - truly there was nothing in all of existence that was better than her own physical pleasure, and no better sight than that of her gorgeous flesh responding to the growing stimulation.

As her passion for herself increased, she grabbed the hair of the man in front of her and thrust him forwards, deeper into her as she ground herself against his mouthparts. She was panting, and making little yips of pleasure each time she pressed herself against him. Saliva and vaginal fluid oozed down his chin to drip upon the golden floor.

"Oh yes!" she panted to herself, still admiring her every reflected movement.  "I am...uff...I am ready...so ready...ah! ...Ah!...Aahhh!...so ripe and de...oh! So delicious...so ready...uh...uh...stop! Stop now, I...uh...I command it!"

With an effort she pulled herself back from the face of the guard, her hand flying to her vulva to comfort her body as its source of pleasure was momentarily cut off. She did not want her satiation to stop...she wanted even more! A richer meat, and quickly!

"Up!" she commanded, seizing his hard, swollen penis in her elegantly decorated hand as soon as it came within reach.

"Yes! That's what I want! That's what I need to have inside my...ooooh! My perfection!" The anticipation of pleasure momentarily overcame her, and her elegant legs buckled as she lost control, her huge hips swinging low as she clung to his member with both hands for support. She soon recovered however, and stepped in closer, enjoying the warmth of his body, smelling his dark musk mingling with her own sweetness. She ran her hands up and down his rod, feeling the trembling pressure in his engorged and slightly oily testicles.

"Yes, you are all mine, my property, my slave." She dug her long nails into his balls until she heard him gasp with the pain. This made her titter. She could hurt him as much as she liked and he would endure it, for she was so incredibly, incredibly desirable. She tried to open herself to him, but he was just annoyingly out of position for her convenience.

"No, no, idiot," she chided. "Bend your knees. Widen your stance. Yes, like that. Now lower...no, no, higher, just a little. There, perfect." He would learn to service her better the next time, and while she would enjoy punishing him, her need for satiation was the greater now.

Spreading her legs further apart, she teased his swollen cock up and down her slit, delighting as it seemed to grow even more in her hands. She could feel the tip gently rubbing against her neat labia. With an effete quiver of pleasure she moved forwards, swallowing just his glans inside herself. She allowed herself a tiny, satisfied moan. It felt good, but it was just the beginning. She rolled her wide hips, pivoting her sweet centre around the end of his manhood, teasing him with her mind-blowing beauty, filling her now plugged opening with more thick juices.

"Mmmm...good. I'm going to...ooh! I'm going to have you, but only when I want," she gloated over him, still rocking herself around his point.  "When I am ready, when my desires reach their peak. It's all about me, and you...oh! You will obey my...oooooh!" Unable to control her lusts any longer, she thrust her hips forward, groaning with delight as his fat width filled her.

"Oh! Su...suhh...my buttocsh! Lift mee!" She struggled to form words against the pleasures emanating from in between her legs to wash through her entire magnificence, but she desired more, much more, and her will would not be denied. He seemed to understand her demand anyway, and reaching his large, strong hands down the ample curves of her posterior, he grabbed and lifted, his muscular limbs easily up to the task of bearing her weight. She wrapped her elegant legs around his solid hips, giggling with delight as their combined efforts pulled her even further onto him, sliding right up to the hilt. She could feel him all the way up inside her now, his hot thickness pushing and pressing deep withing as she continued to grind and twist her hips, relishing each sensation.

"Yesss...good, now...no!" His hands slipped on the oil anointing her great curves and she slid down several inches.

"Idiot! Uhhh...clumsy fool! Higher! HIGHER!" she snapped at him in sudden rage. How dare he defy her will? She raked his chest with her long and lacquer-thickened fingernails, drawing deep scratches that oozed tiny quantities of blood. Grimacing from her furious onslaught, he tried to apologise even as he shifted his grip towards the top of her thighs to gain better traction. "Forgive me, my Queen, I..."

"Shut up! You don't talk! I want only...uff...to hear my beautiful voice! I demand and you...oooOOOOH!" He finally restored his grip and pulled her fully back up; he felt so good as he slid back to his full depth that she was momentarily distracted from her wrath. He was beginning to thrust his own hips now, pressing higher and deeper within her. She had not commanded this! The waves of pleasure were so intense every time he pushed into her though, that she could not bring herself to scold him one more time. She turned her head to once again admire herself in the nearby mirror. Her figure was as beautiful as always, and the expression of growing orgasmic bliss on her face...it was so delightful! She only wished there was some means of preserving the images she could see with her eyes for all time, for she was not only so incredibly beautiful that it almost hurt her to look upon herself, but her face - the lustful smile, the way her lips curled...it was so radiant that she felt barely able to contain her own love for herself.

The repeated pulsations of his meaty load inside her, combined with her deep love of herself, were bringing her to a delicious head very rapidly. Too rapidly. She wanted more. She wanted everything in accordance with her desires. In the mirror she could see the oil-slick curve of her buttocks, now bouncing and wobbling with her minion's regular thrusts as his strong hands had shifted down to support her splayed thighs.

"Yuh...yooh! You! My rear...noh...now!" Why were these idiots so slow to obey her will? Could they not see what she desired? She would teach them to obey without hesitation in her service!

Finally the guard to her rear got the message. His crotch pushed up against her oily, jiggling cheeks, one hand attempting to guide his massive tumescence towards her tight and rapidly oscillating sphincter as the other helped to support the perfect curve of her butt.

"Harder! Id...uff...idiot...in uuff me! Deeper! I want it! I must...uff...have it!" she screamed wrathfully as he slipped and skipped, his member bouncing off her clenched portal to run up and down her cleft.

Knowing better than to reply, he gripped himself more firmly and adjusted his angle of attack, bending his knees to come up more from below. He was rewarded by another squeal from his queen as his engorged tip found its mark and pressed hard into her oil-slicked rear end, stretching and straining against the muscles that protected her sensitive posterior from entry.

"Ha ...oh! Ha...aaa...arder! Harder!" He pressed in and up with all the mass of his heavily muscled body, and with a sudden shift in the balance of tension and compression, he shot deep inside her.

The queen's cries became louder but lost all coherency as she no longer attempted to form words, surrendering herself to her well-earned bliss as the two men began to instinctively synchronise their thrusts, pushing forwards and upwards in turn, rocking her massive buttocks back and forth as they pressed harder and harder, the blood engorging their penises to a vaster size than she would have thought possible. She brought one elegantly hand down now to begin furiously massaging her clitoris, adding to the pleasure. It had to be perfect! With the other hand, she grasped the man in front of her tightly, looking at herself in the mirror, her head turned sideways in between them. Even in the heat of her passion, especially in the heat of her passion, she could not help but be drawn to her own delightful reflection. She was so incredibly gorgeous, her body so huge and fat in all the right places, while slender and elegant where she was supposed to be. The expression on her face, as she was worshipped from in front and behind, was so luscious, enhanced by the sight of her own sultry beauty, the overstuffed waves of pleasure roaring out from between her legs filled her body to the very limit with an incandescent ecstasy. She was going to come, and so strongly, in only moments. But her lovers - they had to come first! She was the queen. She was the ultimate embodiment of absolute seduction! She had to beat them, to break them! She wanted to feel them ejaculate inside her!

"More!...uff...ufff...MORE!" she managed to yell out, desperately holding on. She dug her nails into the guard’s muscular back and sank her teeth into his shoulder, desperate to confine the raging pleasure, to trap it inside her for just a little longer.

Their efforts increased; she could feel their hot breath on her face and head. They were grunting and panting, trembling with the effort, shoving themselves deeper and harder inside her. The pleasure was exquisite. She felt so magnificent, so divine. She was going to...going to....

With a final heave, both men came almost simultaneously. She heard the cries of release which they could not mask, felt the glutinous heat deep inside her as they filled and over-filled her with their thick cum. She abandoned all attempts at control, allowing her body to orgasm over and over again with each throbbing pulsation of semen that further inflated her most intimate of passages. She yipped loudly with every peristaltic wave, high pitched exultations of her own glory as her body and mind blazed with narcissistic, selfish glee.

Only after some time, once the guards had exhausted their energies completely, and she had squeezed every drop of their love from them, did their queen finally relax and cease her cries. She remained in between them, admiring herself as her breath recovered and her body became calm.

"Mmmm...yes," she languidly pouted. "Adequate, I suppose. You will...uff...improve with practice, and I will give you many, many opportunities. Now, to my bed."

Working together, the two recruits manoeuvred her over to her enormous, curtained bed, their rapidly deflating members pulling out of their queen to short, contented gasps from her. They managed to lie her carefully in the middle of her luxurious sheets, head propped up on plush pillows. She sighed contentedly, one hand lovingly rubbing her satiated and soaked vagina.

"Good. Now, guards. Attend to your duties. I wish to take rest."

They bowed, the one still kneeling on the bed wobbling almost comically on the soft surface, and nearly falling over. They had almost left when she called out to them. "Oh, and guards...lower my mirror."

Fortunately, they had plainly been briefed about this, as the closest one operated a golden winch handle built into one of the thick posts of the bed. Suspended above was a single massive mirror, fabricated at great expense. It normally hung close to the ceiling, allowing clearance for any decadent frolics that the queen's fancy should demand. When she slept, however, she wanted a better view. Her chambers were always kept comfortably warm, and she made a habit of sleeping above her covers. As her reflection lowered down towards her recumbent body, she gazed lovingly up at herself. My, but she was so incredibly, heartbreakingly beautiful. So delightfully sensuous and fun, so powerful, so in-control. All thoughts of her guards, her kingdom, her plans for the future - all of them fled, and there was just herself, in her own awareness, smiling lovingly as she drifted off to a satisfied sleep.
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"I've got food!" The loud knock at the door disturbed his painful equilibrium, but the voice was that of a friend, and the promise of a meal made his hungry belly growl.

"Uuugh!" That was not what he meant to say. He concentrated for a moment, mastering the soreness and hurt wracking his body. "Come in, please," he managed on the second try.

Saline's pleasant face drew a smile from him despite his condition, as she hastily entered with a tray of warm food, closing the door behind her as soon as she was through.

"Hi, Sal," he croaked. "Thanks for this. Are you well?"

"Well? You ask me, after all what's happened to you?" She set the small tray down on a plain bedside table in the cramped, unadorned chamber that was his tiny enclave of personal space within the vast palace. "Of course I'm well. It's you that I have a fear for. Now let me have a look."

"No, no, I'm fine. I just need food and a little rest; you don't need to”—

Ignoring his protests, she leaned in and brought down the crude sheets, gasping with dismay at the sight of him. His bruised and battered face was bad enough, but his belly and crotch were sporting huge regions of dark purple tinged with yellow. One testicle was swollen up, nearly black and obviously very painful. His leg had been set in a simple splint by the healers, but it seemed just slightly off somehow, as though the bones were not quite mending at the right angle. More deep bruises and swelling sprouted on the surface of his thigh around the region of the break.

"Oh Pete! May the Gods have mercy on us!" she almost wept, hugging him close as best she could while trying not to cause further pain.

"Ow! T'was not your fault, Sal." He returned her hug, even though it hurt to do so. He was very lucky to have her, he knew. The corridors of the palace teemed with bullying, cruelty and ruthless power-plays between the various servants of the queen. Neither he nor Saline had wanted any part in this, simply being grateful to have their positions. They had initially been drawn together for their mutual survival, having each other’s backs amongst the rampant unpleasantness. And then, this had turned to affection, and even love, perhaps....

"It's the fault of that toxic bitch, her ‘Royal Majesty’ the queen!"

Sal yelped at his boldness and shushed his lips, glancing nervously around even in the closed, windowless chamber.

"You mustn’t say that, Pete! Not ever! Not even in here...if she ever were to hear of it, I don't dare to think what she'd do. Promise me, Pete. Promise me you won't say such a thing again?"

Petar's injuries gave him a crutch to voice his anger. "No. It has to be said because it's true. She treats everyone like shit. She cares only for herself, and she's cruel without need. She enjoys seeing folks hurt. She's a...a bad queen."

"She can have a temper on her, I'll admit, but...she's the queen. It's not for us to...to challenge that. Please, for the love of the Gods don't go making this talk around her palace. We're lucky just to be here."

Petar sighed and slumped back, his brief rage exhausted.

"You're right, Sal, I'm sorry. You always were smarter than me. Glad I've got you to keep me straight." His battered face looked up at her lovingly.

"I'll always be here for you, Petar Ruckslip, don't you worry. You're the man for me, sick or better. And just you make sure you get better now."

"I will, don't you worry. This..."— he gestured to his ravaged form —"no problem. You'd better get back to your duties; I don't want to get you in trouble."

"Alright, Pete. You just rest now, and get well quick. I'll see you again tonight."

She moved to go.

"I love you!"

"I know, Pete. I love you just the same. See you later." She blew him a kiss as she left.

Petar slowly and carefully rolled onto his side and began to eat. It was good fare - fresh from the palace kitchens he reckoned. He really was lucky to have such a kind and supportive woman in his life, especially in this nest of vipers. And the queen - his queen - was the biggest and most venomous serpent of them all. As he ate, he thought. Sal could not bear him to even speak against the queen. Deep down, he didn't blame her. She was a handmaiden - sometimes she had to serve the queen directly, and she couldn't afford to hold any resentment in her mind, that might give itself away to the queen, who despite her self-obsession was very quick to hear any word which displeased her. Quick to smash and crush the mouth that spoke it, too - he knew this from bitter experience now.

Grudgingly, he admitted to himself that he would have to suck it up and return to his duties in her service. It wasn't a bad job in many ways - he got to live in a golden palace after all. Even if it was in a tiny room deep in the bowels of the cellars, without even a window - at least it was safe. And Sal - he couldn't leave her, even if he thought she was naive not to see the queen for what she was.

No, he would heal, and continue his service as best he could. But with his eyes open. He swore to himself there and then that if an opportunity should present itself, he would not hesitate to make his evil mistress pay for her sins, whatever the cost to himself.
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The queen dreamed. It was a dream she had experienced many times before. In it, she was with herself. Not her reflection, but another her, completely identical. It was wonderful - they held hands, ate and talked and joked together. They went riding and watched plays and her heart beat hard in her chest with the passion that she felt for Queen Antagenate Borealis. She always wanted to take things further, to know herself on a more intimate level, to feel her fabulous breasts as though they were the breasts of another, to kiss and lick her own immaculate centre. That was where the dream always went wrong though. Sometimes they would ride through their halls forever, unable to find her bedroom. Other times she would be called away by tedious meetings or other affairs of state. Sometimes the other her would simply vanish, disappearing as they took different routes around a pillar or through different doors.

It was always frustrating, both within the dream and when she awoke. She was the absolute ruler of her kingdom. Not one thing could happen here that was not dictated by her will, and in her palace, close to her throne, her power was greatest of all. Why, then, could she not order her dreams in precise accordance with her desires? What power could dare to defy her?

Her frustration from her sleep carried over to the morning once again, where she was most snappish with her handmaidens and manservants as she demanded breakfast followed by pampering and her long beauty regime to enhance her already-perfect body to new heights of loveliness. It was gone noon by the time she was embellished to her satisfaction and ready for the business of the day.

It was to be an audience day, for the queen did allow mere lesser beings into her radiant presence on occasion. Not peasants whining about their lot in life or anything like that of course; she had people to take care of that sort of thing - her secret police and soldiers, mainly. No, when the queen held audience she expected to be amused. Despite her quick temper and enjoyment of inflicting punishments, there was always a long list of entertainers, merchants and nobles desperate to brave her capricious nature. For most, this was because Antagenate was sometimes lavish with her rewards if they managed to please her, and beyond a generous payment, a royal seal of approval was a great boon within the kingdom. The audiences with nobles were often more political in nature, where they would ply her with food, drink and entertainments of their own while begging for favour in judgements, or a larger allocation of land or authority. Sometimes the great and the powerful of the kingdom were romantic in nature during these meetings. These the Queen enjoyed the most. Not because she had any intention of marrying, of course - supreme power over the kingdom was hers and hers alone forever, even if there had been any man born that she could consider remotely worthy, which she doubted. She did enjoy leading them on though, those blinded by ambition or lust for her sumptuous body. It was only natural, she thought, that the best humanity could offer were drawn to her light like moths to a flame. It was also only natural that she should have her fun, encouraging them, flirting just a little. Getting them to undertake great ordeals for her favour. Making them beg and plead and weep and crawl. And then, the rejection. That was the sweetest part of all for her, the look on their pathetic faces as she broke their hearts and dreams and ambitions with just a few soft words.

Sometimes, if they had been good sports, she might hold off actually breaking down into laughter until they had left, humiliated and defeated. More often though, her joy would be too great to contain and she would descend into great howls and titters of mirth, savouring their shame as they departed blushing red, heads hung low.

This was not such a grand audience, however. A travelling merchant peddling gems and curios from distant lands had been patiently petitioning for a chance to show the queen his wares for three weeks now. Of course, she had a vast collection of incredibly valuable jewellery of every conceivable shape and colour and fashion, but she was always keen to have more. She would give the man a chance to entice her with something new. If he disappointed her, she was already considering imposing a fine, or seizing his goods. That would be almost as good. By the time Perfection bore her to her throne room (reclining on an ostentatious saddle-cum-chair that supported her entire body as she leaned comfortably back on it) he had already set up his stalls. He was making a good effort, the queen noted as her guards formed steps for her to descend to her enormous golden throne. The tables were covered in copper and silver cloths, and a dazzling array of precious ornaments and decorations were displayed with great attention to aesthetic detail. Ostentatious jewelled tiaras and coronets stood on gilded dummy heads, earrings and bracelets and necklaces were laid out on velvet cushions or dangled in front of silken drapes from delicate hangars and chains. Larger jewels cut to elegant geometries were placed on plush stools and mats around the base of the stalls. The light in the spacious room glinted and glittered from thousands of facets of every manner of precious material. As the queen's divine buttocks elegantly descended to sink deeply into the soft, deep velvet padding, a man - ostensibly the merchant himself - approached the throne. Still at some distance, he genuflected deeply and followed through onto all fours, head bowed almost to the golden floor tiles. This was beyond the requirements of protocol and created a favourable first impression - he was plainly very keen to worship, as he should be.

"Your divine royal majesty, greatest of queens, whose beauty sears the eyes and minds and hearts of all who look upon you, I beg thee to allow your most humble of servants, Ibly Al-Qurtubi the travelling merchant, to present his wares for thy amusement."

The queen rocked her great hips very slightly at his adequate obeisance, and gave the most subtle hint of a smile. Tearing her gaze from a convenient mirror, she favoured him with the honour of being regarded by her for a moment.

He was a bulky man, with a size seemingly granted by muscle rather than fat, although this was somewhat concealed behind his loose white shirt and pantaloons. His face showed the lines of regular exposure to the sun, but otherwise gave away little of his age. He had a slightly hooked nose, a neatly trimmed black beard, and possibly the darkest eyes that the queen had ever seen. He wore little ostentation save for a plain bronze circlet upon his forehead, framing his short hair.

"You have my attention," she said, reclining languidly and returning her gaze to the mirror, assuring herself that she looked suitably aloof and disinterested. "Bring me your finest wares. I shall judge if any prove worthy of me." He was but a merchant, far below her and barely worthy of an audience, and she had a mind to toy with him a little. She was wearing a mix of tight and revealing gold and bronze underwear, barely concealed behind flowing gauzy metallic veils. Her makeup and face-jewellery smoothly graduated from bronze at her lips to red highlights framing her eyes, and a brilliant metallic red tiara was plaited into her hair as it tapered up and back to a great flared heel. She was positively dripping with bracelets and rings, and had large, pendulous red-gold earrings. As she intently watched her ruby tongue lick across her metallized lips, she hardly felt that anything he could offer could ever compare to the sheer beauty present upon her throne.

"At once, O greatest of queens!" He leapt to his feet and gestured to a number of his servants. Stalking his own tables, he began to choose items for them to present to his host. There was no question of Antagenate going to the trouble of getting up or walking around to look at his wares.

As each precious item was offered up before the queen, Ibly would stand on one side of the bowing servant and tell her of the worth and history of this or that ornament or bauble, mixing his speech with a stream of praise and flattery of Antagenate that sometimes bordered on the outrageous. Through the initial offerings she paid scant attention, barely looking away from her golden visage for a few moments at each treasure, giving minor grunts of acknowledgment at best. This did not seem to deter Ibly in the slightest - indeed, the more she ignored his wares, the more effusive his praise became, and the larger and more ostentatious his offerings.

Although she tried not to show it, his sweet speech was slowly beginning to affect her. She loved praise, worship and adulation of any sort, and he seemed to have a silver tongue - a knack of saying just what she was thinking about herself at any given moment. This re-enforcement of her pride and ego began to make her tingle and moisten inside, and the gentle gyrations of her beautiful hips on the soft padding of her throne, although slow and subtle, became steadily more insistent. Eventually, as a servant was displaying to her an enormous red gem, the size of a large man's fist (or a small man's head), she decided that she wanted something more. Snatching the oversized bauble from the servant, she held it close and stared at its gleaming facets.

"I like this. It pleases me, and I will keep it." She placed it gently in her lap, feeling its smooth hardness on her thighs and belly, her fingers rubbing its lustrous surfaces as she returned to admiring herself in the mirror, a slightly mischievous smile on her perfect face.

"Please, consider it a gift in honour of your immaculate beauty!" Ibly smiled, giving every appearance of being glad to be rid of it.

At this, the queen gave a sort of huff of disappointment, and passed the huge gem off to a servant to take to her treasury. She had been looking forward to Ibly squirming and pleading for a reward. What kind of merchant was he, to give away such a treasure without a fight? Another man enraptured by her beauty, no doubt, and this should not surprise her. But she wanted to leverage that into a way of making him suffer for her. There was something about the way that his flattery aroused her so much and so quickly that gave her almost a tinge of insecurity. She had to show him his place, assert her dominance, her superiority.

"Surprise me, Ibly," she pouted at him, slowly blinking, showing off the tiny golden beads that her handmaidens had painstakingly attached to the tip of every eyelash. "Give me a gift that is truly worthy of my unspeakably great magnificence. Something that it will deeply hurt you to part with. Only this will appease me." She lay back into her throne, which was by design reclined at a comfortable angle, and closed her eyes to await the satisfaction of her demand. If he obeyed, she would enjoy his suffering as much as the gift. If he held back, she would see him punished. Either way, the next merchant to have the temerity to request an audience had better please her more. She might keep him a prisoner and listen to his honeyed words as he praised her ever more to beg for his life back. She could listen to him for hours, certainly. The thought of it made her throb gently inside.

She sensed the warmth of his presence before she heard him speak. Ibly was bowing a few feet in front of her, a small silver chest open by his side. In both hands he presented to her a necklace of elaborately worked gold links, bearing a single huge pendant in the form of a great polished purple gem. Its crystalline surface was worked to a smooth dome, and seemed to be brighter, almost indigo, in the centre, with a fine webwork of darker flaws tracing radially from it. The overall effect was something like a huge, discoloured, inhuman eye.

"This is the precious stone of Marathi. Its origins are shrouded in mystery, but it was said to once be the prized possession of a great and terrible sorcerer. Even now, it is rumoured to be steeped with the secrets of forbidden magics. It has been in my keeping for a very long time, and to very few have I dared to even show it. To the Paladins of the Land, to be found with such a potent bane would be a death-sentence. But you, my queen - you are endowed with a greater gloriousness. The sheer magnificence, the irresistible radiance of your flawless form eclipses even such dark powers. Only around your perfect neck would the stone be truly safe, truly held in subservience to your unshakeable will, its secrets as nothing next to the wisdom and intelligence in your superior mind."

"A likely tale," she quipped, hiding a slight shudder as his charming words titillated her more than she cared to admit. "Bring it closer to me." 

He complied immediately, and she touched its hard, smooth surface and stared into its unusually patterned centre. It felt very dense, and slightly warmer to the touch than other gemstones. The material of the stone did seem...alien to her. She had never encountered a crystal of this type before. Unless it was a very clever fake, its worth was self-evidently great.

"Mmmm...not as much of a disappointment as I expected. Place it around my divine neck." She sat up and stared expectantly into his eyes, daring him to obey, daring him to refuse. She had cleverly trapped him between two fires. To hesitate would invite her punishment, and it would be malicious. To comply...she was more than aware of the effects of her irresistible body, especially on one such as him who was plainly taken by her charms. She would tease him into insanity with the tantalisation of her voluptuous, smooth, unparalleled beauty mere inches from his hands and face yet forever out of his reach.

He moved towards her, seeming slick and confident at first, but as he closed in she could see that his hands and arms were trembling as he unclasped the back of the chain and began to encircle her neck. 

Her big, strong guards were close at hand and very attentive. If he were to try anything so bold as an unsolicited kiss he would be slain where he stood, instantly. She smiled, puckering her lips as he approached, running her tongue between them, tempting him with her unsurpassed lushness.

His face was inches from hers now, blocking her mirror-view of the event, giving her no choice but to look at him for a moment. She could feel the heat from him - he seemed almost feverish, though gave no sign of being unwell. The expression he bore as he stared fixedly into her eyes was striking, one of utter, fanatical worship. Within his deep, black orbs, their remarkably wide pupils ringed with a band of deep orange almost to the edges, there was a burning passion. The queen had taken thousands of lovers over her unnaturally extended lifetime, and had many more slaves, servants, minions and sycophants, but she had never seen quite such an intensity of devotion. This pleased her, her smiling lips taking on a smug aspect. And then, deep within the darkness of his gaze, there was just a hint of something else for a moment. A passing gleam of red, perhaps a reflection from one of the many torches in her throne room. For just one instant she sensed a deeper power within him. Something dark and dangerous, yet still pleasing to her. A fanatic who would burn the whole world for his Goddess.

She gasped slightly, shaken by the strength of his conviction, even as below she felt a pulse of hot moisture in between her legs. And then the moment was gone. Ibly averted his gaze downwards as he finally closed the clasp behind her, securing her gift in position.

"My humblest apologies my queen," he bowed deeply, touching his forehead to the floor just in front of her high heeled, elegant golden shoes. "I did not mean to stare at you with such crude eyes. I was momentarily overcome with passion, for to see you so closely and so truly...you surpass any other whom I have ever encountered, and by such a large margin - my soul leaves my body and is forever your plaything!"

"Arise, Ibly!" she commanded smoothly, once more regarding herself in the mirror as she languished on the throne, calm and in full control. She gestured for her servants to bring one of her mirrors in closer, admiring herself again with her new bauble as she stroked and caressed its smooth, warm surface. The heavy jewel rested perfectly, below the several other gold and bronze necklaces the was wearing, just above the enormous swell of her treasured breasts. 

"Yes, quite magnificent. And this pretty thing only makes me more so, although purple with gold...not the best combination...."

"My queen!" Ibly protested. "Your irresistible allure is so great that you make anything you wear a perfect ensemble. You define good taste itself by the dictates of your whimsy."

"My, you are quite the charmer, Ibly." The queen continued to regard herself intently even as she addressed him. "Your gifts, and your tongue, have proved...moderately satisfying. You shall have a seal of royal appointment. And more, much more than this. You shall have the incomparable pleasure of dining with me this evening in my chambers. And bring gifts, Ibly. You have done...passably well, but I want more, Ibly, always more, and you will satiate my wants."

"Your supreme royal majesty!" Ibly prostrated himself once again. "My heart burns with fire at your invite. I swear by my life that I shall bring you another, greater gift by the evening. May I be burned in the judgement of the Gods if I fail you!"

"You will succeed, Ibly, for it is my will, and your great love for me will drive you beyond all mortal limits. Now, your audience is over. I grow weary. Send for perfection; I shall retire to my chambers."

Her mighty stallion was led forth and once again her guards formed a human stair for her to sensuously ascend to his broad back. Ibly remained on the floor as, with a gentle tap on his fat flanks with her heels, she sent her steed trotting placidly back towards her inner sanctum. She mused on the afternoon's entertainments as her beloved horse rolled gently between her thighs. This merchant - he was quite pleasing to her, but also enigmatic. There was something hidden within him, and she was of a mind to find out what it was, to use her devastating charms to break him apart like a puzzle and lay bare his soul. Only then could she decide what the best use for him would be. He was in her orbit now, and she would not allow him to escape until she had drained him of everything that he could give her. She felt very pleased with herself, and very, very clever as she reached her extensive suite of rooms. 

She was not prepared to admit to herself quite how much his worship affected her; this afternoon's meeting had left her feeling incredibly aroused, but surely this was only her normal reaction to her own image in her many mirrors. Her beauty was such that she could have any man or woman she desired, in her kingdom or beyond, and she frequently had. There was something about this one, however, the burning sincerity when he praised and worshipped her, that seemed to soothe an irritation deep inside her. One that she seldom even acknowledged and did not truly understand. She dismissed the thought – she was perfect, and it was pointless imagining such weaknesses or allowing any change within herself. His voice did feel good though - even now the rocking of Perfection's back was stirring up a pleasant itch inside her. Perhaps she would have some of her guards...no. She would save all of her sweetness and lust up for this evening, she decided. That would make her utterly irresistible, and her victory so much more satisfying, when she made Ibly crawl before her for her amusement.

​
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Chapter 4: The Beautiful Sins
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Summoning up all of her handmaidens, she indulged herself in another oil bath, followed by extensive massages and pampering to relax her body. This did turn into a little languid satiation for the queen, as her favourite maids were ambitious, and eager to do anything she desired. The most enthusiastic of all was Joy, her chief handmaiden, a raven-haired beauty with a pleasingly cruel look to her face. Antagenate lay spreadeagled on her back upon her soft pleasure table as her maids painted her nails (she had no less than four artists, one for each limb) and massaged every inch of her flesh to perfection. She gazed up admiringly at herself in a handy overhead mirror, overseeing their efforts and occasionally issuing commands. The careful stroking and gentle caressing of her oil covered intimate regions only served to inflame her desires further, in anticipation of the evening ahead.

After she had taken her fill, and more, of sensuous rubbing, she moved her servants on to perfumes and make-up. Potent musks with cool, seductive smells of flowers and sweet wine anointed her body from head to toe. Purple eyeshadow and lipstick were supplemented with dark bronze highlights.

Eventually she had her enormous wardrobe opened up (she had many chambers devoted exclusively to clothes, and more to accessories) and her servants obeyed her every instruction in decorating her magnificence with a great quantity of jewellery, scintillatingly sexual underwear, and eventually her evening dress.

She chose a theme of deep purples and blues to match Ibly's gift. Let him think she cared for him - it would make him easier to control. She had herself festooned with a great variety of deep amethyst and dark sapphire jewellery, and chose undergarments that were little more than a series of dark metallic chains linking the tiniest scraps of fabric, providing support but almost no concealment of her assets. Above this, a loose wrap of fine purple silk that floated and shimmered as she moved, again scanty enough that there was a scandalous amount of her beautiful flesh on display. She spent some hours strutting and posing, having her maidens make slight adjustments, to ensure that she was as absolutely, sensually irresistible as possible.

When she was ready, she had her people set up a chaise longue next to a low table of exotic foods. It was situated in the bedroom, in case her desires should swing towards a more intimate form of worship. She lay on her back atop the soft velvet, head supported by a plump cushion, as she stared at the mirror built into the canopy of her furniture. Yes. She was perfect. All was ready.

He arrived mere moments after her summons, having been waiting by the entrance to her chambers for some time. She did not glance towards him as he entered, remaining on her back and admiring her body as her long-nailed fingers gently stroked her huge, voluptuous curves. She heard him approach and kneel at the other side of the low table, on the cushions provided for her guest.

"Your supreme royal Majesty!" Ibly greeted her. "I am twice-honoured to be in your presence once again, and in the very centre of your domain, where your wealth and beauty and power are the strongest. Why, although I thought it impossible, you look even more divine and unutterably magnificent than before."

She did not answer, but smiled gently at herself. An exquisitely bejewelled finger tipped with a long, shiny purple nail beckoned for him to approach. He stood again, and moved to squat close to her head at the end of the divan.

"You wear my gift, and choose to enhance your beauty around its palette! Truly I am thrice honoured now, and my soul shatters into a million pieces of ecstasy to be so favoured by one above the Gods themselves!"

This caused the queen to giggle, and hug her huge bosom tightly as her mirth caused it to jiggle up and down alluringly. "Oh, Ibly! Your mouth is so skilled, and you are so wise and perceptive to see the true extent of my incomparable deliciousness. Perhaps I will have you collared and chained to my ankle, to follow me around and please me with your worship. Would you like that?" She chose to indulge him with a momentary glance. He was wearing shimmering orange silks decorated with a dragon pattern in golden thread, and the same bronze headband she had noticed before. He was a mere spark next to the blazing sun of her beauty, but at least he was making an effort.

"My queen, there is no fate I would rather assign myself to. Yet before my enslavement to your divine flesh is formalised, I yet may have some use to you in my peregrinations about the land. For you see, I have long spied out the seven kingdoms of Arissia, and have information - and a proposal - that I pray may find favour in your enchanting ears."

"So, you have an agenda after all. I thought as much. You cannot hide your intent from my supreme intelligence, Ibly. But you have amused me so far, so I will deign to hear your plea. But after I have eaten. Right now, my little worshipper, I want you to feed me and praise me, in equal measure. Do so now."

"Of course, my Goddess." Ibly began plucking treats from the table and offering them up to the queen's sumptuous lips. Fortunately (or more likely by the queen’s design) it was all finger-food, but of the absolute finest quality, with rare ingredients from all over the continent. True to her desire, he also issued a continuous stream of sweet words, praising her supreme body in very great detail, but also her mind, soul, wisdom, power and much, much more. From time to time he would pour drinks of rich sweet alcohol between her willing, shiny lips. She had already arranged special glasses with asymmetric flutes so that he could let the sweet fluids flow directly into her reclined mouth without her needing to raise her head. She could feel once again the remarkable heat coming from his hands as he worked, but thought little of it - this evening was all about her, and her desires.

The queen eagerly consumed everything he brought to her, both verbal and material. Her only response was the occasional gentle moan or lowing of pleasure, or a tiny giggle at a particularly over-the-top compliment. As her ego and stomach were fed more and more, her hands increasingly roamed up and down her sumptuous body, caressing her curves, feeling her soft, perfect flesh beneath her flimsy silks. Her great hips began to twitch and rock as her arousal grew, and she smiled and pouted at herself in the overhead mirror in between servings.

Only once she had consumed all the food laid out did Ibly speak other than to offer his carefully crafted flattery.

"And now, O most majestic of queens, perhaps I might amuse you with my new gift, and my suggestion as to how you could use it?"

"Mmmm...most satisfying!" The queen ignored his question and rubbed her stomach lovingly with both hands. Although still slim and firm, it was definitely slightly more tightly packed then it had been at the start of the meal. 

"Soon, my dear little man. Soon I will hear you, but first...raise me up." She held out her hands for him to help lift her body and pivot her around until she was sitting upright.

"More drink!" she decreed, her head wobbling slightly. She felt incredibly good. As her body was stuffed with fine food and alcohol, her mind was stuffed with an incredible amount of pride, inflamed and enhanced by Ibly's stream of words. She was so high, so full of delicious pleasure, but still she wanted more. It was time to have some fun with her supplicant. She allowed him to feed her another tall glass of her favourite liqueur, before pulling him in closer, holding his unresisting face just a few inches from her own. The heat radiating from him felt very pleasant at this range.

"Am I beautiful?" she softly purred, her breath smelling strongly of sugar and potent drink.

"Of course, my most high Goddess. Who could think otherwise?"

"And do you love me?" she giggled slightly with this question.

"With every fibre of by being, every atom of my essence, every fragment of my soul!"

"And do you...mmmm...do you lust after me?" She moved her face closer, plush lips a tantalising fingers breadth from his own. He could smell her rich perfumes, and other scents rising up from below now, as well as her sweet mouth.

"Of course! What man in all of creation—"

"I forbid you to touch me, Ibly," she breathed, giggling at her own cleverness. "You may not kiss my divine mouth of any other part of my soft, delicious, perfect body...aaah!" A momentary spasm of ecstatic delight crossed her face, causing her head to wobble again, and her thighs to tremble.

"Of course not, my Queen. I would never disobey a command from your magnificent lips."

"Good!" She breathed, draping her arms over his shoulders as he knelt before her, leaning in further, her lips on the very brink of touching his. "Because real men are unable to resist the temptation of my tender, sensitive, succulent body.”

She parted her lips and ran her tongue slowly along them, waiting. She was so desirable. Any moment now his will would crack, he would fail her test and she would have him punished...he could not resist. Nobody could resist her. Any moment now....

Antagenate gave a little grunt of frustration. He was not moving a muscle. How dare he defy her? She needed to break him. She would increase his exposure to her glorious flesh until his mind cracked and his soul was hers!

Grabbing the sides of his head with both hands, she slowly lowered him down the curves of her body, keeping his face as close as she could to her perfection. The fine silks that clothed her were a series of strips with many loose seams and floating gaps. She flicked them aside from her crotch as she forced him to descend, spreading her legs wide and shuffling to the edge of her divan. With a pant of built-up lust, she held him mere inches away from her glistening, slick portal, concealed only by the flimsiest jewelled chains, the tiniest triangle of dark, lust-soaked fabric. She pouted and purred, rocking her hips to shift her crotch left and right in front of his sweating face. 

"I forbid you! You may not touch any of...uff...this! You may not touch my perfect, divine, ripe, moist centre! Obey my...uff...my commands." She gave a suggestive titter. Soon now. Her beautiful lusts were overwhelming him. He could not resist. He could not possibly....

How could he? How could he remain chaste and obedient in the face of the supreme Goddess of desire? Antagenate gave a great squeal of rage and frustration. Pressing the points of her high-heeled shoes to the floor, she thrust her crotch hard at his face, her sacred "v" smearing her lustful juices all over him, her hands holding his head, preventing him from backing away. The touch of his flesh on her most intimate of places felt good - his skin was every bit as hot as she had imagined, making her tremble within.
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