




Peach's Jealousy 




a Princess Peach vore story by ChaosMaker4291 

Upon receiving the message that a “young woman named Pauline” was at the castle gates, Princess Peach, ruler of the Mushroom Kingdom, requested that the individual be fetched to the front entrance. With that, she excused herself from the dining room, leaving the two Italian brothers to partake in whatever was left on the table that they so wished to indulge in. 

With a grace taught to her and practiced over the past twenty years or so, Peach made for the main staircase and descended the red-carpeted steps, her pink heels, which were hidden beneath her billowy pink dress, clacking slightly upon the black-and-white marble-tiled floors as she passed a row of guard toads wielding elegant spears. Standing at the entryway, like she'd guessed, was a beautiful young brunette, who wore a most flattering short, red party dress with thin shoulder-straps that complimented her every womanly curve, the neck cut to a low-v shape that showed a bit of her cleavage, the just barely disguising her rear attributes with the hem of the skirt teasing the highest point of the foreigner's thighs. Based on the expressions displayed on some of the nearby toads, her presence enamored them almost as much as it enamored the Princess, her angular face displaying a smile and two sparkly, aqua-marine eyes. 

The two of them had met only that afternoon in the castle town market, where she originally wore an only-slightly-less flattering, scarlet dyed sundress and a white, wide-brimmed hat adorned with a bloomed red rose. Mostly due to her bold appearance, accent, and beautiful, flowy brown locks,   Princess Peach was so excited upon their meeting that she nearly forgot to introduce herself, let alone ask for the woman's name. Due to time restrictions, Peach requested that she visit the palace sometime after lunch so that could might converse more comfortably since she, in fact, had a previous engagement with the Mario Brothers, which Pauline graciously accepted.  

Upon the princess closing the gap of space between them, Pauline, the woman in red, performing the best curtsy/bow she could manage in her current attire.“Your highness.” 

Peach returned with an even more graceful curtsy, complimented by the long, pink-and-white frills that adorned her regal dress. “Good afternoon, Pauline, my dear, foreign guest. Allow me to welcome you once more to the Mushroom Kingdom and to my humble abode for the first time,” she greeted with her most genuinely-friendly smile. 

“Forgive me for my unsightly appearance,” Pauline said, holding her curtsy with her eyes somewhat downcast, a low, nervous chuckle escaping her crimson-coated lips. “I was unaware that I was to appear in a more modest fashion.” A hint of blush appeared on her cheeks.  

“Perish the thought,” Peach said, reverting to a more casual pose. “You are my guest, and your comfort shall be first and foremost during your visit here. If you so wish, I shall request my most trusted seamstress to prepare any variation of garment you should require that may put your mind at ease.”            

Comforted by the young princess's words, Pauline reverted to a more-comfortable standing posture her expression becoming one of warm gratitude. “I thank you for your thoughtful kindness, your majesty.” 

The blonde-haired princess gestured for the young brunette to follow her as she led her past the guards  and down one of the adjacent hallways nearby, followed closely by a pair of servant toads. 

“Your castle is quite... diverting, your majesty. Between the decorations and its imposing size, I'd imagine one could find themselves utterly lost amongst its, er... splendor,” Pauline said.

“Thank you very much for your kind, fittingly-descriptive words, but you need not worry about uttering such elegant sentences. You may use whatever words you deem comfortable in your speech. I would much rather hear you speak as comfortably and plainly as you do from... pardon me. Where are you from, Miss Pauline?” 

“I'm from a city, your highness. Not twenty miles outside the Mushroom Kingdom limits.”

“Please, call me Peach.” Peach said, softly. 

“Y-Yes... Princess Peach.”  

“That will do, I suppose.” Peach giggled.  

At the end of the hallway was a set of dual, stain-glass doors, the pieces shaped to illustrate the profile form of the kingdom's blonde-haired ruler. The maid toads congregated towards the handles as if to open the way for them, but Peach took that duty upon herself, pulling down the golden handles and pushing them open, revealing the palace's beautiful, spacious garden, which had been--and would continue to be-- carefully tended by the Kingdoms best gardener toads, their tenderness and care displayed on every lush bush, hedge, flower, and tree, all planted in an orderly yet elegant manner. In the center of the healthy plant kingdom was a stone fountain, whose centered basin streamed with the over-flow of water coming through the spout at the highest point. 

Pauline glanced about, truly captivated by the beauty of the sacred grounds that her hostess had led her to. She nearly lost her place by Peach's side as the pink-clad princess glided over to a small, white, patio table, complete with a gold-laced, patio umbrella. Standing before the table, between the small chairs, stood a maid toad, who bowed as they approached, gesturing with a slight turn towards the pink porcelain tea-set and cups, steam rising from the tea kettle having been promptly delivered after the water and brew had been prepared and heated upon one of the many royal kitchen stoves. 

“Your tea as requested, your highness.” 

“Thank you, Margaret. You may take your leave. I wish for me and my guest to talk in private.” Peach turned to the servant toads as well. “You two may partake in your lunch break until I call for you.” 

All three toads bowed and left the royal garden, taking a nearby path that lead to the direction of the kitchen.

Peach gestured to one of the two seats with her left, silk-gloved hand and waited until Pauline had taken her seat before she took the one across the table from her guest. 

“Would you care for some tea, Ms. Pauline?” Peach asked, grasping the nearby kettle. 

“Yes, please,” Pauline said.

Peach poured some tea into the two cups before her, demonstrating superior poise and posture as she filled them both about three-quarters of the way full. “Would you like any sugar to go with your cup?” 

“No, I prefer plain.” Peach placed the small cup and plate before her guest, the beautiful brunette smiling in appreciation. “Thank you.” 

Peach dropped a teaspoon of sugar into her cup, stirring it gently and soundlessly before bringing the cup up towards her nose so that she might use her breath to cool the liquid and smell the sweet aroma of strawberries before taking her first sip. 

“So, Ms. Pauline. Tell me more about yourself. Are you, by chance, a ruler or noblewoman who presides over the people of your city?”

“Mm?” Pauline paused as if slightly confused by the manner in which the princess had asked her question. “You mean Brooklin?” the brunette giggled. “As much as I'd like to think so, the city is run by a rather less-than competent mayor and his unqualified brain trusts. It's rather hard to reside there, but the nearby towns offer quite the array of job opportunities for a pretty city gal like myself. In terms of work, I'd say I preside over some of my fellow co-workers, offering them tips to help make the most of their time.” 

“Oh wow. What kind of work do you do?” 

Pauline paused as if to meditate on the words she was to use in describing her workspace. “I work in the...entertainment side of city life. I'm kind of like a manager, server, and a hostess at the same time,” Pauline said, gesturing to the pink-clad princess. “I'll admit, it can get a little stressful. It can also be somewhat dangerous at times, which is why my place employs some decent muscle for security. It's sort of like our own royal protection, as I'm sure you're quite use to here.” 

Peach smiled wryly. “Yes. It's not perfect though... As most of the people know, I'm often chosen as the target for ransoms and kidnappings for leverage, as is the case with the King of the Koopas,” Peach leaned forward to whisper the last bit. “whose name neither of us should speak lest the devil appear before us...”

Pauline giggled and nodded her head. 

Out of the corner of her eye, Peach saw the eastern-most door to the garden swing open as two familiar, mustached brothers in blue overalls dashed and jumped their way through the garden, pursued by an angry maid toad, who was casing them with a long-handled broom. The reason for the disruption was probably over what she would guess had something to do with their soiled shoes and a clean floor. 

Pauline noticed them, too, a look of excitement crossing her facial features as she spotted the one brother who wore a red shirt and a “M”-stitched cap. 

“Mario?” Pauline giggled as the maid toad comically chased the two brothers around and around the garden before racing right back through the previously opened doorway. “I didn't expect I'd see him here today.” 

Peach paused in mid-sip. “You... know each other?”

Pauline smiled and, with a soft sigh, cupped her left cheek, her left elbow propped onto the tables lip. “He was my boyfriend back when he was a carpenter in the same stretch of Brooklin I live on. He was quite gallant, especially when a certain giant ape tried to make off with me several times.” Pauline turned to look Peach in the eyes, a noticeable blush appearing on her cheeks. “We were very close, him and I. We shared each other to almost the same degree as a married couple...”

Peach didn't make the connection before since Mario had not spoken of his life before taking up a humble residence in the countryside of her fair kingdom, but she remembered the giant ape, which was Mario's pet, named Donkey Kong, whom Mario relented caused a “close friend” and he some trouble. What's more, Peach began to draw some hasty conclusions as her blood began to boil over what she'd just learned from her beautiful guest. 

Close? See him here? Was she planning on seeing him during her visit? It made sense since she said they were, in fact, “close”. Shared each other? Is that why she was dressed so scantly? She was planning to steal Mario away from her, and she had just the right body to do it. 

With speed most unnatural and strength unexpected of a woman her size, Peach seized Pauline by her left shoulder-strap and pulled the brunette seductress towards her side of the table, standing as she did so. Her guest looked considerably surprised as the patio table fell over sideways, causing the pink, porcelain tea-set and cups go crashing to the ground.

“Now I see... You came into my kingdom just to steal away my 'knight-in-blue-overalls'!” Peach heard her stomach growl, protesting the emptiness that was inflicted by what the princess realized was poor-placed excitement. Between that, her anger, and the scent of the stunned brunette, a strange form of animal instincts took over as Peach said, “He's mine, you skank!”

Peach's mouth fell upon Pauline's head, her pink-glossed lips widening to unprecedented-lengths as the pink-clad princess devoured her guest's head and lustrous brown up to the shoulders. Seizing the now panicking-woman by the wrists with her now silk-gloved vices, the Mushroom Kingdom monarch scarfed down her prey's near-bare shoulders. The brunette's tantalizing bosom was slightly difficult, having to swallow the glorious mammary glands alongside the woman's jerking, slender arms. Peach succeeded in pinning the young woman's arms to her waist, leaving her mouth free to simply nom the gifted bust-line, one soft, squishy bite at a time before finally reaching her prey's comparatively-thin waist and the slender arms and petite hands the voracious princess had pinned there. 

Using her strength, and the leverage she'd gains from having devoured the curvacious woman up to her thin, sexy core, Princess Peach lifted her victim upwards, making her mouth parallel to the rest of the brunette's rather-yummy body. Pauline herself, possibly in response to the darkness of Peach's gullet and her feet no longer touching ground, flailed her legs about in vain protest as her head reached the princess's stomach, expanding the fleshy pouch beneath the blonde girl's pink-and-white laced corset. This desperate movement only spurned Peach onward as her mouth crept over the brunette's sultry hips, her moist lips hovering over the “city's gal's” crotch and head-turning rump, to the renewed movements of protest produced by the victim's legs. Soon the crimson dress, the heart-shaped cushion,  and the frilly, white-and-red silk panties that draped said soft cushion slipped past the princess's eager, moist pink lips and into her gulping throat. Tilting her head upwards to gain the assistance of gravity, the blonde-haired ruler made quick work of the brunette's shapely legs, stopping at her prey's feet to remove the red heels that lay still-secured to her victim's feet, letting them fall to the ground with a small “plop”. With one, last, pleasurable gulp, Princess Peach devoured Pauline's tasty, bare feet, sending what was left of her victim into her expanded belly. 

The utterly full Princess sat back down in her seat, resting her legs which now bore both her weight and the weight of her sumptuous victim. With the curvacious brunette ideally integrated into the blonde's royal stomach, the gigantic bulge beneath Peach's dress stretched the laced fabric to its limits, but, luckily, her stomach descended a bit, resting her enhanced girth against the silk and elastic around her mid-section. Due to the expansion, the front part of the gown, her long, frilly pink skirt, had risen up slightly, making her appear almost like she were pregnant with triplets, to which she smiled as a blush appeared on her cheeks.

“Mmm... I had no idea getting rid of a love-rival could be so delicious.” Peach burped, covering her mouth with a small giggle and embarrassed blush as her stomach pulsed in response to the brunette's futile resistance.

Peach yawned, noticing for a fact that the meal her stomach now contained had begun to make her feel expired. With slight “Ooph...” The pink-clad princess rose from her patio seat and waddled her way out of the royal garden and up the nearest set of stairs leading to her bedroom. Once inside her royal chambers, she plopped onto her bed, the mound beneath her dress bouncing slightly as she did so. The “pregnant” princess then yawned, her right, gloved hand patting her spent lips as she laid right down unto her soft, pink-cloaked sleeping couch and fell fast asleep, her enormous round belly gurgling and churning as nature set to work on the feast she had indulged in.                                                                 

