The great irony of it all is that, for as long as she or anybody else in the kingdom had known, the Sunmane dynasty was but merely one of the many families that had rose to prominence as members of the Royal Guard. Her family was a proud and noble one to be sure, but not one that even came close to the level of renown and prestige that those they had guarded throughout the generations could claim for themselves.
Even during her younger days as an adventurer and (later) a sell sword, she had never gained much prominence. Her adventures had all been fairly tame, and she had never been involved in anything more scandalous than protecting a traveling wizard with dubious scruples. Once she retired to become a member of the Royal Guard, her life became even less exciting. Much of her life had been on the pommel’s end of the sword, and now she was merely surrounded by pompous brats who lived life by the cheque book.
Unlike plenty of warriors her age, the sort she had seen during her modest “adventuring” days that frequented taverns and threw their goblets back, Maelunn wasn’t drinking to escape anything. She had just become so unbearably bored with where her life had taken her.
In the three years that she had given up her life of travel and finally settled into the “family business”, she had already grown soft. Even back then, she was filling out her armor until it was uncomfortably tight. Nights at the tavern and skipping practice had lent her with a soft middle, and there wasn’t much more she could do but to suck it up and try to drink a little less.
And what’s more, there was no escape! For all she could have known, Maelunn Sunmane was going to spend the rest of her days guarding generation after generation of rich idiots, all while getting talked down to because she hadn’t been born nor bred into high society. Despite the fact that, inarguably, she could have handed each and every one of their gilded keisters to them on a silver plate!
That being said, when Maelunn had been given the amulet at a party as a gift, she had been truly grateful. 
A reward for all of your hard work defending and protecting the realm.
Fah! More like a reward for managing to stand around, protect the corner of the ballroom, and scratch her ass at the same time.
Those paladin types were all like that. Mysterious and dramatic, with their billowing capes and emblazoned armor. This woman had taken the cake though—managing to stand a head taller than even Maelunn, who towered over most of the men in the room. With short dark hair done in a regal style and a powerful stride, not to mention her deep purple cape that fluttered about the room, Maelunn would admit to having stared at her once or twice before that odd little interaction that had left her one piece of jewelry richer…
It was a gold necklace with an amber pendant. A bright and sunny thing that couldn’t have looked more out of place with that mysterious woman’s penchant for deep purples and dark features. But on Maelunn, with her freckled sunkissed skin and long corn-colored locks, it seemed to fit like a piece that she hadn’t known was missing! While she wasn’t typically the sort of person to wear flashy pieces, she didn’t see much harm in wearing it under her armor throughout the day.
After all, it was very pretty.
Why would she ever want to take it off?
It wasn’t until a few days that she’d owned the thing until she really examined it. Outside of the mirror, anyway. Lifting it over her head and off from around her neck, Maelunn took the necklace into her hands and was surprised at the heft that there was to it. For sure the amber gemstone was substantial, but she never would have thought that it would weight so much.
Running her fingers over the back though, she could feel an inscription. It was soft and shallow—well done by the jeweler. Flipping it over to examine further, she could see it. And though it was hard to make out by the candle light, she had been sure that she read it right.
May your deepest desires come to light
And that you let that light warm you
At first, Maelunn had simply thought that it was another odd coincidence. How unlikely was it that a necklace that bore fit to the Sunmane dynasty also spoke of warmth? 
Taking the woman’s mythic appearance into account, she had figured that there must have been some sort of low-level enchantment on the thing, but everyone that she had brought it to thought that it was nothing more than a simple protection spell. A ward to fend off evil spirits and the nastiness that comes with bearing the sword. It was something that had been given to her as a gift, rather than a family heirloom or the like, so nobody really knew just what could have laid in store for her. 
It was in the process of getting her new piece of jewelry examined, however, that Maelunn’s life began to change rather swiftly…
What did you say that your last name was again?
It had seemed like such a simple question—and she’d answered it as such. She was Maelunn Sunmane, the latest in a long line of royal guards. Yes, from the Kingdom of the Sun. No, she’d never heard of Queen Panhelenos before. Why would she have known anything about a Royal Historian?
It was a long, long road of questioning that had eventually—after weeks of verifying a seemingly endless stream of information—led to the ten words that would change Maelunn for the rest of her life.
How did you not know that you are royal blood?
From then on, the changes came swift and sudden. Maelunn was whisked away from the life of a simple Royal Guard and was granted ownership of a small Historical Estate in the Old District of the kingdom. Her position in the royal guard was filled, and her armor cast aside.
She was given a slew of dresses and gowns and robes from the Estate’s boudoir so that she could look the part of the “long-lost heiress”, and was welcomed warmly by the society as the last known relative of one of the oldest members of the Kingdom’s aristocracy.
Now, this isn’t to say that she was crowned Princess Regent or anything. Nothing of the social hierarchy within the kingdom had changed at all, with the noted exception that an old crest of the Panehelenos dynasty was taken out of retirement and that an immediate spot opened up on every gala and event’s guest list.
Maelunn had gone from a would-be adventurer and a perpetually bored Royal Guard to a Royal Dynasty of one almost overnight! She was thrusted into a world that she only had a very basic grasp of, despite her years of chaperoning dukes, duchesses, lords and ladies. It wasn’t surprising that she barely knew how to adjust to her new place in the world of blue bloods and royalty.
The complementary hors devours were as good a friend to have as any when she was literally unsure how to carry herself in the strange new world that she found herself in. 
She had essentially traded her spot standing awkwardly at the doors or by the columns for one standing awkwardly near wherever she could ensure that she had something to do with her hands. Either at the buffet tables or near the drink station, Maelunn was almost never seen without something to occupy herself with—proof positive not only that she was unfamiliar with her new station in life, but that she had also been far more comfortable on the delivery end of the sword than through any blue-blooded political soirees.
And though nobody was particularly enthralled in having her there—being that she was a common adventurer rather than one of the members of high society that had been born and bred for this sort of thing—it wasn’t as if they simply couldn’t invite her. She was a long lost member to a long forgotten dynasty! Getting in with her was good press, and helped to make for a good story! It simply wouldn’t do for her to sit at home and not indulge herself in what she should have been enjoying all of her sad little life.
On the flip side, it came to absolute no surprise to anyone that Maelunn’s repeated trips to and from the hors devours and the incessant amount of liquid courage that it took for her to be able to remain sociable at these sorts of events would begin to take their toll.
Slowly but surely, Maelunn began to fill out the new dresses that had been gifted to her by the historical society. Her breasts sat lower and her tum stuck out further. Somewhere underneath all of the frou-frou frocking, her ass began to expand at a similar pace—though that was a little bit more difficult to tell.
While she hadn’t been of a particularly accurate sort since she had hung up her sword, Maelunn had never known this sort of indulgence before. She had never been privy to the sorts of things that her protectees had indulged upon while she stood watch at this post and that. All of the attention swirling about her, as the lost whatever of whomever’s family, even she would admit that it was a little bit intoxicating. 
It had been so easy to lose herself in this and that, trying to find herself in this strange new arena that she found herself in. The fact of the matter was that, no matter what she had believed about herself to be true before all of this had happened—before this great discovery of whom she was—she was effectively someone else entirely in the eyes of these socialites. Aristocrats. Occasionally, even the royalty. 
It was time for her to learn how to mingle, how to conduct herself, as a member of high society.
Marvelous, simply marvelous.
She had learned that phrase as early as day one. Everyone, man woman and the occasional child said it. It was easy enough to ape.
Do you think you could fetch me some more?
Such a long-winded phrase to ask for more food and drink. It was stuff like this that she was having difficulty adjusting to. But then, it was how the upper echelon did things…
She had also never heard the word “gossip” strewn around as much as she had during the times when she’d gone out to these sorts of parties. Honestly “gossip gossip gossip” that was all that anyone at these sorts of things talked about.
It’s a good thing that I, as a newcomer to these sorts of things, don’t have much to offer in the way of giving anyone things to talk about behind my back.
I would hate to think that I would have anything that these people could discuss about me…
Maelunn would say as much to herself as she tipped back the silver plate behind her head. In her defense, she would often restrain her belches. When she could help it, of course. Completely unaware that such a thing was, in fact, plenty of kindling to start the sort of gossip that carried these otherwise unbearable meetings…
That being said, Maelunn was almost always invited back.
Before long, the tall blonde was having difficulty squeezing into dresses that she had just bought—afforded to her by the estate with which her ancestors had left her with, and filled most generously by her fat belly. The longer that her life drifted away from guard duty (after having already drifted quite far from adventuring) the more that she seemed to take to the life of affluence and indulgence. 
Maelunn was growing quite round, and at quite a prodigious pace.
It may have stemmed from the fact that she had always had to ration what she ate when she was growing up. After all, despite the recent revelations that she had been born into some forgotten royal family, her parents and siblings had only managed to do so well for themselves. Going out into the adventuring business had meant that she had to be even more conscious of what she ate and when—going through her rations too soon without the chance to restock may as well have been suicide if she had been too far away from town, or where the animals could have very well made a meal out of her…
Are you sure that this is the biggest dress that you carry?
Maelunn’s chubby toes ached from having to support her fattened physique. Little fat potatoes attached to a pair of chunky feet, running all the way up to plump calves and flaring out from there. The tailor’s biggest roll of measuring tape had only just been able to wrap around the widest part of her stomach as it rolled out in front of her, drooping heavily over her sex and coming to rest just over the top of her thighs. 
Unfortunately, lady Panhelenos…
The bulging blonde laid both of her hands disappointedly over the swell of her gut, her lips pursing to one side as her golden brow furrowed in frustration at such a unfortunate turn of events.
I suppose it’s time for me to start living a bit more modestly…
Even she had been surprised by just how deep the sound of her slapping against her stomach had been, as well as the slight sloshing that had come with such a slight action. Truth be told, she had been too busy marveling at the ready expansion of her chest to really concern herself with the fact that everything else was growing rounder too…
The small amber pendant was pressed tightly between her smothering breasts, but it still managed to glint every now and again on the rare occasion that she actually went out and about into town. It had become so easy, almost like a second nature, for her to simply send one of her new servants to do such busy work like shop for groceries or to have her armor polished. Level One quests she called them, due to the ease with which that almost anyone could have completed them—but those days were long and far behind her.
The longer that she lived life in the warm light of luxury and aristocracy, afforded endless perks by the mere mention of her station within the hierarchy of things, the harder that it was for Maelunn to even remember a time when she had to work for the things that she used to get. The satisfaction that one felt with a well-done steak over a fire in the plains couldn’t have held a candle to the finest slabs of meat that gold could buy, and a half-filled belly nestled in a makeshift tent paled in comparison to having glutted herself into a dull-eyed sleepy stupor.
Carrying herself as a fat noblewoman had eventually come almost as naturally to her as, at one point, swinging a sword had come to her days as a fledgling adventurer. So much so that almost no one could place the thin member of the royal guard that had been granted her noble status, five, ten…
How long had it been since she had been formally inducted into the Panehelenos family? Since she’d pushed the big double doors of her mansion and set foot inside her new life?
It was getting so much harder to tell.
Between the parties and all of the meals, the mingling and the hobknobbing… the occasional illicit affair with one of the other members of the aristocracy. Maelunn was having a blast getting to act like royalty for once in her life, and she wasn’t about to bog herself down by thinking about all that which used to be before the wonderous discovery of her heritage.
Oh darling, would you be a dear and tell the chefs that I’m ready for breakfast now?
Allowing one of the paigeboys to roll off of the top of her, Maelunn reclined back against the head of her bed, her shoulders touching the great oaken shape, soft white flesh conforming to the intricate patterns as she laid her hands greedily on her stomach. She licked her chops like she hadn’t eaten in days, despite having eaten enough for two (perhaps three!) women just the night before.
Maelunn’s life had slowly begun to evolve towards the luscious and the greedy, unable to do much of anything without at least a day’s worth of food in her by the sound of the first bell. After a certain point, it became all that she could think about—when and where the next meal would be, how delicious it would taste, what the menu would be and how the chef would prepare it.
Food was, of course, a status symbol for people like her. People who were in the upper echelons of society. Getting to indulge herself on the finest cuisine available to her, some would say second only to the Crown’s, was a point of pride for her. Something that nobody who wasn’t a member of the aristocracy could understand. 
It helped to set her apart from the riff-raff on the streets. 
As horrible as that sounded (and it sounded less and less horrible by the day) it wasn’t like Maelunn could really do anything to help them. At least, not in any way that would matter. What would happen if you just gave some poor ragamuffin a meal? Absolutely nothing—they’d be full for a night! Whereas she, a retired adventurer (of how long now?) had more than earned her share of the sizzling, sweating pork as it baked on the skewer…
Time passed before everyone’s eyes, faster and more discrete than usual. Days and months melded into weeks as people simply forgot about the way that things used to be.
Maelunn’s life as an adventurer became an interesting footnote at first, if not one that most people considered fabricated. It simply didn’t line up with the facts that they had been presented.
After all, how could a woman that fat have ever been anything more than the spoiled, pampered aristocrat that she presented herself as for all eyes to see?
Maelunn had become enormous, seemingly in just enough time for it had taken for her to make a name for herself in the high society scene. It felt like the day before that she had entered the doors awkwardly to her first gala, but now she was entering every room with an aplomb and beleaguered breathing as she struggled to keep herself standing on both feet! Her fat little legs could barely support the immense weight that came with a woman of her stature and girth, not to mention the fact that she often arrived on a (relatively) empty stomach—by the end of most of these little parties Maelunn Panhelenos would have eaten the host out of house and home and still had room for dessert!
The time in her life that had been relegated to “pre-aristocracy” had been just as much a twinkle in her eye as it was an entire lifetime ago. She had no desire to return to the days of scrounging for what she could kill out in the fields, and she didn’t even want to think about the times when she hadn’t been able to go to bed on a ridiculously full stomach.
All Maelunn had wanted, and this had become increasingly clear as she descended further and further into hedonism, was to enjoy herself. To eat, to drink, and to be merry. She had long earned that right, hadn’t she? After so many night sleeping on the cold hard ground and her poor flat tummy gurgling for more than she could have ever hoped to afford…
Was it so wrong that she was intent on making up for lost time, as far as her appetites were concerned?
BURRAAAAAP!
Maelunn smacked her lips sleepily, her eyelids drooping over her beady baby blues as she rumbled herself back to life after a long night of indulgence.
She stretched, in as much as a woman of her immense shape could anyway, and curled her toes first thing in the morning. Her fat, pillowy arms reached their full length as she spread them wide, arm wings drooping to the ample rolls of side fat that poured from beneath and around her breasts. Laying them back at her sides, fingers spread gently over her rippling flab, she began to greet the day in the way that only a woman of her station could manage.
“Um, it is morning is it not? Why am I looking at a bare, beautiful belly when I could be looking at breakfast?”
Maelunn’s team of servants, whom she had more or less always remembered being there, were happy to set themselves into motion. It wasn’t often that they missed their mark like this, but then it wasn’t often that the lady of the house woke up early either. A long night’s worth of indulgence and debauchery would have put even the heaviest hippo out of commission—perhaps Ms. Maelunn was simply getting better at managing her indulgences and digesting them accordingly?
Her mornings had become things of revelry and delight that the poorest among the people in the kingdom could not have even hoped to imagine. Many courses at many meals, all gone and devoured before high noon, as she gorged herself round-bellied on this meal and that. Entertaining guests, socialites, and “special guests” throughout her days, all without leaving her bedroom.
Maelunn Panhelenos had become a creature all unto herself, without equal in size or reputation, and it was all thanks to how she carried herself—now that she was no longer bound by those silly social gatherings and debutante knob-polishings, she no longer needed to hold back for fear of giving those silly local celebrities reason to talk about her behind her back.
After all, it wasn’t like she cared what they thought! She was from the great Panhelenos dynasty, where she and she alone bore the weight of those great warriors that came before her.
Her ancestors had suffered enough so that she should never have to live in squalor ever again!
“Hrmmm…Hfff… thank you, Jeeves.”
Maelunn purred huskily as she struggled with the weight of her own appendages. Thick and heavy, with fat hanging off of the bone as she sat, propped up against the wall and the bed frame, Maelunn looked every bit the overfed socialite that she had become. The little family heirloom—the only piece of her mysterious heritage left in all of the land—buried deep beneath thick, puddling breasts and (some days) beneath a chin or two glimmered and shone with the magic that it had absorbed during its many years I the planes, slowly warping things to suit the bearer’s wants and (what they thought where) their needs.
Resting her hands on the top of her stomach, the limit of what she could reach without having to move her cumbersome, pendulous breasts out of the way, Maelunn grumbled hungrily to herself as she allowed the servants to feed her.
Pinned to the bed by her inordinate, enormous bulk, it wasn’t as if she had much of a choice. Her arms would get tired after so long, after all—and she had an entire day’s worth of eating to do. Why would she have wasted what little energy she could afford to spare in this, the first of many hours in yet another day of her debauchery?
“More…”
She snorted uncomfortably, shifting slightly beneath her own immensity.
“Fools…”
The last little bits of her life before decadence flickered in front of her beady blue eyes, half-slits from the swell of her cheeks and heavy with sleep. Tickles of sore muscles began to melt away entirely as her body succumbed to the fat that had been, presumably, with her throughout her entire life. Her arm wings expanded outwards and sunk slightly lower over her buried elbow, her stomach sagging down into the mattress as her legs spread that much further apart. Her face fattened, the small sliver of a third chin beginning to inch out more prominently as the changes to her personal timeline began to take hold.
Maelunn had always been this way. A pampered, spoiled hog that had never so much as dreamt of leaving the insular walls of her tower. All she had ever needed was right here, at the tip of her tubby fingertips, and she had always had an entire team of servants that were ready, willing and able to help her achieve whatever she thought that she needed…
Why would I ever even want to go outside?
The memories of social gatherings faded, pushed back into the bleary blindness that had taken place of her life as a sell sword. Maelunn Panhelenos had never so much as spent an extra drop of sweat, let alone gone out and done any foolhardy adventuring. There were no catering services out there, no servants that could help her toddle along the trail. And Lords knew that there wasn’t enough to eat out there…
Why, she was wasting away just thinking about it!
“More.”
Her fat fingers twitched eagerly as her servants worked to provide her with enough to make it through the morning. A woman of her stature, bed-bending as it was, couldn’t have been expected to sustain herself on anything less than the absolute best. And She couldn’t help but feel that—while her breakfast may have been “tolerably” the best, it certainly hadn’t been “Panhelenos” best. And she wasn’t about to settle for that.
“I said MORE.”
The enormous blonde woman tittered to herself as she watched her servants jump at the call to action. It had been a favorite activity of hers since she was a child, ordering around the help. And now that she was the sole inheritor to the Panhelenos Dynasty, she could afford to live it up as much as she saw fit.
All she had ever wanted was to indulge herself. And, thanks to fortuitous circumstance, now she would be able to do as she saw fit for the rest of her days.
No adventuring.
No penny-pinching.
Not so much as even concerning herself with whatever anyone said about her behind her back.
All Maelunnn was going to do was sit back in her bed/throne, relax, and let her royal guardsmen take care of her in the best way that they knew how. Rather, the best way that she knew how…
