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the butter queen
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For as long as I can remember, into the farthest reaches of my 

childhood memories, my friend has been in love with the Butter 

Queen. He would sit there for hours, waiting for the commercials; 

for the next time the Butter Queen was on. He would always 

gush to me, “I love the Butter Queen. She’s so pretty.” 

The Butter Queen is the largest manufacturer of butter (and 

other dairy products) in Japan. For about two years during the late 

1980s, the Butter Queen corporation were hitting hard with their 

advertising campaigns: the most notable one featured an insanely 

pretty girl. For two years, this girl (royally referred to as the But-

ter Queen herself,) was the face of the corporation. Then, with no 

warning, she just vanished from their campaigns, never to be 

heard from or seen again. 

Watanabe Teru-san, my friend, would sit in front of the tele-

vision day after day, waiting for the next commercial of the But-

ter Queen. When it aired, he would stare at it, wide-eyed and 

slack-jawed, revelling in her smiling face, her beautiful hair, her 

lovely… butter. The only person he admitted this love to was me. 

I don’t think anyone else would have understood. Not that I did. 

His one-sided romance didn’t end when the commercials did, 

either. The Butter Queen was never too far from Teru’s mind, 

and while it had all but been erased from mine, she would stand as 
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the imaginary benchmark for all of his relationships during high 

school and beyond. Whenever we talked about his current girl-

friend, his responses would never stray far from: “Her? Yeah, she’s 

okay. She doesn’t compare to the Butter Queen though. We’re 

probably going to break up soon.” Sometimes I wondered 

whether he even remembered anything about the Butter Queen, 

because all I remembered was… well, butter. 
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Teru breaks into my two-room flat in Shinjuku, breathless 

and sweaty. He barges into my kitchen where I’m chopping up 

onions, creating a vague air of tears and sadness. Onion sadness. 

He stops in his tracks and approaches me as if I had a knife in my 

hand. I do, but that’s not the point. 

“Get your coat, we have to leave now!” 

“Why, Teru?” 

“Because the Butter Queen will be doing autographs at Isetan 

today! The one and only Butter Queen! Hurry up, let’s go!” 

“I don’t really feel like it, Teru. Why don’t you go by your-

self?” 
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He looks at me, accusingly. ‘Who bailed you out of that high 

school fight behind the sports equipment sheds?’ or, ‘who helped 

you hook up with the prettiest girl in our year because you were 

too shy to do it yourself?’ kind of accusingly. He starts to open his 

mouth, formulating his stinging reply until he sees me cooking. 

He pauses, mouth open like a carp. He uhhs, then hmms. 

“Another fight with Minami-san?” he asks. He knows, but 

asks anyway. 

“Yeah… I’m at about breaking point. I just want to give up.” 

I can see the cogs turning in his brain. We’ve known each 

other for a very long time. The only reason I’d be cooking at 8am 

on a Sunday morning, and Minami-san isn’t around is because 

we’ve been in a fight. He could offer some words of sympathy… 

but he really, really wants to go see the Butter Queen. 

“Okay… well, why don’t you come with me to Isetan? It’ll 

help take your mind off things, maybe give you a bit of fresh air. 

Come on, it’ll do you some good.” 

I know there isn’t much I can do to get him to go away, short 

of leaping from the window to my possible death below (but it’s 

only two stories up,) so I sigh and put the food away. Looks like 

I’m headed to see the Butter Queen. I think to myself that it’s 

going to be one of those days, while rubbing my temples gingerly. 
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is absolute surprise. There’s butter everywhere. The floor is 

packed with people, giant pyramids of stacked butter, melted 

butter fountains, more people, and life-size butter statues of the 

Butter Queen herself. Teru makes a beeline for the stage, drag-

ging me by the arm. We don’t queue; we intrude. Amid exclama-

tions of protest, Teru reaches out a hand. 

“My name is Watanabe Teru and I am in love with you,” he 

admits in his most sincere, most Casanova-like voice. 

Meanwhile, I apologise to the crowd red-faced, hoping they 

don’t decide to throw butter at us. Teru is completely ignorant of 

the evident hostility. I’m pulling at his sleeve, trying to get his at-

tention, when a phone call comes through. I flip it open and make 
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my way off the stage, looking for somewhere quieter. It’s Mi-

nami-san. 

“Hi, Kotone,” I say with a sigh. 

“Listen, Mamoru, can we talk?” 

I plug my finger into my other ear so I can hear her better, as 

she explains to me why we’re breaking up. She’ll move back in 

with her mom for the meantime, but she’ll collect the rest of her 

stuff soon. I try not to interrupt her as she runs through this with 

me; I know she’s prepared this final speech of hers. She tells me 

that it will be better this way, even if I don’t see it, that we’re bet-

ter off apart. 

“Mamoru, are you still there? Say something.” 

I can feel the blood pulsing through my chest, the potent con-

coction of sadness, anger and suffocating hope invading that 

empty spot in my heart. After all these years, what happened? 

Why couldn’t we find happiness together? I must not be good 

enough. Kotone doesn’t want me. She doesn’t need me. Why 

have I tried so hard all this time? For what? Did I do something 

wrong? Didn’t I do enough? My mobile drops to the floor as the 

fiery blood bubbles to my brain and I black out. 
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the less-than-gentle rousing of Teru, asking me if I’m alright. 

Slowly the world filters back in: first touch, then sound, then vi-

sion. Then pain—my head hurts. I’ve had another migraine. Ever 

since I was a child, I would frequently suffer migraines and mi-

graine-induced blackouts. Teru dispenses with the usual sympa-

thies fairly quickly, already quite accustomed to my affection for 

hitting the floor with my head. 

“Well… since you’re okay, I have something to tell you… I’ve 

really hit it off with the Butter Queen! She’s absolutely awesome, 

everything I remember her being and much more. She’s definitely 

into me too. We kissed… and even fooled around a little. I want 

you to meet her, say hi, make her feel welcome. Feel up to it?” 
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He hands me a glass of ice cold water and a couple of barley 

sugar cubes. I eat the cubes hungrily, washing it down as fast as I 

can. I’m still groggy, but it helps wake me up a little. I have a look 

around; it’s dark outside. I wonder where Kotone is. Has she left? 

I sigh, rub my temples a bit and look at Teru. He’s grinning from 

ear to ear. 

“Yeah, yeah, alright. Where is she, here?” 

He leads me towards the spare room, excitedly blasting me 

with everything that’s happened to him that day; how the Butter 

Queen hasn’t changed a bit, she’s got a great personality and she’s 

so hot and sexy. That they talked for ages and had such a connec-

tion, such chemistry, that they couldn’t keep their hands off each 

other. Just as we reach the slightly ajar door, he mentions: 

“Oh, and her nipples are buttered popcorn… and instead of 

pubic hair, the finest strands of lightly salted butter grow out.” 

“Teru, what? What the fuck?” 

He opens the door and gives me a nudge inside. The Butter 

Queen is sitting on the edge of the bed, looking every inch the 

queen—barring one minor, trivial detail: she’s completely naked. 

Her nipples actually are little kernels of buttered popcorn. I’m 

shocked, to say the least. Then I’m hit by the wave. It feels like a 

wall of butter particles, assaulting my very essence, bending me to 
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its will. My head starts to ache again, but as the pain gets worse, 

the butterwall starts to fade. 

“Hello, Tanaka-san. How are you feeling—would you like to 

have a taste of my butter?” 

“I’m… alright, your… Highness. No, thank you very much, 

but I couldn’t possibly. You see, I’m a one butter kind of man, 

and I already have a butter that my heart belongs to.” 

She stares hard into my eyes for a few moments. Her butter-

brows tilt in annoyance, as if she wasn’t expecting me to respond 

like that. I imagine she’s thinking, ‘Hmm, that didn’t work. What 

now?’ Then a smile forms on her lips. She slides her hands to her 

knees and parts them, slowly. The perfect, regal mound of her sex 

stares at me with a certain alluring charm, calling me, beckoning 

me. A second butterwall wave hits; the pungent aroma ambushes 

my nostrils and I start to gag. 

“Come now, Tanaka Mamoru. Have a taste of my buttery 

vagina. You’ll like it, trust me…” 

Before I have a chance to react, Teru grips the back of my 

neck with a strength I didn’t know he had. His other hand clamps 

around my stomach like a vice. I try to cry out as he shoves my 

face right into her genitals. The last thing I can smell is butter… 
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the last thing I can taste is butter… the last memory I have before 

I black out, is butter. 

 

— 

for anyone who has ever 

needed a bit more butter in 

their lives… 

for anyone who has ever 

been hurt in search of their 

‘one true butter’… 

this is for you. 

— 
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than last time places itself on my cheek. It’s morning, Kotone 

says. She looks at me the way I’ve seen her look at sad, whimper-

ing puppies. She says she was worried about me, so she wanted to 

come and see how I was doing. Is your head feeling better? she 

asks. Well no, probably not, seeing as I can’t remember what 

happened for at least a day and I reek of butter— 

“Butter! Why do I… smell… like butter?” I exclaim, grasping 

at the fuzzy memories. 

Kotone sits up with a start; she obviously wasn’t expecting 

that one. Hesitatingly, she leans forward and gives me a little 

sniff. Her eyes open wide for a moment, then she pulls a sour 

face. 
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“You do! What on earth happened to you?” 

“I’m… not sure. When was the last time you saw or talked to 

me? I can’t remember anything since… yesterday morning—was 

yesterday Sunday?” 

“I…” Kotone begins, then stops abruptly. 

I look at her in concern. Her cheeks are flush, but I know she 

hasn’t come down with anything. Her eyes look listless: she’s 

looking right at me, but isn’t—she’s looking through me. I wave 

my hand in front of her face, slowly. Hey there, wake up… 

“You smell nice,” she whispers. 

Without another word she starts undoing her blouse, button 

by button. Once it’s off, she unzips her skirt and lets it drop to the 

ground. I’m not sure what’s going on—we’ve been fighting for 

what feels like forever—so I just lie there, looking puzzled. She 

crawls on all fours over me, then gently lays herself on top, and 

slowly rubs up and down. 

She removes my clothing with less patience than her own, 

some imperceptible need driving her to haste. Before long, I’m 

naked on the couch. She forces her tongue inside my mouth, 

whimpering as she does, savouring the taste. She rubs her bits 

against my own, only a pair of sheer silk panties separating us. It 
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isn’t long before she’s panting and moaning for me. She sucks on 

my neck while I run my fingers through her hair. I undo her bra 

and draw circles on her soft breasts as she pays attention to licking 

my nipples. She can’t seem to get enough of me, constantly 

breathing in the aroma of my skin (albeit, a somewhat buttered 

aroma,) before licking every inch. 

I reach in between her legs and stroke her, feeling the moist-

ness through her underwear. The softness of her turns me on no 

end. I pull off her panties so I can roam my hands everywhere, 

relishing in her body. 

“Are you all buttered and ready for me?” she asks. 

I am. 
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a couple of hours later, while Kotone and I are napping in 

each other’s arms. I had gone to Isetan to see the Butter Queen 

with Teru. Next thing I knew, Teru wakes me up and forces me 

on his new girl, the Butter Queen herself. But there’s something 

strange, something odd about her. Kotone too, she was acting 

weirdly. Something’s not right. 

On the kitchen bench, there’s a note from Teru: 

Mamoru—I have gone to stay with her Majesty at 

the Four Seasons, Presidential suite. Give me a call 

when you wake up so I know you’re still alive. 

3943 2222. 

Teru 
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Kotone is still sleeping, so I quickly get dressed and make my 

way to the Four Seasons. There are some answers I need to get, 

and the Butter Queen sure has some explaining to do. She has 

some kind of power, I think, a power to make people lust with 

reckless abandon. Except for me… I must have some ability to 

resist her charms. 

I reach the Presidential suite, slightly wary (mostly because 

I’m afraid.) Pressing my ear to the door, I strain to hear some-

thing, but nothing happens. I wait for a minute. Nothing. I softly 

knock on the door instead. Still nothing. Then, when I least ex-

pect it, a hand lands on my shoulder from behind. 

“Hey you, what are you waiting for? Come inside!” 

— 

The Butter Queen is perched on one of those French arm-

chairs, in a see-through pink g-string and matching bra. She loves 

to dress up, this girl. Would it kill her to wear a little more cloth-

ing? She decides to be the one to speak first: 

“You are a strange one, Tanaka Mamoru-san. Your brain 

seems to have some wiring problems. Is that why don’t you want a 

taste of me?” 



ori
gin

al 
work

s ©
 

gu
an

 m
ing

 te
o

“I’m not sure you have the right to call me strange, Butter 

Queen. You can control people with butter? How? And what do 

you even want?” 

“You’re wrong—I don’t control them. I merely set free their 

butterlust. They want this, Mamoru-san. You humans hurt each 

other too much, make each other so sad. There’s not enough love 

going around. I just want my subjects to be happy and in love—

well that, and their absolute loyalty.” 

“You’re crazy.” 

“No, Mamoru-san. I’m just a queen. A queen of butter. Now 

go home and make buttery love to your girlfriend.” 

“Fuck you! Where’s Teru, what have you done with him? 

Make everyone normal again, you dirty harlot!” 

I lunge for her, trying to wrap my hands around her slick, but-

tered throat. Two of her subjects restrain me, drag me out of the 

room. I struggle, kick and yell, but nobody comes to help. One of 

them snaps a stick of butter in two, and holds it to my nose. I can 

feel the butterwall pressing against me, making the bile rise to my 

throat. I might be able to resist its allure, but I’m not strong en-

ough to fight free of it. I pass out, for the third time in two days. 
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than last time places itself on my cheek. It’s morning, Kotone 

says. I think I have a serious case of déjà vu. I groan, feeling like 

yesterday’s leftovers. Without warning, I bolt upright and sniff 

the air for butter. I don’t smell anything. What happened? 

“Hey, not so fast. Are you alright? Some nice strangers 

dropped you home last night, they said you had another one of 

your black outs.” 

It takes me a minute or two of silence to gather my thoughts. 

Thankfully, the memories return to me sooner than last time. I 

give myself a quick once-over: I’m unharmed, I’m okay. Kotone 

looks like she’s back to normal, too. What… what about Teru? 
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“Teru called earlier today, he wants to know what you said to 

the Butter Queen—apparently she’s disappeared. Nobody knows 

where she’s gone. Look, I’m just here to pick up my things… so if 

you’re okay I’d better get going.” 

I watch her for the half hour she takes to gather her stuff, help 

her pack them into the car and see her off. I try my best not to 

shed any tears. Somewhere, in that small bit of hope that’s slowly 

suffocating, I wish for her return. 

I spend my days now cooking, cooking with onions. Making 

onion sadness. Everything slowly returns to some semblance of 

normality; Teru got over the Butter Queen’s second vanishing act, 

Kotone took all her things and moved in to her mom’s (she’s 

never spoken of our last, final lovemaking episode) and I went 

back to… the sorry continuation of my life. 

Nobody acts strangely, there aren’t any massive buttered or-

gies in the streets of Tokyo, life just moves on. Without the But-

ter Queen, once again. Maybe her plot to control the world was 

the product of a messed up dream. I watch the news and read the 

papers regularly, keeping an eye out for the Butter Queen’s ascen-

sion to a world throne, but nothing comes. Days turn to weeks, 

and weeks to months. 
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up some creamy garlic butter prawns (minus the butter, 

somehow,) the doorbell rings. 

“Hi, Kotone. What’s up, did you forget something else?” 

“Mamoru… I—I don’t know how to say this… I know I’ve 

said some pretty hurtful things to you, and I’ve been thinking… I 

don’t really want us to break up, I’m really sorry for what I said… 

do you think we can… forgive and forget?” 

Silence. She fidgets, I stare. 

“I miss you, I can’t stop thinking about you. I only realised just 

how much I missed you, when you weren’t there… I’d like to 

move back in, if you’ll still have me.” 
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She fumbles with something behind her back, while waiting 

for me to say something. I just don’t know what to answer her 

with. After a minute of blank, Kotone works up yet more cou-

rage, and her smile bubbles to her lips, that same old smile I know 

and love. She presents to me what she’s hiding behind her: a box 

that looks like it’s from a lingerie boutique. Nervously, she stam-

mers: 

“To—to make up, I thought we could have a little fool 

around with these. What do you think? Do you want me to try 

one on?” 

She opens the lid, and inside sits a dozen luxury blocks, each 

individually stamped with: 

 

‘For Tanaka Mamoru-san and Minami Kotone-san, 

you who need a bit more butter in your lives… 

this is for you.’ 

 

“Hey! What are you doing, Kotone!” 

I quickly pull her inside as her eyes go blank and she starts to 

peel off her top. 




