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Chapter 1.
It was the morning of Elliot’s 21st birthday and it should have been a joyous occasion, both for him and for the kingdom of Loralia, yet, as the sun rose above the distant peaks of the Erosin mountains, casting dawn light over the swarming armies of Lord Callus, the day was anything but.  The armies of the kingdom were broken and scattered, the lands that were his by birth-right were now claimed by another.  Even the capital city and the castle, the ancient stronghold of his lineage, was no longer sacred.
There should have been a crowning ceremony, swearing him in as heir to the realm.  There had been an engagement planned, to the beautiful, glamourous lady Tessela.  There was to be an extravagant party to celebrate his coming of age.  None of these things would now come to pass.
Prince Elliot stood out on the balconies of his rooms and looked down at the central gates, broken now, wood and stone scattered across the main avenue.  The guards of Lord Callus rode in unopposed, the few forces left in the castle surrendering willingly, eagerly, in the hopes of beings spared.  The forces marched up towards the central keep and citizens lined the streets, Elliot’s loyal, loving subjects, their faces pale, afraid of what might become of them.  At the back of the train of horses and armoured soldiers, riding a horse that was larger and more fierce than the others, clad in black and silver, came an imposing figure, his long dark red hair, pale and bearded, his face stark and austere.
“Lord Callus.”  Elliot whispered.
“He came personally to sign the treaties I suppose.”  Said lady Tessela.
Elliot could only nod.  He stood and stared down at the ominous figure who had so easily conquered his homeland.  As Lord Callus rode he looked up, to the central castle and, even from a distance, it was as though he saw Elliot, stood out on his balconies, and it was as though their eyes met, Lord Callus’s gaze hard and almost gleeful.  Lord Callus smiled and Elliot shivered as though doused in ice water.  He stepped back from the balcony, out of Lord Callus’s line of sight.
“What’s wrong?”  Lady Tessela asked.
Elliot shook his head, turned to face his childhood sweetheart.  She was as beautiful as ever, her long blonde hair almost luminous, her blue eyes bright, her lips plump, painted a gloss pink.  In her gown and petticoats her body, curvy, full hips and breasts, seemed to tremble, frightened.  Elliot feared what might become of the woman he loved.
“Nothing, it’s just… all this.  I don’t know what I should do.  I’m a scholar, not a soldier.”
Lady Tessela smiled, but the expression was timid and unsure.  She stepped towards Elliot and held out her hand.  Elliot reached out, took the offered palm.
“Whatever happens, I’ll still love you.”  She said.
Elliot forced a smile but the expression was strained, grim.  In the pit of his stomach the seed of fear and trepidation that had been planted by Lord Callus’s smile set root.
“And I’ll always love you.”  Elliot said.
As lady Tessela moved closer to Elliot, looking up into his pale green eyes, she smiled, pressing her body into his, her lips pouting as she rose on her toes to kiss him.  From the rooms behind the pair came the din of a door being thrown open and Elliot turned, put himself between the noise and his friend.
“Prince Elliot?”  The voice was hard, demanding—it was a tone no one had used when speaking to Elliot before and it made his stomach knot.
“Who would demand a prince’s attention?”  Elliot called out.
There was the noise of feet, metal boots, and three soldiers marched out onto the balconies.  The faces of two were hidden within dark helms while the third, a tall brutal faced man, was left exposed.  They all wore the crest of Lord Callus’s forces.
“The Lord demands an audience.  We are to take you to him.”  The soldier’s tone was almost condescending, his accent coarse and rough.
Elliot stood between the soldiers and lady Tessela, shielding his would have been bride from their lascivious glances.  He took a deep breath and forced himself to remain calm.
“Do I have time to change?  I would hate to dishonour your Lord by appearing before him dressed in less than my best.”  Said Elliot.
The brutal faced solider was quiet for a moment before nodding.
“Fine.  Be quick thought.  Lord Callus does not like to be kept waiting.”
 

The three guards stood outside the doors to Elliot’s chambers as he changed, dressing in his best suit, black and red, his boots polished black leather.  The clothes made him feel a little more confident, more like a prince, though his stomach still heaved, the memory of Lord Callus’s cold smile lingering.
Elliot turned to face lady Tessela and struck a pose that he hoped was commanding and confident.  He attempted to smile but failed.
“How do I look?”  He asked.
Lady Tessela, sat on the edge of Elliot’s couch, appraised him for a moment, nodding.  She offered a small, worried smile.
“Handsome.”  She said finally.
Elliot managed a brief smile then turned to look in the mirror.  He was tall, broad, and even if not the tallest or broadest of men, was still masculine, considered charming and handsome by many of the ladies in court, his features almost rugged.  His face was shaved smooth, exposing his pale, freckled complexion, and his dirty blonde hair was cut short.  His green eyes, fretful and nervous, sparkled in spite of the situation.
“I suppose this will just have to do.  You should wait here.  I’m not sure how long these negotiations will last.”  Elliot said.
Lady Tessela nodded.
“I’ll wait for you.  Just… be careful.  I’ve heard he can be treacherous and cunning and… worse.”  She said.
Elliot took a deep breath.  He turned away from mirror, turned towards the door, sighed.
“And good luck.”  Lady Tessela said.
Elliot laughed, once, lightly, a lack of humour.
“I think we’re a little beyond luck at this point.”  He said.  “But thank you.”
Elliot stepped off towards the doors to his chambers and towards the unknown fate that awaited him.  His heart drummed loudly in the cavern of his skull.
 

“Prince Elliot to see his Lordship as demanded!”
The Marshall’s voice echoed around the cavernous space of the throne room.  Elliot walked briskly along the red carpet, shoulders back, chin up, a false confidence, even as he was escorted by the three guards, two flanking him, one behind.  At the far end of the room, sat in the throne that belonged to Elliot’s father, the king, was Lord Callus, reclined, relaxed, but still imposing.  Beside him the throne that belonged to the queen sat empty.
Lord Callus watched Elliot as he approached, his eyes narrow, his gaze intense.  He was a large, powerful man, broad chest and shoulders, his beard was the same dark red as his hair but peppered with grey, his face was aged by the life he had lived, the campaigns he had fought, and won.  He was though undeniably handsome, even as cold and as stern as he appeared, and as Elliot approached the throne he fought the urge to cower, Lord Callus’s scrutiny a tangible force—his sharp blue eyes were intelligent, wise, and hard.
Elliot stopped in front of the throne.  He stared up at Lord Callus, forced himself to smile.  Lord Callus remained still, watching, examining the young prince, relaxed, calm, confident.  Elliot took a deep breath and bowed.
“An honour, Lord Callus.”  He said—his voice trembled slightly.
As Elliot rose from his bow he saw Lord Callus smile, a grin, as though pleased, a network of fine lines forming at the corners of his eyes.
“Well mannered I see.  Good.  That will make this easier.”
Elliot nodded.
“We are both civilized men.”  Elliot said.
Lord Callus laughed once, quietly, smirking.
“I see no reason why this should be more unpleasant than necessary.  I am happy to negotiate my house’s surrender if you are willing to ensure the safety of my friends and family.
Elliot spoke in a soft voice that was less confident than he had hoped.  Lord Callus nodded, stilling grinning.  He sat up, leant forward, his eyes fixed on Elliot.  His presence, his aura, sent a shiver down Elliot’s spine.  He was a powerful man, commanding and domineering, used to taking what he wanted.
“I can promise to keep your family safe, the king and queen, even the lovely lady Tessela.  However, I’m going to need something from you in return.”
Elliot felt cold and the room around him seemed to spin.  Lord Callus’s tone was almost threatening.
“For the safety and security of those I love I will give anything that is in my power to give.”  Elliot said.
Lord Callus’s grin spread, became wide, almost joyous.  He laughed, obviously delighted.
“Well, that was a lot easier than I expected.  And you’ll be pleased to know that what I want is absolutely in your power to give.”
Elliot took a deep, slow breath.
“What would you ask of me?”
Lord Callus smiled.  His eyes sparkled, almost hungry.
“It’s simple really.  I may have defeated your armies, but I still need to establish my rule.  I need to legitimise my claim to the throne, join our two houses together as one.  For that I need a princess.”
Elliot stared blankly for a moment, frowned, confused.  He shook his head.
“I have no sister though.  A few distant cousins but their claim to the throne is…”
Lord Callus raised his hand and silenced Elliot with only a gesture.  His smile was undimmed.
“I think perhaps you misunderstood me.  You, as sole heir to the throne, the only child to the king and queen, are to be my princess.”
Elliot felt a cold chill run along his spine.  The room seemed to heave.  Around him Lord Callus’s guards, large muscular men prone to easy violence stood gathered, watching, listening.  Elliot shook his head again, less sure this time.
“But I… I am a prince… a boy, a man.  I do not understand how…”
Again Elliot was silenced with a simple gesture.  Lord Callus sat up and kept his gaze fixed on the young prince.
“The deal is simple enough.  The safety of your family and the ones you love is contingent on you becoming my princess, my bride, my queen.”
Elliot’s mouth was suddenly dry, a lump in his throat.  His heart hammered a rapid beat and his head spun.  Lord Callus, large, powerful, commanding, sat waiting for his answer, grinning, clearly enjoying himself, taking pleasure in the young prince’s discomfort and anxiety.
Elliot thought of his mother and father, of lady Tessela.  Finally, slowly, he nodded.
“I suppose I have no choice.”
Lord Callus laughed, easily, gladly.  Elliot felt a wave of shame and humiliation.  He was to become a princess, a bride to the man who had stolen the lands that should have been his, the kingship that should have been his, though he had no idea what this would entail.  That Lord Callus’s guards were listening, that the court would surely gossip about the bargain he had struck, made Elliot’s cheeks blaze with dishonour.
“Excellent.  Then the wedding will be in three days and we can together finalise my conquest.”
“Three days?”  Elliot’s voice was quiet, strained.
Lord Callus nodded.
“Three days, but I know you’ll make a lovely bride.”
Lord Callus turned to look to his side and raised a hand to signal.  From the shadows stepped a woman Elliot had not noticed before, dressed in a dark grey cloak that blended easily with the gloom in which she had stood, her face covered by a heavy hood.
The woman raised her hands, pulled back her hood, and looked down at Elliot, grinning.  She was beautiful, her hair black as night, face pale, lips deep red.  Her eyes were bright blue, piercing, like ice.
“Yes.  I think I can do great things with this one my Lord.”  She said—her voice was honey and poison, full of power.
She turned to Lord Callus and her face softened, an expression of almost adoration.
“I will make her beautiful for you.”
“As always you have my complete faith.”  Lord Callus said.
He turned to face Elliot, the young prince quiet now, nervous.  He looked between the woman and Lord Callus, the pair looming, tall and domineering, an aura or authority surrounding them both.
“This is Lady Anancite, my court witch and my consort.  She will be responsible for making you ready for our wedding.”  Lord Callus said.
Lady Anancite smiled, dipped her head slightly in mockery of a bow.  Her smile was cruel, almost barbed, her lips full and plump.  Her figure was hidden beneath the folds of her cloak.
“Should I collar her now for you my Lord?”  Lady Anancite asked.
Lord Callus nodded, but did not speak.  The way she referred to Elliot as her made him feel small and weak, a creeping humiliation and shame that burned him.  That Lord Callus’s guards were listening, that the court would gossip about the bargain he had struck, made Elliot blush.
Lady Anancite shrugged off her cloak and stepped towards Elliot.  She was clothed in a black dress that hugged her body, full figured, large breasts, narrow waist, wide hips.  The bodice was low cut to display ample cleavage and there were two slits in her skirt, one on either side, that caused her legs, long and pale and curvy, to flash as she descended the steps, her feet clad in black boots with sharp heels.  The way she walked was sexual and authoritative and confident in a way Elliot had never seen in a woman before, the sway of her butt and breasts causing his cock to twitch and harden despite his situation, and her smile suggested that she knew the influence she had on men. In her hands she held a simple black leather collar, a silver ring on the front, a silver buckle and padlock on the back.
“This is to be your engagement gift from your Lord.  A collar that will bind you to his will, as well as to mine.  It is a simple spell, but quite powerful, that requires only your consent.”  Lady Anancite said.
Elliot nodded.  Lady Anancite stopped in front of the young prince, only slightly shorter than him.  She lifted the collar.
 

“Bow your head girl.  Submit to your Lord and tell him that you assent to being his princess, his bride.”  Lady Anancite said.
Elliot felt a knot form in his belly.  The closeness of Lady Anancite made his body ache, his cock swelling, engorging.  His cheeks were flush and the eyes of the guards, of Lord Callus, were all fixed on him, watching him, waiting for his surrender.
The young prince swallowed with difficulty, his shame and humiliation mixing with his arousal to form a potent cocktail that made it difficult to think.  His skin prickled and he felt small, weak, yet undeniably excited despite his fear.  The thought of what he was about to do seemed almost to thrill him, his cock stiffening to become like steel.
“I will be your princess, my Lord.”  Elliot said—his voice was a low whisper.
Speaking the words sent a thrill unlike any he had known through him and he felt sickened as he realised he was almost eager to see what it was Lord Callus had in mind for him.  He thought of what his mother and father might say, of what his love, lady Tessela would say, if they could see him now.
“Good girl.”  Whispered Lady Anancite.
As Lord Callus watched, Lady Anancite lifted the collar to the young prince’s neck, wrapped the leather around his throat.  As she closed the buckle and the padlock a surge of energy pulsed through Elliot, warm, hot, vibrating, an intense pleasure emanating from the collar, dulling his thoughts.
Lady Anancite stepped back and the collar sat, sealed around Elliot’s throat.  Elliot looked up to Lord Callus, sat in the throne above him.
“My lovely bride to be.  Now, why don’t you kneel for your Lord.”  Lord Callus said.
Before Elliot could even think his body reacted.  He fell to his knees, obeying the command without hesitation, and as he obeyed the collar filled him with a warm sense of euphoria that made him bite his bottom lip to keep from whimpering.  His cheeks blushed, bright pink, and his balls tensed, his cock stiff and aching.
“Excellent.  The collar will help you learn your place.  Pain for being disobedient, pleasure for being a good girl.  And I can see you do so enjoy the pleasure.”  Lord Callus said.
Lord Callus and Lady Anancite and many of the guards laughed.  Elliot felt himself shrink, ashamed and humiliated, yet still, as though in response, he felt his body tingle with an undeniable arousal.
“A perfect gift for my new princess.  However, prince Elliot is no name for my bride to be.  I think we should change it.  Tell me you agree.”  Lord Callus said.
Elliot opened his mouth to argue, to insist that taking his name was a step too far, but at even the thought he was filled with pain until, finally, unable to resist, he nodded.
“I agree.”  He said.
The pleasure than came after the pain made him gasp out loud and Elliot blushed at his shame even as his cock throbbed.
“Well then, from now on you are princess Eleanor.  Understand.”
The collar throbbed and even as he struggled his name vanished, was replaced.  The prince became the princess.  Eleanor nodded.
“What is your name, princess?”  Lord Callus asked.
“Eleanor, my Lord.  Princess Eleanor.”
Speaking the words filled the princess with pleasure, joy, so that her breath caught.
The guards around princess Eleanor chuckled and she felt her cheeks turn hot, her shame and arousal blending to almost overwhelm her, fusing with the pleasure that came from the collar to become an intoxicating, addictive rush of sensations and emotions.
“Excellent.  Now, you are to go with Lady Anancite.  She will oversee the rest of your preparations.  I will see you at our wedding.  I know you won’t disappoint me princess.
“Rise princess.”  Lady Anancite said.
Princess Eleanor rose to her feet, the pleasure at obeying subtle, dizzying.  She smiled despite her fear.
“Follow me.”  Lady Anancite said.
As the witch turned and headed out of the throne room the young princess turned to follow, the pleasure at obeying eroding her will and her resistance.  She smiled despite the mocking looks of the guards she passed, bit her bottom lip to keep from moaning and whimpering.




Chapter 2.
Lady Anancite led princess Eleanor along corridors that were familiar, led her away from her chambers towards the further recesses of the castle that had been her home, but that now seemed almost foreboding.  Her family’s guards were gone, replaced with men dressed in the uniform and crest of Lord Callus’s forces.  They all watched her, smirking, grinning, eyeing the collar wrapped around her neck, and the humiliation at the bargain she had struck made her blush, her cock still hard.
Eleanor kept her eyes forward, to avoid the gazes of the smirking guards, watched the sway of Lady Anancite’s hips and butt, the way she strutted, the hypnotic wobble.  The sight filled the princess with an unfamiliar lust, the heat of it fired by her situation, her powerlessness, her shame.
Lady Anancite stopped by a simple wooden door, turned back to face Eleanor.  Her smile was cold, like steel, her bright blue eyes piercing.  Eleanor could not help but admire how beautiful the witch was.
“These are to be your chambers while I prepare you for your wedding princess.  I thought you might like to enter first.”
“But I already have chambers.  All my…”
“Silence.”  Lady Anancite spoke the word softly.
Princess Eleanor obeyed, fell quiet, and the collar filled her with a soft, warm pleasure that made her mind tingle, disrupting her chain of thought.
“These are your chambers now, until your wedding.  You are to stay in these rooms unless accompanied by me. Is that understood?”  Lady Anancite said—she spoke in a slow, commanding voice.
Princess Eleanor nodded, and she felt the now familiar warm wave of pleasure at obeying, the sensation causing her cock to throb.  She smiled in spite of her situation and the witch’s expression suggested she understood and took pleasure in the princess’s surrender to the collar’s magic.
“You are to see no one except your maids, your guards, and me, before your wedding.  Is that understood?”
Again Eleanor nodded, again the pleasure, her mind fuzzy, warm, tingly.  The witch grinned.
“Good girl.  Now, into your rooms.  I’m sure you’re eager to look around.”
Without hesitating princess Eleanor obeyed, turned to the door and pushed it open.  The warm throb of pleasure from the collar comforted her and she stepped across the threshold into her new chambers, into her new life.
Eleanor stopped just inside the room, frozen in spite of the constant dull pleasure, the ache in her cock and balls.  She stared in horror at the rooms that had been prepared for her, an overwhelming sense of humiliation that only seemed to heighten the collar’s power.  She shook her head as Lady Anancite stepped in behind her, closing the door.
 

“Do you like them?  Lord Callus had me decorate them with magic according to some very specific instructions.  He has taken quite the interest in training you to be his perfect bride.”
The rooms were pink and pink and pink, every shade imaginable, but no other colour.  The walls, floor, ceiling, carpets, furniture all bright and feminine, the intensity of the room almost dazzling, luminescent and garish so that the colour seemed to burn itself into Eleanor’s mind, making it difficult to think clearly.
She looked around, took in the furnishings, the tables, chairs, sofas, rugs.  On the walls there were drapes and curtains, all pink, lacy, finely decorated, distinctly girly as you might expect in a child’s bedroom.  There were no windows, the room lit only by the light which seemed to shine from the bright pink walls and ceiling, a magic illumination that felt almost cloying, suffocating.
“It’s so pink…”  Princess Eleanor whispered.
Lady Anancite stepped forward, wrapped an arm around Eleanor’s shoulders.  The closeness of the witch made Eleanor’s body tingle, her cock aching.
“I know.  I’m sure it’ll grow on you though.  In fact I’m certain of it given all the charms I worked into the room.  Give it a day or two and I’m sure you’ll find yourself obsessed with the colour.  Now, come see the bedroom.  You must be tired, it’s been a stressful day, and we have a lot to go over tomorrow.”
Lady Anancite stepped off and guided Eleanor towards a door on the far side of the room.  The princess let herself be led, the pink light filling her, bright, garish, dazzling, dulling thought and resistance.  She was glad for the warm pleasure of the collar, its constant tickle addictive.
The pair stepped through the door and into the bed chambers, smaller than the main rooms but still large.  There was a bed, massive, pink, covered with pillows and soft sheets and duvets, a dressing table covered with pots of creams and oils and makeup, backed with several mirrors, and many wardrobes.
“You’ll find your Lord has already picked out numerous outfits for you, but we’ll be going over them in the next few days.  For now I think you should get changed for sleep.  Your maids will be arriving early to begin your first day of training and preparation, and I want you well rested.”
The young princess turned to face the witch.  Lady Anancite was smiling, her red lips full, her expression dangerous, charming, full of a cruel glee.
“Changed?”  Eleanor said.
The word was slow, and she was already beginning to feel tired, the collar compelling her to obey.
“Your sleep wear is laid on the bed for you already.  A good princess like you can’t sleep in those yucky boy clothes, can she?  So, why don’t you strip and I can get rid of them and you can put on something prettier.  After all, you won’t be needing them anymore.  Not with so many lovely dresses to wear.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor stiffened.  She tried to resist, to insist that she did not want to abandon her clothes, the formal suit she had chosen so carefully, her clothing her last vestige of masculinity, but the pain that flowed from the collar was almost unbearable.  Finally, relenting, she nodded, and the pleasure that came as she surrendered was a delight that she became almost drunk on.
“Good girl.  Now, strip.”  Lady Anancite said.
Princess Eleanor looked down to the floor and raised her hands to begin unbuttoning her jacket.  Lady Anancite stood watching, grinning, and as she stripped Eleanor felt herself flush with embarrassment, unable to resist.  The collar sent waves of pleasure through her as she pulled off her clothes, obeying the witch’s command, her body hot, sensitive, her cock hard and aching.
As Eleanor pulled down her trousers and her pants, biting her bottom lip to keep her humiliated whimpers silent, her freckled cheeks blushing, Lady Anancite laughed, mocking.  Eleanor shuddered, branded by humiliation even as the collar rewarded her for her obedience, her cock straining, hard, throbbing.
“Such a slutty princess!  So excited despite your situation, or maybe because of it.  Does stripping off in front of me excite you princess?  Does the idea of becoming a pretty bride for you Lord thrill you?”  Lady Anancite asked.
Eleanor shook her head.  Lady Anancite laughed again, reached out a hand to gently brush the princess’s cock, causing her to moan, the shame and pleasure dulling her wits and her will.
“Your body tells a different story, but not to worry.  Tomorrow we’ll have to do something about that nasty hair and your figure.  Soon enough we’ll have you begging like the nasty slutty girl I know you are inside.  Now, dress for me.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor now naked, her body exposed, her cock hard, turned to the bed.  Laid out on top was a silk slip decorated with lace, bright pink.  Her body moved before she could even think, craving the pleasure that would come with obeying.
Eleanor shuddered with shame as she pulled the slip on, yet could not deny the pleasure that it gave, not only from the collar’s magic, but also the sensation of silk on skin, soft, caressing.  She turned back to Lady Anancite, dressed in her pink nightie, the hem brushing her thighs, her cock hard within the thin silk, and looked up into the witch’s blue eyes.  Lady Anancite smiled.
“Wonderful.  You’re coming along so well already.  Give it a few days and you’ll look so cute in that pretty night dress that you’ll not even want to think about your past life.”
Lady Anancite’s words filled Eleanor with dread.  Already she had fallen so far, so quickly.  The promise of what was still to come chilled her even as it excited her, unable to deny the way her body responded to the witch’s taunting.
“For now though, just sleep.  Your maids will wake you tomorrow and we can begin the first day of your new life.”
Eleanor nodded, already her eyes becoming heavy at Lady Anancite’s instruction.  Eleanor turned and moved to the side of the bed, climbed up, slipped between the sheets.  The bed was soft, warm, silk sheets, bright pink.  As Eleanor laid her head on a pillow her eyes closed.  The collar filled her with pleasure at her obedience, and she fell into a deep, restful, peaceful sleep, her dreams tinted pink.




Chapter 3.
Eleanor woke from dreams that she barely remembered, their fading leaving only a vague sense of longing, a hunger that she struggled to describe.  Her head was heavy, almost drowsy, and her memories were distant and evasive.  The world was a pink haze.
“Princess Eleanor?”
There is another name, but Eleanor cannot remember it.  The voice that called her is close and Eleanor rolled over to see a maid, young, pretty, bright blonde hair, dressed in a small black dress with white frills and a white apron, her ample cleavage exposed, the hem of her dress high enough that just the barest hint of her round butt was visible.  Her legs were clad in white stockings, her feet in black heeled shoes.  In her arms she carried a tray laden with bowls, plates, cups, fruits and breads and cheeses, tea and coffee and fruit juice.
“I have your breakfast.”  The maid said—her voice was soft and quiet.
Princess Eleanor sat up, yawned.  As the duvet fell from her shoulders she looked down to see the pink night dress that she was wearing, the silk fabric soft against her skin, and she smiled.
“Put it on the bed by my feet please.”  Eleanor said.
As she spoke her voice sounded vague, dreamy, almost as though coming from some remote room.  The maid nodded, stepped into the room and crossed to the bed.
“Lady Anancite has ordered your presence in your sitting rooms once you are done eating.  She said you are not to worry about dressing but are to come as you are.”
The maid was familiar, one of Eleanor’s family’s staff from before… her mind was soft and vague and so she did not force the memory.  Eleanor smiled, watched as the pretty girl put the tray on the bed.  As she bent the hem of her skirt lifted, flashing more of her round, pert butt, her white panties.  Eleanor shifted her gaze to the girl’s cleavage, her large, soft breasts.  Eleanor squirmed as her cock twitched, engorging.
The maid, noticing the princess’s attention, blushed, placing the tray carefully, stood up.  Eleanor could not take her eyes off the girl’s body, and her cock stiffened further, ached.
“Do you need anything else prince… princess?”
Eleanor smiled, shook her head.  She bit her bottom lip as she watched the rise and fall of the girl’s chest, her body hot, her freckled cheeks flush.
“No.  I’ll be fine… thank you.”  She said, her voice breathy.
The maid smiled, dipped her head, and turned to head out of the room.  Princess Eleanor watched her leave, the sway of her butt, admiring her.  She turned to her breakfast and picked up a small, ripe berry, popped it into her mouth and bit down.  The juice was sweet and sharp, its dark juices stained her lips.
 

“Lady Anancite?”  Elanor said.
Lady Anancite, sat in a chair on the other side of the bright pink sitting rooms, took a moment to finish her passage, then looked up from her book.  She looked the princess over, examining her, nodding, but not smiling.
“I see you are still wearing your night dress.  Good.  Hopefully tonight you’ll look even prettier in it.  Now, did the new princess sleep well?”
Elandor nodded, smiled.  She had slept better than she had in a long time, deeply and blissfully, had woken feeling invigorated and calm and relaxed, free from worry and stress, as though reborn after a night in her pink bedroom.
“Very well, thank you.”  Eleanor said—her voice was quiet, almost meek.
Lady Anancite rose to her feet, slowly, gracefully.  She was dressed in a dark red dress, lower cut, only one slit on her left side, but it rose even higher, exposing not just her leg but her bare hip, her pale flesh enticing.  Her black hair flowed like a dark river down her pale, flawless back and her blue eyes sparkled as she watched Eleanor, predatory, hungry, powerful.  Her deep red lips curled into a vicious smile.
And Lady Anancite stepped towards the princess her hips swayed, her breasts bounding.  Eleanor could not tear her gaze away from the domineering woman.  The collar still throbbed with low pleasure at her obedience in turning up to meet the witch, and the sight of the older, more powerful woman made her cock ache.  Her powerlessness, her humiliation and shame as she stood, collared, in her pink night dress in her pink rooms, fuelled the fires of her lust.
“Now, I think it is time we began our preparations to make you ready for your wedding, wouldn’t you agree princess?”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor remembered her wedding, only days away, her fate as a bride.  She whimpered, her freckled cheeks blushing a sudden deep red.  Her heart raced.  Eleanor nodded.
Lady Anancite grinned.  She stopped in front of Eleanor and raised her hands, clapped twice.  Within moments six young maids, all as pretty as the one who had served the princess breakfast, all dressed as revealingly, appeared.  Among them was the young blonde girl from earlier.  Eleanor’s head grew fuzzy with lust at the sight of so many pretty maids, her cock stiffening.
“Take the princess to her bathroom.  We are to bath and oil her to make her ready.”  Lady Anancite said.
Before Eleanor could react, before she could speak or resist or even think, the maids moved as one, urging the princess towards another door on the far side of the room.  The closeness of their young, soft, curvy bodies sent a thrill of sensations through Eleanor and her face was almost as pink as her rooms.
 

The bathroom was as pink and bright and feminine as the rest of the chambers.  The same soft, soporific light.
“Undress.  All of you.  I don’t want your uniforms being ruined.”  Lady Anancite said—her voice was cool and calm, full of force.
The maids responded without question, though from their faces and their slight hesitation is was clear they were less than comfortable with the order.  As Eleanor watched the pretty girls stripped off their uniforms to reveal their bodies, lithe and voluptuous, curvy, ripe breasts and full hips, pert butts and inviting thighs.  Their bodies were as varied as they were many, some with dark hair, others light, blue eyes and brown and green and hazel, full lips and thin, pink nipples and dark, pale skinned and tanned, some tall, others short, some plump while others were thin.  Eleanor could not take her eyes off any of them.
“You too princess.  Strip.”  Lady Anancite said.
The collar thrummed and Eleanor acted.  She pulled the pink slip off, exposing her naked body, and the collar vibrated with soft pleasure to reward her for her obedience.  She looked down at herself and suffered a flush of embarrassment, her body flat and straight, hairy, ugly.  Her cock was hard and throbbed.
“We certainly have our work cut out.  A body like that isn’t suitable for a pretty princess, let alone a bride.  Wouldn’t you agree?”
Elanor nodded, her freckled cheeks blushing.  The maids stood silent, naked, eyeing the princess cautiously, their gazes lingering on her stiff cock.
“And that thing between your legs, well, its not really much at all, and certainly far too small to satisfy any woman, but it’s too big and ugly for a pretty girl.  We’ll need to fix that too.  Now, all of you, into the bath.  I want the princess washed and cleaned so that we can oil her and get her ready for her busy day.”  Lady Anancite said.
The maids nodded, moved towards the bath, a large tub in one corner of the room filled with steaming water and pink foam.  Eleanor took a deep breath and followed after them, the air dense with steam and the intoxicating perfume of flowers.
The maids climbed into the bath first, then two offered the princess their hands to help her in.  The water was warm as Eleanor stepped in, a silky soft embrace, and the dense foam of pink bubbles rose up around her as she sunk deeper.  Her head spun and, as the maids moved in close, their hands gathering water and soap to wash and rinse her, Eleanor moaned.
“Wash her well.  I want her perfect.”  Lady Anancite said.
The maids did not answer but obeyed.  They pressed in close so that their breasts and legs brushed against Eleanor’s bare flesh.  Their bodies were soft, warm, pillowy, their touches gentle caresses, soaping up the princess’s skin, rinsing it with warm, sweet scented waters.
Eleanor barely dared move.  As she was washed the collar thrummed with pleasure at her docile obedience, her body tingling, sensitive.  The scent of the water and the light of the room dulled her thoughts so that she was almost drowning in the sensations, her cock throbbing in time with her heart, balls aching.
Her skin shimmered, washed with glittering soaps and the perfumed water.  As the maids cleaned and rinsed Eleanor the hair on her arms, chest, her armpits, legs, crotch, and butt vanished.  She was left smooth, silky, tingling.  Her body began to warm, a subtle aching that filled her, focussing on her chest, butt, hips, waist, though even her face and head were not unaffected, her lips and nose and jaw and scalp all tingling with the same magical energy.
Eleanor moaned as the maids washed her, caressed her, their fingers and hands slipping over her nipples, butt, belly, brushing even against her straining cock.  Her face was hot, her eyes glazed as she watched the many soapy, lovely bodies around her, their breasts, hips, butts, the thatches of hair between their legs, their pretty faces, their eyes and inviting lips.
The princess breathed deep the perfume of the bath and the soap as she let the maids cleanse her, softening her skin.  Her cock grew harder, and her breath became ragged.  One maid, her hair red, face flush, eyes glazed, lips ripe, stood in front of Eleanor, moved in close, her hands full of lather.  The maid’s legs brushed against the princess’s thighs, her hands slipped down, over her belly, slipped into the water, and her palm grazed the head of Eleanor’s cock, and her fingers closed around her shaft.  The princess whimpered and thrust her hips without thinking.
“I think that is enough.  The princess is clean and hairless.  Now, remove yourselves and dry.  It is time we oiled her.”  Lady Anancite said.
At her words the maids drew back, and the soft hand wrapped around the princess’s cock withdrew.  The maids stepped out of the bath and, reluctantly, Eleanor followed.
Lady Anancite grinned at the princess’s obvious frustration, smiled as the maids towelled her dry.  As the maids took their turn to dry off Lady Anancite stepped in close, a bottle in her hands.
“Now, the oiling.  You should enjoy this, and I know that afterwards you’re going to look so much more like the princess you were always meant to be.”  Lady Anancite said—her voice was sweet like honey, seductive, almost purring.
 

Princess Eleanor stood still as the maids, each with a bottle in hand, moved to join the witch, encircling Eleanor.  As Lady Anancite opened her bottle the maids followed her lead.  The oil was rich cold, bright, lit by its own internal light, and smelt of summer.
Oil was poured over the princess’s flesh and immediately she felt the warmth of it spreading through her, like the sun, filling her with a joy and pleasure that made her murmur softly as many soft hands began to work the oil into her flesh.
“Make sure to cover every inch of her, but leave her cute little cock to me.  I have something special in mind for our dirty, slutty princess.  Something to help her control herself.”  Lady Anancite said.
Elanor barely heard, blissed out on the pink, on the pleasure, on the magic from the oils that filled her.  As the maids and Lady Anancite worked the princess’s body began to glimmer.  Her chest, legs, hip, butt, waist, arms, even her feet and hands all began to slowly alter.  As hands worked oils into her face, her hair, they too began to change.  Her hair grew longer, curls forming, becoming a shade lighter.  Her lips grew fuller, her jaw narrower, eyes wider, nose thinner.
The shift was subtle but undeniable.  Eleanor shrank slightly, becoming shorter so that she was slighter smaller than Lady Anancite.  Her shoulders became narrower.  She became less masculine, more feminine, the overall effect making her androgynous but pretty.
“Much better.  By the time I’m done with you you’ll be the prettiest bride in all the lands.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor could only moan, her face flush, her body hot with pleasure.  Lady Anancite’s oily hands slipped lower, sliding over Eleanor’s burgeoning chest, the princess’s nipples larger, more sensitive.  Eleanor gasped and the witch grinned.
“I’m pleased to see you’re enjoying your new role and your new body.  But the best is yet to come I can assure you.”  She said.
Eleanor could only smile, her head fuzzy, thoughts and emotions a mess.  Lady Anancite’s hand ran lower, oily, slick, over the princess’s hairless crotch to her now smooth, silky cock.  The witch’s finger wrapped gently around the shaft, palm grazing the head, and she began to rub the oil into Eleanor’s skin.
The princess gasped even as the maids’ hands worked over the rest of her body, her face, head, chest, legs, arms, butt.  Lady Anancite worked the magical oil into Eleanor’s cock, stimulating it, teasing it, fingers working down to her balls, caressing them gently.  Eleanor moaned, thrust, her cock throbbing hard, aching with need, her skin shimmering, cock shrinking slightly even as it grew harder, her balls diminishing.
“Much better.  A pretty little cock for a pretty little princess.  Don’t you agree?”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor could only nod, her mind lost in bliss, the collar filling her with pleasure as she obeyed, submitted.  The humiliation she felt at being changed, hairless now, body girly, only fuelled her arousal.
Lady Anancite’s hand moved faster, teasing, slick, up and down the velvety shaft of the princess’s slowly shrinking cock.  Eleanor gasped, moaned, thrust into the witch’s hand as the maids continued to oil the rest of her body.
“Make the most of this princess.”  Lady Anancite said, her voice a low, threatening, seductive whisper.
Eleanor’s cock throbbed hard, grew stiffer even as it shrank, becoming small and cute as it pulsed.  As Elanor thrust, hard, so close, and Lady Anancite withdrew her hands.  The princess whimpered.  Lady Anancite ran one finger gently up the underside of the princess’s cock and then, so close, her cock swelled, a desperate aching.
Lady Anancite pulled her hand away, grinning with malevolence even as the princess went over the edge.  Her cock, hanging in the empty air, untouched, alone, pulsed, and came.  Eleanor whimpered, thrust at the hand that was no longer there, whined in frustration.  Cum oozed from the tip, dripping.
Eleanor moaned, desperate for touch, her orgasm spoiled, ruined, her cock cumming limply, dribbling a thin trickle of semen that left her balls aching, her body frustrated.  The princess mewed in urgent need but was left unstated.  Lady Anancite laughed, cruelly.
“Poor girl.  You sound disappointed.”  The witch said, her voice mocking.
As the last of the cum dripped from the princess softening cock, her balls still aching, her body still full of desire, Elanor nodded.  Her face was flush, freckled cheeks bright, her green eyes glazed and desperate and pleading.
“I think you should thank me for even letting you have that, and for making you prettier.”  Lady Anancite said.
Elanor whimpered as the maids continued to oil the rest of her body.  Her cock grew soft, limp, small now and cute, pretty.
“Thank you.”  Eleanor said—her voice was thin and quiet and soft, distinctly feminine.
The collar thrummed with pleasure, rewarding the princess for obeying.  The humiliation at having to thank the witch for what she had done to her, changing her, bringing her to the brink of climax and then ruining the pleasure, leaving her frustrated and aching, hungry and desperate, made Eleanor squirm.  The shame branded her, mixing with the pleasure from the collar and the maids constant caressing.  Having been watched as she was made to cum in such a demeaning, degrading manner only further enflamed her passions.
“Now, for the final touch.”  Lady Anancite said.
The witch lowered her hands to Eleanor’s cute limp, little cock and touched a fingertip to the head.  She spoke one word in a language Eleanor had never heard before and, before the princess could react, a seamless metal cage formed around her cock and balls, sealing them away, a final emasculation.
“There.  Now that will stop you getting distracted and will help you focus on learning how to experience pleasure like a proper slutty princess.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor looked down.  Her body was changed, her chest filling out, waist narrower, hips wider, butt fuller, smooth and hairless.  Her cock was small now, and useless inside its metal cage.  She whimpered, ashamed at what had been done to her, at what she had let be done to her, but still the perfume of the oils and the magic of collar and the pink light of room dulled her mind, calming her, forcing her to accept, to enjoy, corrupting her.
“Now, what do you say to me for helping you princess?”  Lady Anancite asked
“Thank you.”  Said Eleanor.
She blushed a deep red, shamed and humiliated.
“Good girl.  Now, let’s go get you dressed in something pretty.”
Princess Eleanor nodded, bit her bottom lip.  She could not deny that part of her was excited to see what she was to be made to wear, to see how pretty she might look, despite the dread that sat in the pit of her belly at what further unknown surprises lay store for her.




Chapter 4.
The dressing rooms were as pink as the chamber’s other rooms, the same bright, dazzling light, and the perfume from the bath followed Eleanor like a miasma.  The maids had left and the princess was alone with lady Anancite.  Eleanor stood in the middle of the room where the witch had told her to stand and waited as the older, powerful woman rummaged through a wardrobe.
Eleanor turned as Lady Anancite was distracted to take in her surroundings.  On one wall hung a large, floor to ceiling mirror and Eleanor stalled as she looked into it, confused for a moment.  She was missing from the mirror, and in her place stood a naked, beautiful young woman facing her, plain but distinctly feminine, and the princess frowned.  The woman in the mirror frowned and Eleanor was suddenly cold as she realised that it was her reflection facing her, that she had not recognised herself.
Her hair was longer, a lighter shade of blonde, her body was smaller, her shoulders narrower and her height diminished.  Her chest was slight, only the subtle hint of breasts, but her nipples were obviously larger and a soft shade of rose pink.  Her waist was narrower and her hips flared out, wider, so that her thighs, where her small, dainty caged cock hung, were slightly parted.  Eleanor turned to examine her butt, the swell of it, round and full and pert, her figure now girlish, if not yet that of a woman in full bloom.
Her face too was different, heart shaped now, her jaw narrower, her green eyes large and bright with long lashes, her cheeks more defined, still freckled, nose more delicate.  Her lips were full, plump, rosy pink.  Around her throat was the black leather collar, the silver ring on the front sparkling.
Eleanor moved, examining her body, striking subtle poses to show off her new curves, the soft swell of her burgeoning breasts, her round hips and butt, her pretty face.  She smiled, her heart fluttering.  Her caged cock throbbed at the sight of the lovely girl in the mirror, her movements flirtatious, almost, sexual, alluring.  She felt dizzy, mind racing, fuzzy.
“I see someone is admiring my work.  Do you like what you see princess?  What I have done to you?”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor started, tore her attention away from her mesmerising reflection and looked back over her shoulder to the witch who stood by the wardrobe, numerous clothes laid over her arms.  The princess’s cheeks flushed, embarrassed at being caught admiring herself, humiliated at being caught taking pleasure in what was being done to her.  She bit her bottom lip and squirmed even as her caged cock ached.
“Well?”  Lady Anancite said—her tone impatient, almost threatening.
“Thank you.”  Eleanor said.
The collar hummed with pleasure to reward her obedience.  The princess moaned and Lady Anancite laughed.
“Good girl.  Now, let’s see how you look in this, and afterwards we can begin your lessons.  With that new body it’s important you learn how to behave as the princess you appear to be.”
Eleanor looked to the clothes slung over Lady Anancite’s arms.  There was a dress, pink, with pink lace petticoats, and a selection of pink underwear.  In one hand she held a pair of bright pink heels. 
Eleanor shuddered, her skin pricking.  Part of her recoiled at the ridiculously feminine clothes Lady Anancite held out for her to wear, but, worse, part of her was almost excited, eager to try on the underwear and the dress and the heels, to experience what they would feel like, to see what she would look like.  Still, with the collar around her neck, she knew she had no choice.
The princess stepped towards Lady Anancite and the collar thrummed, rewarding her good behaviour with a wave of pleasure that dulled thought, a spreading joy that made her whimper, addictive, the sensation erasing her will to resist.  Lady Anancite grinned.
“Good girl.”  She said.
 

Lady Anancite handed Eleanor the stockings first, stood back to watch as the princess pulled the seamed lace up her soft, smooth, hairless legs.  Eleanor moaned as she ran the stockings up her calves, her thighs, shuddering in delight at the sensation, the caress of silk unlike anything she had felt before, her now bare legs so much more sensitive, tingling so that her caged cock throbbed, her collar humming with soft pleasure, her head filled with the pink light of her dressing room.
“Now make sure the seams are straight.  The small details are important if you want to please your Lord.  And trust me, you do want to please him.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor nodded, did not question.  She ran her hands over her legs, checking her seams.  She shivered, the touch almost electric, sparks of joy and pleasure as her hands ran up her soft, shapely, silk clad legs.
“Suspender belt next.  It is important you put that on before panties.  Do you understand?”
Elanor nodded again.  Her cheeks were flush, embarrassed that the witch was watching over her as she dressed in pretty, pink, girly lingerie, humiliated by her caged cock, shamed by how docile and obedient she was becoming, but unable to fight back against the pleasure that filled her, addictive, intoxicating.
Lady Anancite handed the princess the suspender belt and she slipped it around her waist, admiring how it emphasised the swell of her hips and butt, the narrowness of her waist.  It took her a moment to clip it to her stockings.
“Now panties and brassiere.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor took the offered lingerie, a matching pink set, lacy, pretty, feminine.  The fabric was soft, silk, and Eleanor could not help but grin as she pulled her panties up her legs, pulling them snug over her small, pretty caged cock, the fabric cupping the pert roundness of her butt.  She wiggled slightly as she pulled them into place, delighting in the feel of them, cupping her, soft.  Finally she pulled on her bra, fastening the clasp in front in the manner Lady Anancite explained, then spinning it round to pull it up over her small but blossoming chest, pulling the straps over her narrow shoulders.  The way the silk cupped the soft, subtle swell of her new breasts, caressing her nipples, made her cheeks turn a shade darker.
“Now, the shoes.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor nodded, the collar humming with pleasure, rewarding her, the sensation corrupting her slowly.  She took the shoes from Lady Anancite and put them on, the heels bright, pink, with open toes and straps, a slight glittering sheen to them. 
It took Eleanor a moment to find her balance in them.  When she looked up Lady Anancite was smiling, nodding. 
“Well don’t you look lovely.  Quite the pretty girl.  You’re going to make such a lovely bride.  Why don’t you turn and take a look at yourself?  Keep in mind though the transformation isn’t finished, there’s still more to do, but I think you’ll be amazed and delighted.”
Eleanor turned, tottering on her heels, to face the mirror.  Her breath caught.  She was still androgynous, only slight hints her of old identity lingering, but was undeniably beautiful.  The way her underwear emphasised the new curves of her body, the way the heels made her stand, exaggerating her legs, hips, the full roundness of her butt, made her grin.  She was sexy.
“Now, if you can tear yourself away from your reflection there are just the final touches.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor stared into the mirror, mesmerised by the sexual, beautiful princess she was becoming.  Slowly, reluctantly, she nodded, looked away, and the collar hummed with pleasure.
 

Eleanor listened carefully as Lady Anancite explained the purpose of the powders and creams and balms on her dressing table, noting which colours went with which others, in which order the products were to be applied, which brushes were to be used and how.
The princess watched as the witch painted her own face, using shadows and blushes and powders and glosses to accentuate her own natural beauty until her face was stunning, the make-up making her seem both austere and sexual.
“Obviously you’ll be choosing softer colours and going for a more innocent and sensual look.  Your Lord will expect a certain appeal and charm at your wedding.  Afterwards, perhaps, if he agrees, I can show you more daring looks, more brazen and sexual, but that is for later.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor nodded, sat still just in her underwear in front of her mirror.  She looked down at the array of make-up and creams and felt almost overwhelmed, only the constant pleasure buzzing from the collar, her reward for being so well behaved, kept her calm.
“Now, begin.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor swallowed.  The room was bright and pink and her head was fuzzy.  She reached out and took up the first brush.
Eleanor painted her eyes first, lining them with black, then shadowing her lids with pinks, purples, a hint of black, before finally filling in her lashes to make them seem longer, fuller.  Next she added rouge and shadows and highlights to her face, subtly changing the shape of her features to be more pleasing, feminine.  Then she painted her lips, a deep, bright pink that made her lips seem fuller, plump and inviting, adding a gloss that glittered, shimmering, her mouth like a ripe berry waiting to be bitten.  Finally she turned her attention to her finger nails, adding several layers of bright pink, the colour a stark contrast to her pale, freckled skin, so that her hands, already small and dainty and feminine, seemed even prettier. 
“Wonderful.  You are a quick study.  If I didn’t know better I’d think you’d been doing this for years.”  Lady Anancite said, laughing, mocking.
Eleanor blushed a pink to match her lipstick.  She stared at herself in the mirror, unable to argue with the witch.  She had done an amazing job and her face, made up now, was breath-taking.  Between her soft, stocking clad thighs, the princess’s caged cock twitched in her pink panties.
“Just the dress and then the hair.  Now, stand up princess.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor rose to her feet without thinking, her obedience becoming like second nature, and the collar hummed with pleasure.  She did not take her eyes off her reflection, captivated by her pretty, feminine face.
“Turn to face me.”
Eleanor obeyed, the collar thrummed, and she whimpered as her cock throbbed.  Lady Anancite held up the pink petticoats and pink dress.
“Put these on.”  She said.
Eleanor slipped on the petticoats first, then the dress, pulling it on with only a little difficulty.  Lady Anacite moved to the back to fasten the laces, the bodice cinching in at Eleanor’s waist, squeezing her tight, squashing the breath from her.  Her collar ebbed pleasure, calming and rewarding her.
“We’ll need to wait till it’s longer until I can style it properly, but a little can go a long way.”  Lady Anancite said.
She moved around the princess, her hands in her blonde hair, rubbing in creams, teasing the hair into the shape she wanted, her fingers caressing Eleanor’s scalp and neck, tugging her hair sometimes a little too hard so that the princess whimpered, though the witch seemed not to notice or care.  Finally she stepped back and nodded.
“Done.  A rather impressive transformation if I do say so myself, and there’ll be more noticeable changes to come in the next few days.  Why don’t you take a look princess?”
Eleanor obeyed, the ebb of pleasure making her balls ache with need, her caged, useless, pretty cock throbbing.  She turned to face the mirror and stared in shock and delight at her reflection.
“I’m… beautiful…” Eleanor whispered.
Lady Anancite stepped up behind the princess and stood, slightly taller than her, staring over her shoulder.  The witch grinned, the expression lascivious and cruel.
“You are, and just imagine how you’ll look when I’m finished with you.”
Eleanor bit her bottom lip.  Part of her, a dimming, fading part, screamed in horror at what was being done to her, at what had already been done to her, at how far she had fallen, but another part, a part that grew stronger, louder, was eager, excited, wanted more, wanted to see just how pretty, sexy, feminine she could become, wanted to see just what was to be done to her. 
“Now, shall we continue your training?”  Lady Anancite asked—the question entirely rhetorical.




Chapter 5.
Lady Anancite lead Eleanor through to the main sitting room of her chambers, the pink walls and floor and ceiling bright, the light soft, soporific, soothing.  The princess moved awkwardly on her heels, barely able to keep her balance.
The pair stopped inside the door and the witch raised her hands, spoke three words in her strange alien language.  The air shimmered with power and magic and suddenly the furniture was gone, leaving the room empty except for a padded bench on the far side by the wall.
“I thought a little more space would help you while you get the hang of it.”  Lady Anancite said.
She turned to face Eleanor, her eyes sparkling with an internal light, hypnotic, commanding, and the princess felt small and weak in her presence.  Lady Anancite grinned, relishing her power over Eleanor.
“I want to practice walking first.  A simple skill but important.  You’re going to be wearing heels from now on, so you should learn how to move in them, how to walk and dance and how to curtsey.  It’s not just a case of being able to keep your balance, but you must also appear graceful, elegant.  You must learn how to move your hips, sway your butt.  Your Lord will be most upset if you show him up by performing poorly in public, and I know the last thing you want to do is upset him.”
The tone of Lady Anancite’s voice was stern, cold, like steel.  Eleanor could only nod, meek, subservient.  She did not want to displease Lord Callus.  The collar hummed with a quiet pleasure that sent tingles along her spine, rewarding her for her submission.
“Heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, let your hips roll and lock with each step.  Watch how I move then copy.”  Lady Anancite said.
Lady Anancite stepped off, walked across the room, her feet placed carefully, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other.  Her hips swayed with each step, her butt wiggling, her movements exaggerated, sexual, but alluring.  Her arms hung at her side, moving in time with her steps, her poise graceful, feminine, sexual, stunning.  Eleanor could not take her eyes off the witch, the swagger of her butt, her hips, her long legs, and her caged cock ached.  Lady Anancite’s heels clicked a soothing rhythm.
The witch stopped on the far side of the room and turned back to face the princess.  She was smiling, grinning, smug at the effect her movements had on Eleanor.
“Your turn.  Do as I did.  Remember, you are doing this to please me and your Lord.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor nodded, stepped off, began to walk across the room, doing her best to emulate Lady Anancite.  Her movements were awkward at first, wobbly, but after the first few steps she felt something click and she began to step heel to toe, her hips swaying, butt wiggling, and she grinned at the feeling of her panties and stockings as she walked, the thrill  of excitement as her butt wobbled in such an obviously feminine, sexually provocative manner.  The collar hummed with pleasure, rewarding her good behaviour, shaping her, training her, corrupting her.
 

“Not bad for a first attempt, but not good enough.  I want your movements to be sexual, flirtatious, alluring.  When your Lord finally sees you I want you to be able to get his cock hard just by the way you walk.  Focus on your hips and butt.  I want more wiggle.  Go again, and focus.”
Eleanor’s cheeks flushed pink at Lady Anancite’s words, the shame and humiliation of what she was being made into, yet, between her smooth stocking clad thighs, her pretty caged cock twitched.  The princess took a deep breath, pulled her shoulders back, a move that emphasised her small, burgeoning bust and the feminine swell of her butt and hips, and stepped off.
Eleanor rolled her hips, wiggled her butt, the sensation of her body moving sexual and pleasing, a subtle pleasure, the collar humming with magic, rewarding her obedience.  She smiled, her cock twitching, and could not help but imagine how her movements might draw the lustful gazes of men, how her provocative wiggling might arouse them, and the thought excited her. As she walked she put one foot in front of the other, the way her petticoats and dress caressed her legs sending shivers up her spine, her smooth stocking clad thighs rubbing together.  Eleanor put her left foot down and, before she could catch herself, her ankle wobbled and she almost fell.
“Wrong!”  Lady Anancite said—her voice was full of scorn.
The princes righted herself and, as she turned to apologise to the witch, she felt a sting across her backside.  Out of the corner of her eye she saw a bright glowing whip of energy, coiling, then another sting, before the whip vanished.
“Every time you make a mistake from now on I will be correcting you.  If you want to spare yourself further pain you will try harder.”
Eleanor turned to face Lady Anancite, her butt aching, tingling, her face flush from the humiliation.  She nodded.
“Yes.  I’m sorry.  I’ll try harder.”  She said.
Lady Anancite grinned, her expression one of pleasure and disdain.  She laughed, briefly, lightly, shaking her head.
“I’m sure you will.  Such an eager slut so desperate to please.  Now, turn around and continue.  We’ll not be moving on from this exercise until I’m happy and we have a lot more to cover over the next two days so we have no time to waste.”
The princess nodded, turned, stepped off, carefully.  Each foot was placed with caution, her hips rolling, butt wiggling.  As she walked the memory of the magical whip, of the sting and lash and pain, made her flesh tingle and she bit her bottom lip, focussed.  The collar thrummed with pleasure, rewarding her effort and submission.  Her butt ached, flesh tender, sensitive after the lash, the caress of her panties and dress almost overwhelming.
When Eleanor reached the other side of the room she stopped, turned back to face Lady Anancite.  The witch was nodding, still grinning.
“Better.  At this rate we’ll make a perfect little slut out of you, but it’s still not good enough.  Go again.”  She said.
As Eleanor stepped off Lady Anancite raised a hand and the coiled glowing whip appeared beside the princess.  She shuddered at the sight of it, the memory of the sting making her flush and whimper.  She placed her feet heel to toe, her hips rolled, her butt wiggled, and her cute little caged cock ached.  Lady Anancite smiled.
“I see a little pain is ample motivation for you princess.  I’ll be sure to remember that and let your Lord know.”
Eleanor bit her bottom lip.  The implication of her words made her skin flush and her mind race, but she focussed on her movements, making her walk as sexual and appealing as possible.  As she strutted, her poise sexual, each step intended to arouse and entice lust, the collar around the princess’s neck filled her mind with pleasure, dulling thought and resistance, encouraging submission.
 

The glowing whip fell several times, each time stinging, leaving a burning impression across Eleanor’s pert, round backside, and the princess crossed the room again and again until Lady Anancite was satisfied.  Finally, her flesh sensitive, tingling, her face flush, cock aching in her metal cage, Eleanor stood beside the witch.
“That’ll do for today.  But you must keep practicing, and from now on you are to walk like this always.  Understand?”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor nodded, her cheeks pink at how willingly she submitted now.  Around her neck the collar thrummed with pleasure, the witch’s words a command binding the princess to her will so that from now on she would always be compelled to walk like a slut eager for male attention, her hips and butt wiggling as she strutted.  She burned with a shame that made her balls ache.
“Now, we have a little time left.  I think it is important we teach you to beg and crawl on all fours in the same provocative manner.  Your Lord will be expecting such a display on your wedding day.
Eleanor stalled, her face suddenly pale.  She shook her head and the collar around her neck seemed suddenly hard and cold, an aching in her spine—the soft constant pleasure gone, leaving her almost bereft in its absence.
“You want me to beg?  And crawl, like a beast?”  She asked.
The witch laughed, the sound hollow and cruel.  She nodded.
“Yes.  But more importantly it’s what your Lord wants, and it is your job now to ensure that your Lord, your husband to be, is satisfied.  Understand?”  Lady Anancite said.
Her words were cold and harsh.  Eleanor felt a hard pit form in the stomach.  She was a princess, had once been a… her mind blazed, her body wracked in agony.  She shook her head.
“I… I will… not… beg… or… crawl.”  Her voice was ragged, breathy, her words coming only with great effort.
Lady Anancite grinned.  Her expression was almost joyful, as though pleased by Eleanor’s refusal.  She laughed, lightly.
“Well, there is a little resistance left.  I was beginning to think I’d not get to have any real fun with you.”
The witch raised one hand and before Eleanor could react she spoke several words in her strange, foreign tongue.  The air shimmered, fluttered, a tingle of magic and power.
Eleanor’s wrists were suddenly hot and heavy and she looked down to see stark iron manacles fastened on either arm.  The manacles shimmered, glowed, rose into the air as Lady Anancite spoke and the princess’s arms rose with them, lifting her to her toes.
The witch spoke again, gestured, and Eleanor’s dress came undone, laces and buttons coming lose, her dress and petticoats fell to the floor, leaving her held in place in only her pretty pink lingerie.  The princess struggled in vain, held by the magical shackles around her wrists, and the collar around her neck ached, hard and biting, her breath short, heart racing.  Lady Anancite laughed, amused by Eleanor’s sudden fear.
“Please.  I’m sorry.  I…”
Before Eleanor could finish the witch gestured and spoke a word of power.  A leather gag appeared over the princess’s mouth, silencing her.  With a gesture lady Anancite summoned a leather lash of many tails to her hand.
“It’s too late for apologies princess.  It’s time I showed you the cost of disobedience and the price or resisting.”
Eleanor squirmed, squealed, but she was held and silenced by the witch’s magic.  Lady Anancite stepped forward, toward the princess, her arms held above her head, her body exposed in her pretty pink underwear, smooth and hairless, her feminine curves.
Lady Anancite lifted one hand and raised it to Eleanor’s body, caressing it gently, teasing as she swung the lash in the other hand.  Her fingers ran over the princess’s shoulders, neck, down to her breasts, pinched her sensitive nipples hard.  Eleanor moaned, muffled, in delight and in pain, her freckled cheeks bright pink now.  Lady Anancite laughed and moved behind.  She stepped back, raised the lash, and Eleanor braced herself for the strike.
The lash fell, stuck her upper back, the sting of each tail a euphoric agony, pleasure and pain unlike anything she had ever experienced. 
“That’s one.”  Said Lady Anancite. “You’ll be getting twenty.”
Eleanor whimpered.  The pain from the first strike was too much, the sting blanking her mind, her body shivering, heart racing, breath coming in short, ragged gasps.  She shook her head but behind her the witch ignored her protests.  The lash rose again.
The tails fell across her upper thighs, a fire of pain, tingle of pleasure, her pretty caged cock aching, pulsing.
“Two.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor closed her eyes, forced herself to take slow breaths.  The room spun, her body alive with sensation, skin tingling, pricking, the sting where the lash’s tails had fallen.  Between her shapely thighs her caged cock throbbed.
Lady Anancite lifted the lash.  It fell again, tails falling over the princess’s pert, round butt.  She shuddered, struggling to escape, but was held by the iron manacles bound her around her wrists.
“Three.”
The lash fell again and again, blows raining on Eleanor’s back, thighs, butt, the sting of each strike, each tail, blending to become one overwhelming sensation, pleasure and pain blurring until there was no distinction between the two.
“Eight.  Nine.”
The lash’s tails struck the tender flesh of Eleanor’s body again and again.  She was shivering, weak, limp, held up on her toes by her writs.  Her breath was weak, short ragged gasps, and the skin of her back, her thighs, her butt was red and marked with welts.  Her heart thundered in the cavern of her skull, all thoughts gone.
“Fifteen.  Sixteen.”
The princess’s muffled cries were barely heard as lady Anancite counted.  She lifted the lash for the final time and it fell, hard, across the princess’s curved, round butt.
“Twenty.”  The witch said.
Eleanor did not hear.  Lady Anancite was breathing hard, grinning, her face flush from her exertion.
She moved round to the front of Eleanor and lifted the princess’s head with one finger on her chin.  She held Eleanor’s face until she opened her eyes, met her gaze.
“Do you need more?”  Lady Anancite asked.
Eleanor stared, momentarily blank, no thoughts, no will of her own.  As the question filtered through the haze of pain she shook her head.  Lady Anancite smiled.
“Good girl.”
Landy Anancite stepped back.  She lifted a hand and gestured, spoke one word, and the lash and the gag and the manacles were gone.  Eleanor fell to her kneels in front of the witch.
“Now, it’s late, so it’s almost time for you to sleep.  You need to conserve your energy for training and your further transformations.  However, first, I think we’ll try again.”
Lady Anancite stepped back, moved away from Eleanor to the far wall.  The princess watched her, resting on her knees, still dressed in only her pretty pink lingerie.  Her body was alive, sensitive and raw.
“Down on all fours princess.  I want you to crawl towards me, and remember, I want your butt raised high and wiggling as you crawl.  You are to be sexual and sensual, an object of lust.  Once you’ve mastered that we can work on how you beg.  Do not disappoint me again.”  The witch said.
Eleanor took a deep breath.  Around her neck the collar was quiet and cool.  She nodded, once, went down onto her hands and knees.  She stared ahead, at Lady Anancite, and began to crawl.  As she moved she curved her back to lift her butt high, her hips rolling, her butt wiggling, the round, pert flesh wobbling slightly, tingling, sensitive after her flogging.  Around her neck the collar thrummed with pleasure, rewarding her for her obedience and submission, and the princess bit her bottom lip to keep from whimpering.




Chapter 6.
Eleanor woke in the pink, soft bed, dressed in her pink night dress, the silk a caress on her skin.  Her body ached, a pleasant tingle, her flesh soft and sensitive.  She rolled onto her back and opened her eyes and the pink light of her bedroom filled her head, dulling thought, quelling resistance.  She smiled contentedly.
The princess looked down at her body, the warm tingle spreading out from her cute caged cock making her grin.  Her flesh was soft, hairless, smooth.  She shifted slightly to examine her butt, her thighs, reached over her shoulder to examine her back.  There were no marks, no bruises, the witch’s oils applied the night before healing her completely as she slept.
Her night dress, silk and lace, brushed over her plump thighs and chest, rubbing her sensitive nipples, and caused her to moan in pleasure.  Her body was further changed, her chest larger, nipples more sensitive.  Her legs were shorter, curvier, and her hips were wider, her butt rounder.
Eleanor took a deep breath and, at the sound of the door opening, turned.  A pretty maid, different to the one who had served her yesterday, stepped in, her cheeks pink, her uniform brazen, revealing her amble cleavage and just the barest hint of her butt.  The maid, carrying a tray laden with food and drink, smiled.
“Lady Anancite is waiting for you in your bathroom.  You are to eat, then come as soon as you can for your morning bath.”  The maid said.
Eleanor nodded, her eyes fixed on the pretty girl’s chest.  Another bath, more oils, soaps, more magic.  She bit her bottom lip, her freckled cheeks blushing as she imagined what she might look like after the witch was finished, what her body might be like, how feminine, pretty, sexual she might be, how sensitive and eager she might be, and the thought made her shiver, whimper, her caged cock throbbing in desperate humiliation and need.
“Yes, of… of course… I’ll be there as soon as I can.”  Eleanor said.
The maid smiled, nodded, placed the tray of breakfast at the foot of the princess’s bed, then turned and left.  Eleanor looked down at herself.  Around her neck the collar hummed with subtle pleasure and the pink light of her room filled her mind.
 

Eleanor emerged from the bath in a fog of perfume and soap scents, her body clean, tingling.  The maids, themselves naked, dripping, their soft bodies slick with foam and smelling sweet, dried her as Lady Anancite watched.  The princess stood still, in a daze, dressed in only her collar.
Once dry the maids took the oils offered by the witch, bottles glowing with a soft, alluring, pretty light.  The maids’ hands were soft and the oil was warm, slick, and it made Eleanor’s flesh tingle, sensitive, alive with sparks of pleasure.  Many hands caressed the princess’s body, rubbing the oils into her soft flesh, her body responding to the magic of the bath and the oils, glistening, glimmering, shifting, transforming. 
Eleanor’s nipples grew and her chest swelled, breasts engorging, becoming even more sensitive so that she bit down on her bottom lip as fingers brushed over her hardened buds, moaning in delight, face flush.  Her shoulders shrank further, becoming narrower.  Her arms and hands became thinner, prettier, dainty.  Her waist narrowed, becoming waspish, even as her hips widened, her thighs parting so that they no longer met even when she stood with her feet together, and between her legs her cock and balls, twitching, throbbing painful with need as oiled hands rubbed it, shrank further, becoming dainty and pretty, the metal cage shrinking with them.  Her butt swelled, growing rounder, fuller, but still pert, a soft pillow of flesh.  Her legs became curvier, longer, even as her overall height diminished.
As the maids massaged the oils into her neck, face, scalp, the witch’s magic reworked those too.  Her hair grew, became thicker, fuller, lighter, forming more obvious curls.  Her neck became thinner, and her jawline shrank, lips swelling further, a plump inviting pout, nose refined, eyes bright and large with long dark lashes, cheek bones rising.  Even her eyebrows altered, becoming thinner, more delicate.
Eleanor’s body was alive with pleasure, the collar’s reward for her willing submission, the soft pink light, the bath’s perfume, the oils magic.  Her body was alive, so much softer, more sensitive, each touch and caress a small ecstasy so that her small cock twitched hard, balls swollen with need.
“That’s enough.”  Lady Anancite said.
Immediately the maids stepped back, withdrawing their touch.  They turned and left without a word even as the princess whimpered, whined, desperate for more.  Her body was hot, face flush, her expression hungry with need.  The witch grinned.
“I think you’ve had enough for now, and I’m sure we’ll find a way to use your desperation.  I must say your transformation is coming along wonderfully.  Such a pretty, sexy princess, and still one day to go.  Now, let’s get you dressed into something suitable for today’s training so you can see just what a beautiful little slut you’re becoming.”
Lady Anancite’s words stung Eleanor, the shame and humiliation stoking the fires of her arousal, her body aching.  The princess nodded and, as the witch turned to head out of the room, she followed, her collar thrumming with pleasure at her obedience, her mind fuzzy, filled with a pleasurable fog that dulled thought and resistance.
 

Lady Anancite laid out a set of lingerie, a pair of heels, make-up, and a set of silver jewellery—earrings and a pair of small silver hoops.  The underwear and the heels were pink, but brighter than yesterday, dazzling, decorated with lace and ribbon.
“Paint your nails first, toes and fingers, then get dressed.  After that you are to do your make-up.  When you’re finished I’ll help you with your jewellery.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor nodded and her collar hummed with pleasure and she smiled, content and absent of independent thought.  She stepped towards the bed, obeying, submissive, and picked up the bright pink nail varnish.
The princess followed the witch’s instructions.  She painted her nails, the pink bright, garish, glittery and outrageously provocative so that the sight of her already feminine and dainty hands and feet painted in such a dazzling colour made her blush.  Next, with her nails dry, she dressed, observed by Lady Anancite.  She pulled the pink stockings and suspenders on first, remembering the witch’s lesion from the previous day, the silk a soft, erotic caress on her smooth, hairless legs that made pretty cock ache.  Next she pulled on her panties, pink silk and lace and ribbon, the fabric snug around her plump, round, smooth butt, her flesh soft and supple and pillowy, sensitive so that even the silk’s caress was pleasurable enough to make her whimper.  Finally, almost reluctantly, as though this final piece were a humiliation too far, she pulled on her bra, the pink silk and lace and ribbon matching her panties.  The bra was larger than yesterday’s but, as she pulled the straps up over her shoulders, it was still snug around her newly formed breasts, the flesh soft, milky, sensitive, her large pink nipples twin buds of divine pleasure.  Eleanor looked down at her body, saw her breasts held and pressed by her bra, her cleavage ample and enticing.  With one hand she reached up, caressed her nipples through the delicate fabric, moaning in distracted delight as her caged cock ached.
“Make-up and heels princess.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor looked up, realised what she had been doing and blushed, embarrassed that she had been caught admiring her new body, touching it, taking pleasure in it.  She nodded, turned her attention to her make-up.  She dusted her eyelids with pinks and blacks and purples, dusky and alluring, more wanton than yesterday to suit her new womanly figure, then lined her eyes in dark pencil and filled in her lashes to make them fuller, darker, longer.  She painted her lips bright pink to match her underwear and nails, a layer of glittering gloss to make them seem wet and even more plump, added shadows and highlights to emphasise her natural beauty.  Finally she pulled on her heels.
Finished she stood, the heels forcing her butt out, her legs toned and shapely in her stockings, and turned to face Lady Anancite.  Her freckled cheeks were pink with excitement and shame, her panty clad, caged, pretty cock aching.  Eleanor smiled as Lady Anancite nodded in satisfaction, the pleasure at pleasing the witch filling her, corrupting her.
“Good.  Now the final touch before your training.  Your jewellery.  You should be honoured by this as it is a gift from your Lord.”
Lady Anancite picked the silver jewellery up and moved towards Eleanor.  The princess remained still, grinning at the constant flow of pleasure that came from the collar, her reward for submitting.
 

“First your ears I think.”  Lady Anancite said.  “Pull back your hair for me.”
Eleanor obeyed, reached up to pull her long, bright blonde hair back away from her ears.  Lady Anancite moved to one side, held up an earring, a bright silver hoop.  She lifted it to the princess’s ear.
“Now, this might sting a little.  Not even my magic is painless, but it’ll be clean and once attached only I’ll be able to remove it.”  Lady Anancite said.
The princess did not move.  Lady Anancite lifted the hoop to her ear and spoke one word.  There was a brief, almost pleasant pain.  Lady Anancite moved around Eleanor and there was a cool weight on her ear, the pretty, glittering silver hoop now permanently attached to her ear lobe.
The witch lifted the second hoop, spoke the word again, and there was the same pain.  She let the second earring drop, Eleanor’s ears now pierced and decorated according to Lord Callus’s will.  Lady Anancite moved to stand in front of Eleanor.
Lady Anancite held up the small silver hoops.  The witch grinned.  Eleanor stared at them for a moment.  They were much smaller than her earrings, each hoop hung with a small glittering diamond.
“Bare your breasts for me princess.  I’ll need access to your nipples to attach these.”
Eleanor paled, a sudden well of shame and humiliation as she realised where the rings were to be attached.  Her nipples were to be pierced, like a common whore, permanently decorated by the witch’s magic.
Without thinking Eleanor’s hands rose, pulled down the cups of her bra to bare her soft, pale breasts, her pink, sensitive nipples hardening in the cool air, stiffening in fear and arousal.  Lady Anancite lifted one of the small diamond tipped rings to one of the princess’s nipples, pressed it against the sensitive tip.  She spoke a single word and here was a sting, agony, and then it was gone.
Eleanor looked down to see the ring pierced through her nipple, the effect sexual and erotic so that should could not help but whimper.  Lady Anancite repeated the ritual even as Eleanor watched, spoke the word, pierced her second nipple with a matching ring.
“There, so much more fitting for a slutty princess like you.  Your Lord will be very happy.”
Eleanor squirmed, blushed, the thought of a man, of her Lord, seeing her now brazen, slutty breasts, pierced as they were, made her caged cock ache in delight.  Lady Anancite laughed, once, lightly.  She lifted a hand.
“I think someone quite likes them.  Don’t you?”
Eleanor could only nod.
“Well, shall I let you into a little secret?”
Eleanor nodded again.
“Please.”  She whispered, her voice breathy, girly, husky
Lady Anancite smiled.
“These rings are enchanted, by me personally, according to your Lord’s wishes.  You’ll now find you tits, and your nipples especially, much more sensitive.  Every subtle touch will be a joy, and the more intense the caress, the more intense your reaction.  In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if you became a little addicted to the pleasure.”
Lady Anancite’s words made Eleanor blush a deeper shade of red, shamed and excited by what had been done to her.  Before she could think she lifted her hands to her breasts, touching her nipples, her piercings, fondling the soft, smooth mounds of her breasts.  There was a tingle, sensitive, but nothing more than before, and she frowned.  Lady Anancite laughed.
“Ah, so keen.  Like a true slut.  There is a catch though, to stop you becoming obsessed with your own touch and to force you to seek the caress of others.  The magic only works when someone else touches you.  Shall I demonstrate?”
Before Eleanor could answer Lady Anancite lifted a hand to the princess’s chest.  She nudged Eleanor’s hand away and cupped the soft, plump mound of her flesh, squeezing gently.
Eleanor gasped out loud, a desperate urgent whimper full of need.  Her legs went weak and she almost fell, overwhelmed by the rush of sensations, the urgent wash of pleasure that made it difficult to think.  Lady Anancite moved her fingers to the princess’s nipple, plucked at the piercing, and Eleanor cried out even as she bit down on her bottom lip to quiet herself.  In her pink panties her pretty, caged cock throbbed, twitching, aching, a thin trickle of precum wetting the silk.
“Yes… more… please…”  Eleanor whimpered.
Lady Anancite laughed, squeezed once more, pulling the princess’s nipple hard, causing her whole body to shudder in delight, then released her.  She stepped back.
“Just a taste, for now.  Perhaps I will reward you with more later, if you behave well for me today.”
Eleanor blushed, smiled.  She wanted more, needed more.  Her bare breasts, pierced nipples, yearned to be touched again.
“Thank you.”  Eleanor said.
“Now, cover yourself up and follow me.  We have training to work on.”
Eleanor nodded, pulled her bra back up over her breasts, the silk caressing her pierced nipples.  Lady Anancite turned and headed out of the room.  The princess, in her heels and pink underwear, followed after, taking careful steps, heel to toe, her hips swaying provocatively, her butt wobbling and wiggling, brazen and enticing.  Around Eleanor’s neck the collar hummed with its gentle reward for her obedience.
 

Lady Anancite led Eleanor into the pink bedroom, gestured to the bed.  The light was soft and soporific.  Eleanor stood in her pink lingerie and heels as though dazed, her earrings sparkled and her cheeks were still flush from the mind-numbing pleasure of having her breasts and nipples teased.
“Lie on the bed for me princess, face down.  We have a few preparations to go through before today’s training can properly begin.”
Eleanor obeyed.  She stepped off towards to the bed, strutting in her heels, her hips and butt swaying.
“And well done on the walk.  You’re clearly learning.”  Lady Anancite said.
The flush of pleasure at the witch’s praise made Eleanor grin.  As she reached the bed she lowered herself to crawl across it on her hands and knees, butt high, wiggling, until she reached the middle and lay face down as instructed.
Behind her there was the click of heels as Lady Anancite moved around the bed.  The mattress shifted as the witch climbed up and moved to the princess’s side.  There was a soft waft of perfume and then, warm, tickling, a trickle of oil ran over Eleanor’s back.
“Relax princess.  That’ll make this much easier.  Let the magic work.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor lay still, waiting.  She sighed as the witch’s hands began to roam across her skin, caressing her, rubbing the warm oil into her smooth flesh, her palms and fingers pressing into the soft curves of her new body.  Her skin tingled, the magic of the oil causing a new sensation to rise up in her belly, spreading through her like a wild fire.
“Relax princess.  Enjoy.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor’s breath became quick, ragged.  Her face became hot, heart racing, and she bit her bottom lip to quiet the moans and whines the witch’s touches elicited.  The oil left her skin sensitive, each touch more pleasant that the last, a lingering buzzing in her nerves that made her whole body feel like an erogenous zone.
Lady Anancite ran her hands over Eleanor’s neck, shoulders, ran them round to her front to caress the tops of her breast, a burst of erotic pleasure filling her, her caged cock aching as she let out a loud, desperate moan.
The witch only grinned, moved her hands down to the princess’s stomach, ran her hands up over her sides, her narrow waist, over her hips and down her legs.  The oil was slick through the pink stockings, soaking into Eleanor’s skin as Lady Anancite massaged her, each caress erotic, enticing new pleasures, her body growing hotter, more wanton, more eager and desperate.
“Just give in princess.  Enjoy.  Relax.”  Lady Anancite said.
The princess obeyed and the collar thrummed with pleasure at her submission.  The witch ran her oil slick hands up the inside of Eleanor’s legs, up her thighs, her nerves firing with pleasure, lit with a fire that left her body aching with a need to be touched, caressed, charged with an aching want.
Lady Anancite ran her hands up over the princess’s butt, the round, pert, soft cushions of flesh.  Eleanor gasped, moaned.  The oil left her skin aching and she shifted her hips, thrusting her butt back into the witch’s hands, eager for more of her touch.  Her body was alive with a pleasure that seemed impossible, the soft curves, her full breasts, her round butt all aching with need.
“My, such an eager slut already.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor blushed, her mind numb with joy, her face flush, breath ragged.  She whimpered, whined, hungry for more, eager, willing, wanton.  Lady Anancite ran her hands up and under Eleanor’s panties, ran her fingers over the cheeks and into towards the crack.
Eleanor cried out as Lady Anancite’s fingers grazed along the flesh between her cheeks, her oily touch brushing over her puckered rose, the tip of her finger pressing just gently as it passed.  The oil soaked quickly into her skin, sending new waves of sensation up through Eleanor’s body, along her spine and she felt alive as she never had before.
The princess thrust her hips back, arching her spine to lift her butt, spreading her legs to afford Lady Anancite more access, her body reacting on instinct searching for more, desperate now.  Lady Anancite’s oily lubricated fingers grazed back along the princess’s crack, over her hole, stopped there, finger circling, teasing as Eleanor whimpered and whined.
Lady Anancite massaged the oil into the princess’s smooth skin, pressed her finger just inside her entrance.  The princess shuddered, moaned, her pretty, dainty caged cock aching, her balls throbbing, panties damp now with precum.  The finger worked deeper, slowly, more of the warm, tingling, magical oil worked into the princess’s skin, worked into her hole.
Pleasure rose up in her belly, a knot swelling, unfolding, filling her as Lady Anancite’s fingers filled her.  The witch pressed a second finger into the princess, stretching her hole, the oil magnifying the pleasure, a desperate aching need to be filled, to be fucked.  Eleanor’s caged cock was an agony of delight. 
Lady Anancite’s fingers slipped deeper, teasing, touching a bright spot of pleasure, the oil slick on her inner walls, an intoxicating, addictive pleasure coursing through the princess.  Her hole opened, craving more, the oil’s magic filling her sexy, feminine body with new desires, new needs, new passions, her nerves permanently changing in response to the stimulation.
“Please… more… I need more… I need you… please… take me…”  Eleanor whispered.
Leady Anancite laughed, in delight and mockery, the sound cruel and harsh.  She withdrew her fingers and pulled her hands back, leaving the princess suddenly bereft.
“You want more princess?”  Lady Anancite asked.
Eleanor rolled onto her side, looked back at the witch, her face flush, craven and full of desire, her breasts rising and falling, a damp spot on her panties.  She nodded.  Her eyes were heavy lidded, lips pouting, wet and full.
“If you want more you’ll have to earn it princess.  I think it’s about time we showed you how to use that lovely mouth of yours.  Wouldn’t you agree?”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor nodded, obedient, willing to do whatever it took to please the witch, willing to do whatever was demanded of her to satisfy the craving Lady Anancite had woken within her.  The witch smiled in satisfaction.
 




Chapter 7.
Eleanor stood in the middle of the bedroom floor in her heels and lingerie, her blonde curls dishevelled, her skin glistening with oil.  She was breathing heavily, face pink, her pretty caged cock straining, throbbing.  Her body was alive with need and yearning, her nerves aching for touch, her hole, slick after the witch’s fingers, yearned to be filled, a desire that dulled her mind, a craving that consumed her will and thought.
“On your knees princess.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor fell to her knees without thinking, the witch’s command a compulsion.  The collar thrummed with pleasure, rewarding her good behaviour, and the princess moaned.
Lady Anancite smiled down at the pretty, blonde, shapely princess, her body now curvy, desirable, sexy, her face charming, alluring, beautiful.  The princess stared up with wide green eyes full of longing and lust.
“I’m assuming you’re still a virgin princess?  Since you are not married?  That you never bedded your sweetheart lady Tessela?”
Eleanor’s blush worsened and she bit her bottom lip.  She nodded.  The witch grinned.
“Good.  Very good.  And I assume then that you’ve never experienced oral sex, fellatio?  That you’ve never had your pretty little clit sucked?  That you’ve never sucked a cock or licked a pussy?”
Eleanor shook her head.  She was still chaste, innocent.  The implication of Lady Anancite’s words made her head spin and her belly churn with fear and excitement, nervous and eager at the same time.
“Well, I think it is about time we changed that.  It is important that a slutty princess like you knows how to satisfy a man, so that your wedding night with your Lord is not a disappointment.”  Lady Anancite’s voice was warm, soothing, husky.
Before Eleanor could react the witch raised both hands and spoke three words in her language of power.  Her clothes shimmered with a bright green light, vanished in a cloud of smoke as though they were burned off her.
Eleanor stared at Lady Anancite’s naked body, pale and slim and utterly perfect—her long legs, narrow hips, round butt, thin waist, high pert breasts.  She was not as curvy or as voluptuous as Eleanor had become, but she was beautiful, her poise and power and authority over the princess filling her with a sensuality that transcended her gorgeous body.  Between the witch’s legs was a thatch of coarse black hair, hiding the cove of her passion.  The smell of her pussy was intoxicating, musk and sweat, sweet, divine.
“Now, crawl to me princess, use your tongue to excite me.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor swallowed the lump in her throat, fell down onto her hands, down onto all fours, and began to crawl towards the witch.  She remembered her instructions, kept her butt high, wiggling her hips, her movements sensual, seductive, sexual.  Lady Anancite grinned, moved her feet apart, parting her thighs.  The scent of her arousal grew stronger.
The princess stopped in front of the witch, eased herself up onto her knees, and leaned forward.  She inhaled deeply, the musk heady, her pretty caged cock throbbing.  She moved forward, opened her mouth, extended her tongue.
Lady Anancite reached down, put a hand on the back of Eleanor’s head, and thrust her hips forward, forcing the princess’s face into her thatch, pressing her mouth into her pussy.  The princess’s tongue lapped, pushing into the wet folds, caressing Lady Anancite’s inner walls.
“Yes… that’s it princess… more.  Work your tongue, harder, deeper.”  Lady Anancite’s voice was husky, hoarse with desire.
Her grip in the princess’s hair grew tighter, she thrust her hips hard, pressing Eleanor’s face into her groin.  Her breath became short, her small breasts rising and falling, face flush, her blue eyes glistening, bright and sharp as she looked down at feminine princess, her bright pink lingerie and heels, her black leather collar.
Eleanor lapped at the juices that began to flow, her chin becoming wet, and she forced her tongue deeper into the sweet, musky folds of velvet flesh.  Lady Anancite tightened her grip, pulled Eleanor’s head back, away from her pussy.
“You have a talent princess.  I’ll be sure to remember that.  Perhaps I’ll tell your sweetheart lady Tessela what she’s missing out on.  For now though, we need to move on, before I get carried away enjoying myself.”
Eleanor blushed at the thought of the witch bragging about what she had done with her, what she had made her do, telling others how she had performed, willingly, even bound as she was by her magic.  She whimpered, vague memories of her past life rising, reminding her how far she had fallen.
“Now, you said you’ve never sucked a cock before.  We can’t have that.  We don’t want your Lord to be disappointed in your skills when he first samples your pleasures, do we?”
Eleanor shook her head without thinking.  The words stung, a creeping dread at her inevitable spiral towards her final fate.  Her breasts, heavy, full, rose and fell with each gasped breath.  The taste of Lady Anancite’s pussy lingered on her lips and tongue.
Still gripping the princess’s hair with one hand, Lady Anancite moved her other to over her thatch of dark hair.  She spoke several words of power in her alien tongue and the air shimmered.  For a moment nothing happened, then, slowly, her flesh began to part.  As Eleanor watched a cock, hard and veiny, its head bulbous, began to extend.
The cock grew, swelling, becoming thick and long, shaming Eleanor’s tiny, dainty caged pathetic excuse for a cock.  The skin was smooth, flawless, a bead of precum forming at the slit on the head.  The crown was prominent, almost throbbing.
The cock’s expansion slowed, stopped, and it hung for a moment, hard, swaying slightly in front of Eleanor’s face.  The sight of it made her belly clench with an ache and a hunger, her hole suddenly hot, yearning.  Her mouth filled with saliva
“Now, princess, show me how talented you are at servicing this.”  Lady Anancite said.
 

Eleanor obeyed without question.  The collar rewarding her submission with pleasure that dulled her mind.  Her body, alive with the oil’s magic, sensitive and desperate, wanted to serve.
She reached up with both hands and, gently, tentatively, gripped the witch’s massive cock.  Lady Anancite moaned out loud as Eleanor began to slide her hands up and down the hard shaft, the skin like velvet, and Eleanor’s body tingled with ripples of pleasure.
“Imagine how it would feel to have this fuck between those sensitive, delicious tits of yours princess.  Sliding between your breasts as I pull and tease those lovely pink nipples.”  Lady Anancite said.
At the thought Elanor’s body flushed hot, her breasts tingling with yearning.  She moaned, just the thought making her squirm.  Lady Anancite laughed.
“Such a slut.  Well, maybe later.  For now we need to focus on other skills.  First your mouth.  Show me you know how to use your lips and tongue princess.” 
Eleanor nodded.  The collar filled her mind with pleasure.  She leaned forward, still gripping the witch’s thick, long cock, and opened her mouth, extending her tongue.
A shiver ran up the princess’ spine as her tongue touched the soft flesh of the crown, and she shuddered in delight as her lips wrapped around the head.  Lady Anancite’s cock was hot and hard and Eleanor wanted more, needed more.
Without thinking she moved her head forward, sheathing more of the witch’s shaft in her mouth.  Her lips tightened around the soft flesh, her tongue lapped at the underside, and the sensation of her lips running down the hard, thick length made her dainty caged cock pulse, dripping precum.  Eleanor murmured in pleasure and delight even as Lady Anancite moaned, gripping the princess’s blonde curls tight.
“My you are an eager little cock slut princess.”  Lady Anancite said.
The words were a brand that blazed bright in Eleanor’s mind, scalding her, thrilling her.  She nodded even as she took more of the witch’s cock into her mouth, sucking, tongue lapping, lips tight, tingling with pleasure.  The collar around her neck filled her with euphoria and she needed more, had to have more—she was a good little cock slut.
Eleanor worked her hands at the base of Lady Anancite’s cock as she slid her mouth up and down her shaft, head bobbing, lips slick with spit, tongue teasing the crown, the head, the oozing slit.  The taste of the witch’s precum was sweet and bitter, salty, but delicious.  The princess moaned as she sucked, her body alive with fire as she fucked her mouth onto the thick, long cock in front of her, delighting in how she pleasured it, thrilling in how Lady Anancite moaned, gripped her hair, thrust her hips to force her cock deeper, the head brushing the back of her throat.
“Fuck this is… good.  You’re almost tempting me to… satisfy myself… with your… mouth… those lips… that tongue…”  Lady’s Anancite’s voice was breathy, ragged.
Eleanor worked harder, needing more.  She wanted to taste her reward, she wanted to be good, to be a pretty cock slut princess.  She needed it, needed to satisfy the cock in her mouth, needed to please it.  Her lips, hands, mouth, tongue all ached with pleasure.  Her dainty caged cock oozed a constant dribble of precum.
Lady Anancite’s cock swelled, throbbing, massive, threatening, and Eleanor, sensing her reward was close, craving it over all things in that moment, worked harder, sucked harder, tongue lashing the shaft, hands slick, working the base.  Lady Anancite gripped Eleanor’s hair and pulled her back, off her cock, her lips leaving the head with an audible pop.
The princess whined, desperate, fought to take the thick, hard shaft back between her lips.  She mewed, unable to speak, mind blank.  Lady Anancite laughed.
“You enjoyed sucking my cock that much princess?  I can’t wait to see how much you enjoy your Lord’s.  His is far more magnificent than mine.  For now though, we have other plans.  I think it’s time I rewarded you for doing so well.  Don’t you think?”  Lady Anancite said—her voice was still breathy, husky with pleasure.
Eleanor nodded, eager, willing.  Her body was alive with lust, a fire that filled her, desperate for more, the oils’ magic making her nerves tingle with an erotic, wanton yearning.  Her hole, slick, clenched, almost painfully empty.
“Well, why don’t you bend over the bed then princess, and I can show you just what wonders await you in your new life.”
Eleanor smiled, grinning, face flush.  She turned and shuffled on her knees to the bed, wiggling her butt and hips provocatively, enticing.  At the thought of what awaited her her hole twitched, tingled.  Her collar throbbed, rewarding her, corrupting her.
 

Eleanor lay bent over the bed, her back curved, butt raised high in offering and submission.  Behind her Lady Anancite, dressed in only her heeled boots, her cock hard and throbbing between her thighs, moved forwards.  A shiver ran along the princess’s spine.
“Panties off princess.”  The witch said.
Eleanor obeyed, eager, tugging her panties down and throwing them to the side without even thinking, desperate to be taken, filled.  She spread her legs, her round, full, pert curvy butt framed by her pink stockings and suspenders, her pink heels forcing her to stand with her butt out, legs shapely, smooth, soft.
Eleanor lay with her arms out on the bed, her breasts pressed into the mattress, a gentle tingle through her nipples as her magical piercings rubbed against the silk of her bra.  Her hole, oily and tingling, aching, nerves alive with magic, twitched as her pretty little caged cock hung between her thighs.
“Yes, just like that.  So willing and desperate and eager.  Your Lord is going to enjoy you, but first we must make sure you are ready for him, make sure you know how to please him.  Are you ready to show me you are able to serve as a pretty fuck toy princess?”
Eleanor nodded.
“Yes.  Please, yes…”  She whispered.
Lady Anancite smiled, moved in close.  She poured a generous amount of the magical oil into her hand, worked it along her thick, long shaft, poured a trickle over the princess’s raised spread butt, letting it run down her crack, over her puckered rosebud.  Eleanor moaned as the oil sent a tingle up into her depths, her body changed by the magic, tingling, sensitive, aching with need and hunger.
“Please…”  Eleanor whined.
Lady Anancite grinned.  She stepped in behind the princess and, with one hand on her long, thick cock, aimed it at Eleanor’s virgin hole.  She ran the head, slick, oily, over the entrance, teasing, pressing gently in promise of what was to come.  Eleanor whined, shifted her hips to invite more, yearning.
Her hole twitched, opening as she begged to be taken, to be penetrated.  The prominent crown of Lady Anancite’s cock rubbed up and down and then paused at the princess’s entrance and the witch pressed, gently, insistent.  Eleanor’s hole opened, stretched wide.  The prominent bulging head of Lady Anancite’s cock pressed, opening Eleanor wider, the pain an exquisite pleasure, teasing her.  Eleanor shifted her hips without thinking, needing more, begging for more, and, as she pushed back, the cock popped past her outer ring and slipped deep and the princess gasped in shock and delight.
“So eager, so willing.  Such a nasty little slut.”  Lady Anancite said, grinning.
Eleanor could only nod.  She pushed back even as the witch sunk her cock deeper, her shaft sinking into Eleanor’s slick hole, her body alive with a fire of desire and pleasure, the collar thrumming, her caged cock aching, dripping.
Her walls clutched at the thick, hard shaft as it thrust deep, milking Lady Anancite’s dick.  Eleanor worked her hips without thinking, grinding her butt down onto the witch’s cock, taking it all.  As Lady Anancite’s hips met Eleanor’s round, pert butt she gave a final thrust, causing the princess to gasp in pleasure.  Lady Anancite pulled back, withdrawing her cock almost entirely, then fucked back into the princess.
Eleanor could not think, could barely breath, her mind blank in a state of absolute bliss, submitting utterly to the witch and the pleasure she offered.  She spread her legs wider, lifter her butt up, worked her hips to invite more.
“Fuck me… please… fuck me harder…”  Eleanor begged.
Lady Anancite obliged.  She fucked back into the princess, filling her aching hole, her dainty caged cock, worthless now, dribbling precum, swayed in time with the witch’s thrusts.  Eleanor thrust back, fucking herself onto the long, thick, hard cock, taking as much as she could, the prominent head rubbing over and over a bright spot of pleasure inside of her, rubbing against her inner walls, the magic of the oil magnifying the pleasure, her mind numb.
Eleanor’s heart raced.  The oils’ magic, the thrumming collar, the cock inside of her, all of it combined into one sensation, changing her, corrupting her, the pleasure addictive, reshaping her body and her mind.  She fucked back hard onto Lady Anancite’s cock, her hips working on their own, her slick hole seeking pleasure, her walls tingling, sensitive, her hole stretched wide, gaping as the slick, long, thick cock fucked in and out, over and over, pounding her into the bed.
Her caged cock and balls ached, throbbed.  She thrust back, her hips grinding, butt slapping against Lady Anancite’s belly and thighs, the witch grunting, breathless as she fucked the princess.
The bright spot inside Eleanor’s hole grew, expanding.  Her cock ached.  Her walls clutched tight.  Lady Anancite’s cock swelled inside of her, throbbing, hot, and she thrust harder and then, suddenly, without warning, the witch pulled back, withdrew.
Eleanor whined, lifted her hips needing more, begging for more with her body.  She looked back over her shoulder only to see Lady Anancite’s cock erupt, spewing cum all over her butt and back, sticky and hot, the smell rich and intoxicating.  The princess pined, mewing, desperate, aching, unsatisfied, her hole still gaping, slick, begging to be filled. Lady Anancite laughed, gleeful and cruel as she came over the princess, covering her in her hot, sticky semen, the princess’s body hot and tingling and aching.  Eleanor thrust her hips back, arching her back, but in vain.
“Does someone want more princess?  Does someone need release?”
Eleanor could only nod, words beyond her.  Her body was hot, as though burning from the inside.  Lady Anancite laughed again.
“Well, you’ll be looking forward to your wedding day tomorrow then won’t you.”  She said.
At the thought of her wedding, of Lord Callus, of being taken by the strong, handsome, powerful older man, Eleanor moaned.  Her hole twitched as she imagined being claimed by him, her pretty caged cock twitching, balls aching.  Around her neck her collar pulsed with pleasure at her willing submission, her oily skin slick and tingling, her hole spread wide, aching to be filled.  Eleanor nodded, eager now for her wedding, for what was to follow, desperate for it, her mind and body transformed, changed, corrupted.  Eleanor’s freckled cheeks flushed pink and she bit her bottom lip as she whimpered at the thought of being claimed by her husband to be, his sexy, pretty, slutty princess bride.




Chapter 8.
Eleanor emerged from her morning bath and let her maids dry and oil her, her belly fluttering with nerves, excitement, trepidation.  Even the group of pretty, naked, soapy feminine bodies could not distract her from what lay ahead—her wedding to Lord Callus was now only hours away.
The oils soaked quickly into her skin, finalising her transformation.  Her hips widened, butt swelled, her breasts expanding, her pierced, sensitive nipples engorging.  She grew shorter and her cute little caged cock and balls shrank further.  Her waist and shoulders narrowed.  Her blonde hair grew longer, curlier, became lighter, almost luminescent.  Her lips swelled and her face became beautiful, big green eyes, freckled cheeks.
As the maids finished their routine Lady Anancite nodded, grinning.  Soft hands caressed the princess’s body, working in the last traces of the magical oils, her smooth, hairless, soft skin flawless now, her body utterly sexual.
“Perfect.  Your Lord will be delighted.”  The witch said.  “Now, time for the dress.  Follow me.”
The maids moved away.  Lady Anancite turned and headed out of the room and Eleanor followed behind, her wide hips swaying, her round, full butt wiggling.
The pair moved through to the dressing rooms and, laid out on the other side of the room, was the princess’s wedding dress, a pair of handmaids waiting ready to dress her.  Eleanor’s belly flipped, her heart skipping.  Around her neck the collar thrummed with dull pleasure, the pink light of the room lulling her.  The dress was white, a bridal gown, white lingerie, white heels.  The reality of the situation settled.
She was to be married.  She was to become queen.  She was to be claimed by a man, Lord Callus, to become his.  Her mouth watered, her hole ached, and her caged cock twitched at the thought.
“I want the princess dressed and made ready.”  Lady Anancite said.
The handmaids nodded.  Eleanor stood still as the pair of them began to prepare her for her wedding.  At the thought of what would come after, the wedding night, she whimpered.
 

The handmaids did the princess’s makeup first, eyeshadows of pink and silver, lining her eyes and painting her lashes with black.  Her fingernails and toe nails they painted soft pink.  Her lips were dark pink, finished with a shimmering, glittering gloss.  Her long, flowing golden hair they styled loosely, letting it form soft curls that fell around her narrow, dainty shoulders.
The handmaids dressed Eleanor in her lingerie, white stockings, suspenders, decorated with light pink lace.  Next came her panties and bra, the same style as her suspenders, white with light pink lace detailing.  The panties were small, snug, cupping her tiny caged cock and round, firm bubble butt, the scant slip of fabric leaving more than half of each soft cheek exposed.  The bra was larger than even the previous day’s, yet, as the straps were pulled over up Eleanor’s shoulders, they fit snugly, even a little tight, lifting and squeezing her breasts into a prominent, provocative cleavage—her pierced, sensitive nipples tingling as they rubbed against the fabric.
As Eleanor looked down at herself, the maids clasping the bra behind her, she could only blush at her body, her curves, the soft pillows of her breasts, the swell of her hips, the full round plumpness of her butt, her figure erotic, exciting, desirable.  She shifted as the handmaids moved to the side, wiggling her hips slightly, her butt wiggling, and she could not help but smile.
The handmaids fit Eleanor with a white corset, light pink ribbons and lace, tight around her thin waist, further magnifying her figure, the bones and fabric constricting, making it difficult for her to breathe and move freely.  Next came the shoes, white stiletto heels, toes exposed, straps wrapping around the ankle.  Finally, the handmaids pulled on Eleanors dress, bright white, the upper body and sleeves made of silk and lace, fine filigree, the skirt many layered, hung around her large hips and butt, billowing and flowing.
“My, don’t you make quite the stunning bride.”  Lady Anancite said.  “I almost wish I were marrying you myself, but, knowing what your Lord has in store for you, I think I’ll enjoy your wedding well enough.”
The edge to the witch’s words made Eleanor shudder.  Lady Anancite stepped forward and the handmaids withdrew.
“Would you like to see?”  Lady Anancite asked.
Eleanor nodded.  Lady Anancite grinned.  With a hand on one shoulder, the witch led the princess to the large mirror on one wall.  As Eleanor’s reflection stepped into view the room spun and she stalled.  The woman staring back at her was stunning—petite, curvy, her face beyond beautiful, full lips and wide, breath-taking green eyes, her body, her curves, were almost indecent.  Eleanor wiggled slightly, eyes fixed on her reflection, and she grinned as she saw her full, round butt shimmy, her large, sensitive breasts, squeezed and pressed by the corset and the bodice of the dress, threatened almost to spill out, wobbling provocatively as she moved. 
“I’m…”  Eleanor could not finish.
“You’re beautiful, sexy, and I just know your Lord is going to find you quite pleasurable.”  The witch said.
Eleanor blushed.
“Now, just one final touch, and then it’s off to get you married.  You must be so excited.”
Eleanor nodded without thinking.  She was excited, eager, yet still terrified.  The thought of becoming a bride, a wife, the thought of what would come after, being claimed by her Lord.  Her dainty caged cock ached with lust and need, her hole tingling.
Lady Anancite raised her hand to the princess’s black leather collar and touched one finger to it, spoke a single word of power.  The black shimmered, became white to match the princess’s bridal gown.  The witch grinned.
“Excellent.  Now, if you’ll follow me princess.  Your groom, and your public, await.”
 

Lady Anancite led princess Eleanor out of the pink rooms, along corridors that seemed familiar and strange, memories vague, the spaces larger than she remembered.  Eleanor walked with deliberate, careful steps, her strut almost second nature by now, heel to toe even in her precarious stilettoes, her legs long and smooth, stockinged thighs rubbing together, her caged cock throbbing, hips rolling, butt swaying, wiggling.  The collar thrummed with pleasure, rewarding her obedience and submission.
As they passed guards, the first men the princess had seen in days, she could not help but notice their reactions, their eyes widening in shock, fixed on her, the swell of her breasts, her hips and butt, their cheeks flushing.  Eleanor grinned, pleased at the power she held over the men, excited by the obvious lust her body provoked in them.  As she passed she put more wiggle into her walk, her butt swaying deliberately, deliciously, her breasts wobbling and bounding.
“Someone seems to be enjoying herself.”  Lady Anancite said, laughing.
Eleanor blushed, embarrassed and ashamed at being caught enjoying her new body, taking joy in the way men now watched her, looked at her, their obvious thoughts of sex provoked by her.  She nodded.
Lady Anancite stopped outside two large wooden doors, a guard on either side, both of them staring openly at the princess, their eyes running up and down her body, the attention almost mauling.  Eleanor did not look at them but their focus, their lust at the sight of her, excited her.  She could not help but imagine what they might to do her given the chance, how they might use her, and she whimpered, bit her bottom lip, pressed her thighs together as her tiny caged cock throbbed.
“Are you ready princess?  Your Lord is waiting.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor took a deep breath.  A vague, distant, fuzzy memory stirred.  Behind the doors was the great hall.  Behind the doors lay her future, her wedding, her life as queen, as wife to Lord Callus.  She smiled, her belly fluttering, excited, and she nodded.
Lady Anancite pushed open the doors.
 

All eyes were on Eleanor as she made her way down the aisle in her white dress, accompanied by Lady Anancite.  On both sides of the great hall were arrayed the wedding party, the forces and allies of Lord Callus on one side, friends and family of the princess and the gentry of her kingdom on the other.  As Eleanor walked, slowly, each step careful, her butt wiggling, hips rolling, head held high, her cleavage exposed, bouncing, she felt the gaze of men and women, a tide of whispers.  Around her neck the collar hummed with pleasure and she smiled, her body tingling.
“They’re all watching you princess.”  Lady Anancite whispered.
Eleanor smiled.  Around her snatches of quiet conversations carried, echoed and distorted, rumours, gossip, disbelief, excitement, horror, lust, shock.  Many of the men stared openly, grinning lecherous as the princess strutted, her white dress, heels, her ample, full cleavage, pretty face, blonde hair, and Eleanor grinned, aroused by the reactions she provoked, excited to be seen.  From the faces of more than a few it was obvious that they could not believe that the princess was really the once prince, but Eleanor only smiled, beaming, her belly fluttering with nerves and anticipation, eager for her wedding now, her wedding night.
At the front, in the rows at the head of the hall, Eleanor saw her father and mother, the king and queen, and, beside them, lady Tessela, her love and childhood friend.  From their faces it was clear they recognised the princess, knew it was her, transformed, remade and reborn.  Eleanor smiled at them, glad they were present to witness her special day.  She blushed as she thought of what they saw, humiliated and ashamed at what she had allowed to be done to her, how she had changed, but she was happy, her mind fuzzy, thoughts vague, her body eager for what was to come.
At the front of the hall, by the altar, stood one man, alone.  He seemed larger than Eleanor remembered, broader, stronger, more powerful, imposing.  Lord Callus stood, facing down the aisle, watching the princess, smiling, and his smile seemed charming, his red hair swept back out of his handsome face, his greying beard trimmed and neat.  His blue eyes were bright and he eyed the princess with obvious delight and lust, greedy for her, and Eleanor felt small and weak and fragile in his presence, but comforted.  She was his, his beautiful, pretty, sexy princess bride.  She belonged to him.  He would keep her safe, would care for her, pleasure her, would use her for his pleasure, and the thought made her tiny caged cock ache.
As Eleanor stopped in front of Lord Callus he looked down at her, the princess now much smaller than her Lord, a dainty little thing, soft and wanton and pretty.  He grinned, his weathered, care worn face almost kindly, but strong, stern, a hardness that made Eleanor quail, a subtle hardness that excited her and drew her to him.  He wanted her, and he would take what he wanted from her, and the thought excited her.
“Are you ready to become mine Eleanor?”  Lord Callus asked—his voice was deep and resonant and commanding.
The collar around the princess’s neck hummed, her mind was fuzzy, pink, and she nodded.  The collar throbbed with a hotter, more intense pleasure in reward so that Eleanor whimpered.
“Yes, my Lord.”  She said—her voice was soft, breathy, feminine.
Behind her the hall was silent, rapt, a tense atmosphere as they listened.  All eyes were on Eleanor, watching, but her eyes were fixed on Lord Callus, her groom, her husband, her Master.
“Step forward then princess.  Become my wife, my queen, make me your King.”
Eleanor stepped towards Lord Callus.  He lifted his hand and he held up a leather leash, white, to match the princess’s collar.
“With this leash I will bind you to me, through law and magic.  You only need to consent, to offer yourself willingly to me.”  Lord Callus said.
Eleanor stopped in front of her Lord, looked up into his bright, handsome blue eyes.  She nodded.  Her head was fuzzy, her body ached.  The great hall was silent.
“I am yours my Lord.  Everything I am and have I offer to you.  Take me.  Claim me.”  Eleanor said.
Lord Callus smiled, nodded.  He raised the leash to Eleanor’s collar, held one end in his hand and clipped the simple fastening on the other end to the silver ring on the collar, and a shiver ran through the princess, magic and pleasure, her collar pulsing with a joy stronger and more overwhelming than any she had experienced before.  The princess whimpered, moaned, her body aching with need.
Eleanor smiled.  Lord Callus, holding the leash that bound him to his new wife, leant forward.  The princess, the queen, rose up on her toes, offering her lips to her King, her Lord.  The two kissed, Lord Callus’s kiss hard, urgent, hungry, more intense than any kiss Eleanor had yet experienced, and she melted into the powerful man’s arms, allowed him to possess her, kissed him back with a passion she had never known, softer than his kisses, gentle and meek, but still urgent.  Her lips tingled, her caged cock throbbed.
As Lord Callus pulled back he smiled, stared down into the princess’s green eyes.  Eleanor’s face was flush, her breath ragged.
“Kneel for me my queen.  Show them all how you obey me, how you please me.”
Eleanor fell to her knees, the pleasure in obeying, in submitting, almost overwhelming, her mind numb, body aching with need.  She stared up at her Lord, her King, desperate, hungry, wanton and needful.
“Now, how about we consummate our union here and now?  Show them all how much my queen longs to serve and pleasure me?”
Eleanor felt her belly churn at Lord Callus’s words, what he was suggesting.  She needed him, needed to serve and please him, needed him to please her, claim her, take her.  The thought of those gathered watching her, witnessing her utter surrender thrilled and appalled her, a rush of shame and humiliation and excitement.
Eleanor nodded, smiled.  Lord Callus grinned, took several steps back, still holding the leash that bound the princess to him.
“Lady Anancite, prepare my wife for me.”  Lord Callus said.




Chapter 9.
Lady Anancite stepped forward even as Eleanor remained knelt in front of Lord Callus, staring up into the eyes of her husband, her King.  The princess’s heart was racing, her breath short, her body hot.  Lady Anancite stood behind, looming over, and raised both hands, spoke four words in her language of magic and power and the air stirred.
Eleanor’s wedding dress vanished, leaving her knelt in front of the gathered crowd in only her lingerie, her white and pink panties, suspenders, bra, corset, her white seamed stockings, her white heels.  Cold air caressed her smooth, soft skin and she shivered from more than the chill, a tingle of dread and shame and excitement and arousal running up her spine, filling her, her mind giddy, hazy, her thoughts focussed on her Lord, on pleasing him, on submitting to him, on being claimed by him.
“You did an excellent job Lady Anancite.  I will be sure to reward you later, but right now I must claim my bride and seal my conquest.”
“Of course my Lord.  I am glad that my work pleases you.”
Lord Callus grinned, looking down at the kneeling princess, eyeing her body, her breasts, hips, butt, legs, her face, made-up and painted, staring up at him with wide eager eyes, sparkling green, her pink full plump lips.  Eleanor could not think, could not move, could barely breathe, her mind spinning, the leash attached to her collar held in her Lord’s hand.
“Yes, at first glance it pleases me greatly, but I’ll need to sample her more thoroughly before I can say for certain that she is satisfactory.  Now, my queen, it is time for you to show me what my witch has taught you.  Take out my cock and put that pretty mouth of yours to use while she prepares you for me.  Let the gathered audience see what a perfect submissive slut my princess is for me.”
Lord Callus’s words stung, branding Eleanor, a command that she could not, would not disobey.  She needed to please him, serve him, no matter who saw, no matter where or when or how.  Behind her the audience that filled the great hall watched as the princess, in her pink and white lingerie, her transformed body displayed, erotic, beautiful, sensual, sexy, nodded, her mind full of the pleasure her collar rewarded her with.  Her caged cock throbbed painfully and her hole twitched, aching.
“Yes, my Lord.”  She whispered.
That her parents were watching, her bride to be, lady Tessela was watching, that her friends, her subjects, the lords and ladies of her court were watching, that the gathered forces of Lord Callus were watching, did not matter.  She wanted to serve her Lord, her husband, her King, needed to please him.  Flush with shame and humiliation and desire Eleanor fell onto all fours and crawled forward, her butt high, her tiny panties leaving her almost completely exposed to the crowd, her hips wiggling, butt round and full and pert and swaying as she made her way to her Lord and Master.
 

Eleanor rose onto her knees directly in front of her Lord and stared up at him.  He smiled as she raised her hands, nervous, exposed, shamed and humiliated, excited, to his belt.
The princess tugged her Lord’s belt loose, her hands brushing against the growing bulge in his trousers, his length and girth almost ominous, and pulled at his buttons.  Behind her the great hall was silent, still, all eyes focussed on the princess as she obeyed, submitted.  Lady Anancite moved in behind as Eleanor pulled Lord Callus’s trousers and pants down, exposing his massive, engorged cock—thicker and longer than the witch’s had been, the head swollen, shaft ribbed by thick veins, his balls heavy.  As Eleanor watched Lord Callus’s cock throbbed, swelling further, expanding.
“You know what to do princess.  Show your Lord how I taught you to serve.  Show him you know how to be a good girl, a good slut.  Show him how you need to please him, how you long to serve him, how you crave him.”
Lady Anancite leant in close, whispered in Eleanor’s ear.  Eleanor shuddered, shivering in shame and delight, her body on fire, freckled cheeks flush, green eyes sparkling, her bright blonde curls falling around her shoulders.  She took shallow breaths, almost giddy, her breasts rising and falling.  Her mind was a pink fog of need and desire and submission.
Eleanor reached out with her hand, took hold of her Lord’s cock, the skin soft like velvet, smooth, the shaft hard and rigid and hot.  She bit her bottom lip as she moaned, staring at Lord Callus’s length as she worked her hand up and down, a bead of precum forming on the head.  Her heart raced, her mouth watered, and her lips tingled.
Eleanor leant forward, her lips parting, her tongue extending.  Her collar, leashed, throbbed with pleasure, her body yearning.  The musk of her Lord filled her, rich and dense and overpowering, sweet and earthy, powerful and heady.  Eleanor lapped her tongue over Lord Callus’s slit, tasting him, the bitter saltiness, her head buzzing, body tingling.
Before she could think her need overtook her.  Eleanor opened her mouth wide and shifted her head forward, wrapping her lips around her Lord’s shaft as she took him into her mouth, her tongue working the crown with soft caresses.  She felt alive, burning from the inside, as behind her the gathered audience watched her, her shame and humiliation only heightening her pleasure.
“Yes… my… you are a talented, eager girl… you did an… excellent job with her… Lady Anancite…”  Lord Callus’s voice was breathy, ragged with pleasure.
The sound of his desire made Eleanor’s belly flutter and she wrapped her lips tighter, sucked harder, her head bobbing up and down the hard, throbbing, spit slicked shaft of her Lord’s cock.  Her hand worked at the base and she lifted her other hand to Lord Callus’s balls, caressed them, massaged them, felt the weight of them, full with her reward.  She sucked harder, lapping, moaning in desire, eager to taste her King’s cum.
“She has a natural talent.  I merely helped her discover it, helped her discover the joy in being a pretty submissive cock slut.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor moaned, murmured, her belly churning with need, hungry, desperate.  Her mind was a haze, no thoughts other than the need to serve her Lord, to please him.  She wanted only to be claimed by him, used by him.
“Indeed… but… I will need more than this… it is… our wedding after all… you should… prepare her… for me…”
The breathy lust in Lord Callus’s voice drove Eleanor on.  She lapped harder, sucked harder, head bobbing, lips tight, tingling as they run up and down the slick smooth skin of his cock.  The head brushed the back of her throat and she fought the urge to gag as she took more and more.
The pleasure she was giving him, the power she had over him, the way he was enjoying her, the effect her body, her ministrations, had on the powerful, handsome man in front of her made her head spin and her dainty caged cock ache, a dribble of precum wetting her white panties.
“Of course my Lord.”  Lady Anancite said.
 

Lady Anancite moved in behind Eleanor, knelt beside her, ran a hand down her back, smooth skin, soft palm, her finger-tips caressing.  The princess moaned in pleasure.
“They’re all watching you princess.  Watching you submit to your lord.”  She whispered.
Eleanor moaned, her body flush and hot, her lips locked tight as she sucked eagerly on her Lord’s cock.  Lady Anancite’s hand ran lower, to the princess’s round, full butt, caressing each cheek, a gentle slap, the noise echoing loudly around the great hall. 
The sensation made Eleanor’s head spin and she sucked harder, forced her head down, taking more of her Lord’s length into her mouth, her lips tight, tongue lapping at the underside.  When the head hit the back of her throat she did not stop, fought the urge to gag, pushed on.  She opened her throat, tilted her head, and pushed herself on.
As Lady Anancite massaged her butt, both hands caressing her cheeks, fingers working their way under the hem of her panties, working their way towards her crack, Eleanor forced herself down.  The head of her Lord’s cock slipped deeper, into her throat, and the princess shuddered in delight as Lord Callus moaned out loud, his pleasure obvious.  Her throat was tight, muscles clenching, milking her Lord’s cock as she lapped with her tongue, lips caressing, sucking harder and harder.
Eleanor moaned, her noises muffled by the thick, hot cock in her mouth and throat, her body tingling, caged cock aching.  She worked her throat up and down with small motions.
Lady Anancite slipped her fingers under the white panties, ran them along Eleanor’s crack, teasing, grazing them over her hole, her puckered rosebud twitching, hungry.  As one hand withdrew the other worked further under her panties, pressing into her soft, smooth flesh, her round butt.
Eleanor lapped at the cock that filled her mouth, delighting in the soft, hot, hard smoothness of it, the tang of her Lord’s precum.  She shuddered as a warm oils ran over her flesh and down her back, and, as her panties were tugged down she lifted her butt higher, curving her back, spreading her legs, aware of the crowd behind her, the view she was offering them, of her butt, her hole, her tiny caged cock.
Lady Anancite pulled Eleanor’s panties down, tugged them off her feet, and her hands returned to massage her cheeks, oily, slick.  Eleanor, on her knees, spread her legs, wiggling her hips, inviting more of the witch’s touch, her hole aching, tingling.
“They’re all watching you princess, watching you as you beg me to touch you.  They can all see what a slut you’ve become.”  Lady Anancite said.
Eleanor moaned, her body growing hotter with the shame and humiliation at what she was doing, at what she had become, but the emotions only fed her desire, her hunger.  She sucked harder, desperate to take all of her Lord’s cock into her mouth and throat.
Behind her Lady Anancite’s fingers teased along her crack, running over and around her hole, gently caressing her entrance.  Eleanor shuddered, wiggled her hips and pushed back, eager to be filled.  Lady Anancite denied her, laughed.
“Do you want my fingers inside you princess?  Do you want me to prepare your pretty little hole for your Lord’s cock?”
Eleanor nodded as she sucked, murmured her need, her begging muffled by the thick, hot cock in her throat.  Lady Anancite pressed her fingertip gently into the princess, a slow pressure causing Eleanor’s pucker to open and stretch.  Lady Anancite’s finger slipped deep, caressed the princess’s inner walls, brushing over the bright spot of her pleasure.
“You want more princess?  You want to show them what a slut you are?”  Lady Anancite whispered.
Again Eleanor nodded, sucking harder, mind fuzzy, blank with need and pleasure, her collar thrumming with a deep euphoria that made her pretty caged cock ache and throb.  In her mouth and throat Lord Callus’s cock pulsed, hard and hot and wonderful.
Lady Anancite pressed a second finger into the princess, her entrance opening easily, her hole, reworked by magic, was alive with a pleasure unlike any Eleanor had ever known, stretching easily to accommodate the witch’s fingers, hungry for more, the sensation of being split wide one of wonder.
As the gathered audience watched Eleanor thrust her hips back onto Lady Anancite’s fingers, fucking herself, riding up and down as her Lord’s cock slipped in and out of her throat, her lips glossy as they caressed his slick, hard shaft.  Her eyes were glazed with pleasure, lust, shame and humiliation.  She felt alive with delight, lost in a haze of wonder and submission.  Lord Callus looked down at his bride and grinned.
“I think she is ready to be claimed.”  He said—his voice was hoarse as he struggled to restrain himself.
Lady Anancite, her fingers deep inside Eleanor’s hole, fucking her as she thrust her hips and butt back against the witch’s hand even as the gathered crowd watched, nodded.
“I think the princess needs to be made a queen in front of her people.”  Lady Anancite said.
Lord Callus pulled his cock free of Eleanor’s lips.  His head left her mouth with an audible pop and the princess whined at the loss, mewing, chasing after her prize even as she continued to fuck back onto Lady Anancite’s fingers.
“Tell me princess.”  Lord Callus said.  “Would you like me to claim you, make you my queen, my slut, my perfect submissive whore?”
Eleanor stared up at her Lord even as Lady Anancite still worked her fingers inside her, her body moving on its own, hips and butt writhing.  Behind her the gathered crowd watched, listened.  Eleanor’s cheeks were flush.  She smiled, nodded.
“Please my Lord.”  Her words were choked, hazy with lust and desire and need, her voice husky and feminine and girly.
“Please, claim me, make me your… make me your slutty, submissive princess, your queen, your whore.  Please my Lord, make me yours.”
Lord Callus grinned, laughed, lightly.
“As you wish my princess.”  He said.




Chapter 10. 
“Turn and face your people princess.  Watch them as I claim you, let them see your face as I make you my queen, as I finalise my conquest.”  Lord Callus said.
Eleanor nodded, her collar thrumming with gentle pleasure.  Lord Callus smiled.  Lady Anancite removed her fingers from the princess’s hole, slowly, the princess wiggling, riding them, whimpering as they were pulled out and she was left empty.
Eleanor shuffled on her knees to turn and face the gathered audience, her butt high and wiggling as she turned to offer it to her Lord.
“Very nice, such a beautiful, sexy body.  You’re going to keep me very entertained princess.” 
Lord Callus’ voice was low, a deep male rumble that sent shivers along Eleanor’s spine.  She bit her bottom lip as she wiggled her hips, inviting, offering her body up, whimpering in aching need.
Lady Anancite moved to the princess’s side, leant in close, her lips almost brushing Eleanor’s ear.  Her hand ran lightly up the princess’ arm, over her shoulder, caressing her back.
“Look at them all princess.  Here to witness your wedding, your final submission.  Look at their faces.” 
Eleanor obeyed without thinking, her obedience rewarded by the collar.  In the front row the king and queen sat, barely able to look at Eleanor, and beside them lady Tessela, her face pace, eyes wide.  Eleanor smiled, her mind a haze of lust and sensation and need.
Lady Anancite’s hand ran over the back of Eleanor’s bra, the clasp suddenly undone, then ran down over the princess’s side, down to her chest, pulled.  The straps slipped from Eleanor’s shoulders and her breasts were suddenly exposed, heavy and full, her large pink nipples swollen, the silver piercings.  Lady Tessela shook her head as though barely able to believe what she saw but the princess could only smile, breathing ragged and, as Lady Anancite’s hand slipped down lower, caressing the soft, supple flesh of her breasts, sliding to squeeze her sensitive, pierced nipples, tugging, Eleanor moaned out loud, the noise wanton, feminine, girly, sensual.
Lady Anancite smiled and squeezed harder, the enchanted piercings in Eleanor’s nipples sending white hot pleasure through her body, her mind dull, a pink fog.  She stared out at the faces that watched her as the witch groped and squeezed and pinched as her breasts, her large, swollen, soft pillows of flesh swaying beneath her.
The women in the audience eyed her with a mix of emotions, some with lust and envy, others with disbelief, some stared in shock or horror.  The men watched in greed, lascivious, hungry, the sight of the princess on her knees, butt raised and legs spread, her breasts freed now, caressed by the witch, exciting them—more than one of them shifted uneasily in their seat, hands struggling to adjust the painful bulges that were growing in their trousers. 
Eleanor grinned, the thought of so many men growing hard at the sight of her, becoming aroused watching her, wanting her, excited her.  As Lady Anancite reached beneath her with both hands to squeeze both breasts, pinching her nipples, tugging at the princess’s silver piercings, Eleanor could not help but imagine what the men might do to her, so many cocks hard for her, wanting to use her, wanting to take her.  She whimpered at the thought of being made to serve them all, on her knees, her back, on all fours.
As a hand ran over Eleanor’s butt she shivered, the grip firm, hard, the hand large and strong.  Eleanor pushed back into it, spread her legs.  She looked back over her shoulder and saw Lord Callus, naked now, his long red hair, blue eyes, handsome face, broad toned chest, his massive swollen cock, moving in close behind her.  Her eyes ran over his body, settled on his thick, long, hard shaft, the swollen head.  In one hand he held the leash attached to her collar.
“Are you ready for me princess?  Are you ready to become my queen, my whore?”
Eleanor nodded whimpering, mewing in pleasure and need.  The gathered audience were silence, rapt, aroused and shocked and appalled.  The shame and humiliation that filled Eleanor, her pierced nipples tugged, the aching euphoria, only fired her lust, heightening her pleasure.
“Yes my Lord.  Take me.  Please.  Fuck me.  Make me your slutty little princess.”  Eleanor said—her voice was husky and feminine and urgent.
Lord Callus grinned.  He lowered a hand to his shaft, gripped his cock and aimed it at the princess’s puckered rosebud, her slick entrance aching to be filled.
 

The slick, oily, throbbing head of Lord Callus’s cock ran up and down Eleanor’s crack, nestled between her pump, firm cheeks, teasing her hole—each time the tip of her Lord’s cock ran over her entrance she whined, pushed back, eager to have him enter her, but each time he slipped his cock away.  His hand on her butt cheek gripped her firmly, his strength making her feel small and weak and vulnerable beneath him, on her knees, her legs spread, her collar, her leash.  Her mind buzzed, no thought’s, only desire, the need to obey, submit, to succumb to the pleasure.  She wanted Lord Callus to take her, claim her, to corrupt her utterly to his will.
“Please…”  Eleanor whimpered.
Lady Anancite tugged harder on the princess’s nipples, a joy like wildfire filling her body.  Between Eleanor’s thighs her small, cute, caged cock hung, limp and useless, dribbling a trickle of precum on the floor of the great hall even as the audience gathered for her wedding watched. 
She did not care.  She looked up, looked over the faces of those staring at her, expressions of desire, lust, shock, horror, and she smiled, arched her back to offer herself to her Lord.
“Please… fuck me… I need it…”  Eleanor whimpered.
Speaking the words, voicing her desire, sent a shudder through her.  She was free and captured in the same moment.
“Such an eager slut.  My how the princess has fallen, and so many people here to see it.  Just think what the people will be saying about you after this.”  Lady Anancite whispered.
Eleanor smiled, her breath ragged, heart racing.  She did not care, wanted only to be fucked by her Lord, to become his slut.  Her mind was a pink fog and the shame and humiliation the witch’s words provoked only stoked the fire in her belly.
“Please… I need it… I need you… please my Lord…”  Eleanor was begging now.
Lord Callus’s smile spread and he slipped his cock along the princess’s crack, pressed the swollen head at her entrance, stretching her opening.  Eleanor gasped, whined, pressed back, spread her legs wider as she curved her back to lift her butt higher, needing more.  The pressure became pain became joy.  The sensation of Lord Callus’s cock splitting her open was one of wonder and she moaned, loudly, the room a blur, her mind blank.
The pressure built, her hole split wider and, as Lord Callus pressed forward, Eleanor pressing back, his head slipped suddenly past the princess’s entrance.  Lord Callus’s cock slipped in, slipped deep, a sudden pop as he sheathed himself in the princess tight, oil slicked hole, her walls like silk, his cock hard and hot and thick and long.  Eleanor whined, moaning, did not hear the exclamations and gasps that came from the crowd that watched her, shock and lust.
“Yes… More!”  Eleanor begged.
Lord Callus obliged, pulling his cock part way out before pressing back in, sinking his cock deeper, pressing it into Eleanor’s tight, slick hole.  He fucked in and out of the princess, his thick, long, hot, throbbing cock thrusting in and out, over and over, sinking deeper each time until finally his hips and groin met the princess’ plump, round, cushiony butt cheeks.
“Such a tight little slut.  Such a perfect little fuck hole.”  Lord Callus’s voice was almost a growl, primal and full of lust.
Eleanor shuddered at the sound of it.  The man above her, inside of her, powerful and strong.  His hands roamed up over her butt, caressing her cheeks, and gripped her hips, hard.  He pulled back, pulled almost the entire length of his cock out from her stretched hole, only the prominent ridge of his crown, tugging at the tight embrace of her entrance, still sheathed in her.
“You belong to me princess.”  He said.
Eleanor nodded.
“You are my queen, my princess, my bride, my slut, my whore.”  He said.
Eleanor nodded again.  Lady Anancite caressed the princess’ breasts, teasing her nipples, her silver piercings, the magic of them and the collar filling her with pleasure unlike any she had ever known.
“Say it.  Say it for everyone to hear.  Confess or I leave you empty.”
As though to emphasise his threat Lord Callus let the head of his cock tug at Eleanor’s entrance, almost slipping free, her hole clenching to keep him within her.
“Please… I’m your queen, your princess… your slut… your whore… whatever you want me to be… but please… just fuck me…”
Lord Callus laughed, his grip on Eleanor’s hips tightened.  He pulled her into him, pulled her back onto his cock and he filled her, knocking the air from her lungs as she moaned.
“Yes!”  The princess cried out in delight.
Lord Callus fucked harder, faster, pulling his slick cock out of the princess’s velvet, tight hole, thrusting deep.  The prominent crown of his cock caressed Eleanor’s inner walls as she wiggled her hips, thrusting her round butt back into her Lord, her walls clenched, massaging, squeezing.  Lord callus moaned, fucked harder, hands squeezing Eleanor’s hips so hard it hurt, pulling his bride back into him as she fucked him hard, bouncing on his long, hard, thick cock.
Between Eleanor’s thighs her dainty caged cock ached, throbbing, dripping precum.  Lady Anancite pulled hard on the princess’s piercings, jolts of pleasure.  The collar numbed her with joy as she submitted, body and soul, offering her body up to her Lord to use for his pleasure, riding his cock like a slut, aching in need and desire even as the gathered audience of her wedding watched.
“Yes… more…”  Eleanor moaned.
Lord Callus fucked into her hard as she thrust back, her breasts bounding, her face flush, her round butt wobbling as she wiggled and writhed.  As Lord Callus’s cock slipped in and out it rubbed over and over against the bright spot of intense pleasure, a knot in Eleanor’s belly growing, unravelling.  Her tiny, useless caged cock ached as her Lord fucked her, his hands gripping her wide hips.
“You want me to breed you princess?  In front of all these people?  You want me to cum in you?  Mark you as mine forever, to seal your transformation as permanent?”
Eleanor could only nod.  She wanted it, needed it.
“Please… yes… cum in me… make me your slut…”  She whispered.
Lord Callus grinned.  His grip on Eleanor’s leash tightened and he fucked harder, faster, thrusting in and out, over and over.  Eleanor could not think, could barely breath.  Her hole was split wide and the sensation was a delight.
The cock inside her slick, tight hole throbbed, pulsed, grew hotter, harder, larger, pressing against her inner walls as she clenched around it, pressing on the bright spot of pleasure within her.  Eleanor gasped, moaned, and, as Lady Anancite tugged on her nipples, Lord Callus thrust deep.
“Yes…!”
His cock spasmed, pulsed, erupted within her, filling her with his cum, and her body was filled with magic and power, biding her to her King, her body and mind his, his pretty, sexy, beautiful slutty princess.
She pressed back into him, wiggling on his cock, milking him as he came over and over and over, filling her, throbbing, pulsing, his cum hot and sticky, and the sensation of him erupting inside of her, the knowledge that she was his, marked as his in front of so many people, pushed her over the edge.  As Eleanor wiggled her hips and butt on Lord Callus’s throbbing cock the bright spot of pleasure within her blossomed and she came, her pretty caged cock spurting a limp tickle of cum, her body convulsing in an orgasm more intense than any she had ever known.
Her caged cock and balls ached as she was filled with pleasure, filled with her Lord’s cum, his cock hard and hot as it pulsed.  Lady Anancite released her grip on Eleanor’s nipples, leant in close.
“All these people watching, witnessing what you’ve become.  How does that make you feel princess?”  She asked.
Eleanor grinned.  She wiggled her hips to savour the sensation of her Lord’s cock even as it began to soften.  His cum inside of her was slick and hot.
“Wonderful.”  Eleanor said.
As her orgasm subsided the princess looked up, saw the faces of those watching her, those who had witnessed her final disgrace.  She smiled.  Behind her Lord Callus pulled back, his softening cock slipping from her stretched hole.  She whined, missing him already.  His cum dribbled from her gaping entrance, slick and hot and sticky, and the sensation made her shudder.
“Now, princess, what do you say to me?”  Lord Callus asked.
Eleanor, giddy with pleasure, mind hazy, pink fog clouding her thoughts, turned to face her Lord, the man who held her leash.  She smiled up at him, his cum oozing down her thighs.
“Thank you.”  She said.  “Thank you for making me your slut.”
Eleanor rose up on her knees, lifted her lips to Lord Callus and, as he kissed her, his lips firm, tender, his kiss urgent and strong, she melted into him.  His strong arms wrapped around her and the princess collapsed in her Lord’s embrace, surrendering completely, submitting utterly to the man who had conquered her.
THE END
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