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CHAPTER 1:

The enemy had already breached the outer walls. Prince Malick's men fought bravely but they were badly outnumbered. It was just a matter of time now before they reached the inner keep and captured the prince himself.

"Quickly, m'lord, we must get you to safety," said Drake, the prince's closest advisor.

"And abandon the field of battle? Never!" the prince retorted.

"Forgive me, m'lord, but the battle is already lost, but not the war. If you are taken that will be lost as well."

"And how shall I avoid that, even if I wished to? We are surrounded."

"Let the alchemist speak. He has a plan," Drake urged.

"And can he give me wings to fly above the battlements and sail off into the clouds?" scoffed the prince.

"No, m'lord, but I can provide you with the next best thing. A means of becoming undetectable, even in the presence of your enemies," said the old wise man, taking a step forward.

"You mean to make me invisible?" asked the prince.

"Not quite, but almost," replied the alchemist.

"You speak in riddles old man! Where is my helmet?" the prince cried.

"M'lord, listen to me. I must be blunt. You cannot win this battle today but you can escape and regroup and fight again. You must do that. It is your duty. With your head on a pike all hope is lost," said Drake, urgently.

"So what is it you wish me to do?" sighed the prince.

"Drink this potion, m'lord. But hurry, there's not much time," hissed the alchemist.

The prince took the vial and swallowed its contents down in one deep swig. The taste was surprisingly pleasant but suddenly that was replaced by a violent feeling of nausea and the prince felt like his insides were being torn apart by some wild beast.

"Deceivers! You have poisoned me!" the prince groaned.

"No, no, m'lord, the pain is fleeting. See, even now the change has begun," the alchemist said as reassuringly as possible.

Something was changing, that was obvious. The prince felt his very body twisting and contorting into some strange new shape. The pain was soon gone but the prince felt a little lightheaded and reached for the side of a table to steady himself. In doing so he glanced down at his arm, which now appeared more slender and soft. He clutched at his chest and felt something large and firm bursting under his clothes.

Everyone in the room just stood and stared with a certain wide-eyed disbelief. It didn't seem possible, but it was true. The prince had miraculously transformed into a beautiful young girl.


CHAPTER 2:

"My God! What have you done to me? I'm a woman!" the prince shrieked in an unfamiliar and high-pitched voice. "Better that it was poison."

"Not so, m'lord," said Drake. "When they storm the keep they shall not find the prince and will assume that he has fled through some secret passageway. They will go searching for him in vain. No one will notice a simple chamber maid. That will give us time to flee and take you to a place of safekeeping, while we rally the troops and send for reinforcements from the north."

"But to what end? How am I to lead these reinforcements like this?" the prince moaned. "How am I to do anything like this?"

"It is merely to assist in your escape," said the alchemist. "No one will ever suspect that the prince is disguised as a humble girl. But it is better than a disguise because it is foolproof, m'lord. Then, when the time is right you have but to drink the potion again and your manhood will be restored!"

"You must change, m'lord. You must look the part. Even now I hear footsteps approaching," said Drake.

It was a terrible indignity to bear but the prince hurriedly got undressed and put on the clothing of a common peasant girl. Even in this simple attire she was quite the beauty, with long, raven hair and an ample bosom.

"Your name is Christine and you are my niece, for the time being," the alchemist explained. "I'm afraid we cannot address you with proper formality. You must try to remember that you are not nobility, while in this body. You are a common girl. If you act shy and deferential no one will ever be the wiser."

"And only your most trusted advisors know your secret, so there is little chance of being betrayed," Drake added.

Soon the door to their chamber was smashed down by heavy axes and the two guards at the door were quickly cut down as well. The room was empty except for Drake, the alchemist, and Christine. A fierce-looking knight with an ornate helmet flipped up his visor and surveyed the room.

"Where is the prince?" the knight snarled.

"Gone," Drake replied calmly.

"Gone? Gone where?" demanded the knight.

"He fled when the battle first began."

"Coward! Well, he can't have gone far. Wherever he is we'll find him soon enough."

The knight turned and started to leave the room when he suddenly noticed Christine, standing in a corner with her eyes fixed on the floor.

"What do we have here?" said the knight with a leer.

"Just my niece," said the alchemist. "A simple chamber maid."

"At least I won't leave here empty handed. Take the girl!"

"No, please! She's just a girl! She's of no use to anyone!" the alchemist cried as he threw his body in front of her.

"Oh, I can think of plenty of uses for a pretty little thing like that," said the knight as he shoved the old man to the floor. "Don't worry. She'll be well taken care of. Someone so ripe and juicy shouldn't be tucked away in some moldy old castle."

Christine was roughly pushed over to two soldiers who grabbed her by the arms and dragged her out of the chamber. Somewhere along the line they found some rope and bound her hands in front of her and fastened a noose around her neck so that she could be led like a horse. If she struggled or tried to flee the noose just tightened and threatened to strangle her. It seemed like a better fate to Christine than whatever she was heading for, but the survival impulse in humans is very strong, and underneath it all she still felt her sense of duty. She had to survive and become the prince again. It just might take a little longer than she had anticipated.

It was heartbreaking to see the ruins of her home and the bodies of so many brave men who had died trying to protect it. To protect her. She couldn't let them die in vain. Somehow, someway she would get through this, no matter what it took.

Christine was loaded into a cart that contained a few other women and whatever other valuables the soldiers had been able to loot. The spoils of war.

She knew most of these women, at least by sight, and she worried that one of them might recognize her, but that was absurd, of course, as no one could possibly recognize her in this state. In many ways it helped that Christine couldn't recognize herself like this. Had the prince simply dawned the clothes of a woman the ruse would have been detected at once, but the complete physical transformation made it easier to play the humble role. She felt embarrassed and ashamed. She knew her father would never have agreed to a plan like this, even if it meant certain death, and that made her feel weak and un-masculine. These were not good traits for a prince leading an army, but they might serve her well as a scared peasant girl just trying to survive.

When they arrived at the enemy camp the women were hauled out of the cart and led into a large tent. She knew who the tent belonged to from the banners outside but pretended to be oblivious. It was the tent of her arch enemy, the Duke of Drendall.

The soldiers held the girls in a line while the duke examined them carefully. It was like being on the auction block, thought Christine, except that they had all been purchased in blood, not money.

When the duke got to Christine he stopped and looked into her eyes intently. Christine felt a shiver running down her back as she feared that he had somehow penetrated her disguise. Then the duke squeezed her breasts rather roughly and opened her mouth to look at her teeth.

"This one," he said flatly as Christine was pulled from the line and forced to her knees in front of the duke. The other girls were led away, presumably to be divvied up by lesser ranking officials in order.

"What's your name, girl?"

"Christine...sir."

"Do you know who I am?"

"No sir."

"Well I suppose that doesn't really matter. All that matters is that you know that you belong to me. You are my property, like this chair, or this table. You are to do exactly what I say, when I say it, without question or hesitation? Do you understand?"

"Yes sir."

"Good. Then understand this as well. If you disobey me, if you talk back, if you annoy me, or displease me, or try to run away, I will slit your throat as easily as I pare an apple. Are you a virgin?"

"Excuse me, sir?"

"Have you been with a man? Had intercourse?"

"No sir."

"Probably lying but it's of no matter. You won't be a virgin for long, I promise you that!"


CHAPTER 3:

At dinner Christine, along with the women she had arrived with, and some others she didn't know, were kept busy serving the meal and keeping wine goblets filled. Being the duke's personal property her first priority was to always see to his needs, which in a strange way sort of gave her a position of superiority over the other girls.

Being no stranger to this sort of dining arrangement it wasn't that difficult for Christine to play her part convincingly. She knew how rough and coarse men were, especially when they had been drinking, and she knew what little regard they had for the feelings of a worthless girl like her. Groping, spanking, and lewd comments were to be expected. All the more so having been captured in the service of the enemy.

Of course no one would really hold that against her. She was born to serve and she would serve whoever her master was at the moment. She would have no political views or grand ambitions. Life was a struggle to make it from day to day. Her superiors understood this, even if they had little sympathy for her plight. It was a society driven by class and privilege and Christine was definitely viewed as someone at the lowest rung of the ladder.

After dinner the girls were rounded up and shoved into a pen, such as animals might have been kept in. There was no roof and no bedding to speak of, just some straw tossed about that would presumably have to suffice. There were no facilities, either, so the girls had to relieve themselves in the open, which Christine discovered was performed by pulling up ones skirt and squatting down in a hunched over position. It was terribly undignified but there was no choice.

A guard lounged lazily at the gate to the pen and occasionally offered some denigrating remark, but mostly contented himself with leaning up against the posts. After a while the gate swing open and another soldier entered.

"You with the big tits and the black hair...yes you! Come on!" the soldier barked.

Christine got up and brushed herself off before she followed the soldier with her head bowed. She was taken back to the duke's tent and then the soldier departed without a word.

"You served me well at dinner, but let us see how well you serve me in woman's true work. Go over to that table and bend over," the duke commanded.

Christine did as she was told and placed her hands on the table while she arched her back. She had a pretty good idea of what was about to happen and it wasn't going to be pleasant. She had only partly lied about being a virgin. As a prince she was well-accustomed to sexual encounters like this, but as a woman she had, of course, never been violated. It looked like that was about to change.

The duke came over and pulled her dress and shift up. Then he squeezed her butt cheeks a few times before giving her a firm slap on the rump.

"You have a nice, round, bottom. I like that in a woman. And nice wide hips for breeding children. And of course those lovely melons, so suited to being milked. Nature has given you a practical woman's body and a very pretty face in the bargain. I would say that you are a very lucky girl."

As he spoke he had been unfastening his trousers and now had his erect penis in hand. He gave himself a few strokes to make sure that he was hard and then lined himself up with her slit. To his surprise he didn't slip in easily. After a few tries he poked around with his finger and then attacked her gash with a mighty thrust of his cock. Christine let out a loud squeal.

"You weren't lying, were you?" the duke chuckled. "Now what on earth were you saving yourself for I wonder? A pretty thing like you could have traded her virtue for something of value, I imagine. That's not very enterprising of you, my girl. When you have something of value to give you must get something of value in return. Now you'll just have to give it away for nothing."

Christine had tried not to cry out but it did hurt and it surprised her when he plunged inside so vigorously. It was fortunate that she didn't have to look at his face. That would probably have been too much to bear. Her humiliation seemed total and complete. Not only had she fled her army, leaving them to their doom, she was now being humped in the most degrading manner possible by the man who had defeated her. If the duke only knew whose ass was laid bare before him he would know that he was truly the conqueror. It seemed almost fitting in a way. She had been emasculated in battle, she might as well be the victor's whore.

"Go ahead and cry or scream or whatever you feel like girl. The men seem to enjoy hearing that sort of thing," the duke said with a laugh and another slap to her behind.

Christine did cry. She didn't want to. It seemed foolish and unmanly but she couldn't help herself. And after a while she did scream out, but only once or twice. That seemed to please the duke for some reason. Suddenly there was the sound of another person in the room. Christine wanted to turn and look but didn't dare to.

"Excuse me, m'lord, but you wanted a report on the prince's whereabouts as soon as possible," said the stranger.

"Yes, yes, go on. Have you found him?"

The duke didn't bother to pull out or stop his thrusting, but he did seem to lose his focus and the pace slowed down to the point where he was just standing there with his prick inside her box. Christine forgot all about the indignity of the situation and listened carefully to the soldier's report.

"No, m'lord, we have not. We discovered an old tunnel in the castle that leads to a spot in the woods. That must be how the prince made his escape. It shouldn't be too hard to track him from there. It's just a matter of time," said the soldier bravely.

"Yes, it is just a matter of time. And time is of the essence. Every minute that he roams free he can gather his forces and grow stronger while we sit around and grow weaker. Why at this very moment he could be preparing to attack our camp in the night."

"We defeated his men at the castle easy enough. I shouldn't imagine that he could raise much of an army that we need worry about," the solder pointed out.

"Any group of men with weapons in their hands and the will to use them is an army we need to worry about. He has the name. His father was the most popular man who sat on the throne in generations. They will rally to the name, if not the boy. We return to Glenigham in the morning. Make the necessary preparations. I will not be caught out in the open without proper defenses."

The soldier departed and the duke resumed his pumping, only now he did so with even more ferocity.

"These fools think that taking a castle is the end of the play. But if that boy has one tenth of his father's genius for strategy I would suspect that he let us take it as part of a bigger plan. But what plan? What is he up to? I would give a chest of gold to know where he was right now."

Despite the pain and the humiliation Christine almost laughed out loud. She had accidentally become her own best spy. Those thoughts were soon overcome with the final horrific act of depravity as she heard the duke grunting noisily as he deposited his seed inside her. His seed! Oh, dear God! Was she so completely female that she could become pregnant? And what if she was carrying the duke's child?


CHAPTER 4:

After serving her purpose Christine was taken back to the pen and shoved down on the ground. Her head was spinning, both with sad thoughts of what had just happened to her and happy thoughts that the prince was so much of a concern to the duke. Perhaps this  misfortunate detour could be turned to her advantage. The alchemist was right, she was virtually invisible. A man would speak freely in her presence and never give her a second thought.

It got very cold during the night and the girls huddled together for warmth. No one should have to live like this, thought Christine. When she was king she would pay more attention to the plight of those less fortunate. They were still humans and deserved some basic, human, dignity.

There was nothing dignified about the way they were carted up again the next morning and went bumping off down the road towards the duke's home castle of Glenigham. At least they were out of that foul smelling pen and in the open air.

Christine could recall riding along this road many times when her father was king and there was peace in the land. Her father was a legend of a man. A king at the age of 14, he had fought and won many battles. He had driven out the barbarians and unified the land. He had also brought a sense of justice and the rule of law. The various barons and dukes who dreamed of power were kept in check by the popularity of the Malick name.

When the king died there was chaos and rebellion and bloodshed. The Duke of Drendall had formed an alliance with several lesser warlords and easily brushed the other competitors aside. Now he had turned his attention on the ultimate prize and was determined to destroy the Malick dynasty and seize the crown for himself.

Christine was not as young as her father had been when he took the throne but with so much peace in the land she had never had the opportunity to prove herself in battle as the prince. Never led men to victory, which is the surest way to win their respect and loyalty. Fortunately Drake had been her father's master strategist and diplomat and he had been working feverishly to cobble together an alliance. Had the Duke of Drendall attacked a month later things might have been very different, but he was no fool and knew that he needed to strike while the prince was weak.

It was vital that Christine get back to her people as soon as possible. Back to being the prince. The mystery of his location would buy a little time as the duke withdrew to his fortress, but the prince would have to show himself soon.

Of course Christine planned to take advantage of her unique position to try and learn all of the duke's plans and hopefully find a weakness, or see a way of leading him into a trap, but none of that would matter if she wasn't there to lead the army.

Glenigham was a dreary place. Christine knew it well enough from having attended various banquets and balls there. As the royal family they were always received as the guests of honor. She had a feeling the accommodations would be a little less prepossessing this time around.

She was pleasantly surprised that she was to have a little room of her own. It was a perk of being favored by the master of the castle. She was to serve his meals, either in the banquet hall or in his private quarters, and she was to serve his cock, whenever and wherever he chose to have that function performed.

The first night the duke ate in his room, joined by two or three of his top advisors. It was fortunate that she was also to serve the wine because it gave her an excuse to hover nearby and hear everything they were saying.

"We know he has troops near Willem Creek. It can't be more than 1,000 men at most. If we move on them, in force, we should be able to mop them up fairly quickly," said one of the advisors.

"It may be 1,000 men or it may be 2,000 men by the time we get there. And how many are mounted? The castle was guarded with pike men and a few archers, but none of the elite troops. And we were able to lay siege while we battered the walls and starved the inhabitants. If we go marching down the road to Willem Creek word of our approach will travel much faster than we will. There are any number of points along the way which would provide an ideal spot for an ambush," said the duke.

"Having taken the prince's castle, surely you plan to finish off his army?" said another advisor.

"If I have to. Remember that this is a civil war, gentlemen. Those we kill are those we hope to rule. King Malick held his power in unity. I have no desire to be the king of a ruined wasteland filled with widows and orphans who curse my name and plot my demise. The key is the prince. If there is no Malick there is no memory and no one to lead the army. Better to kill one man than to spend months, or even years, in a bloody and costly war."

It was fascinating to Christine to hear herself spoken of as another person, yet of course she was in a way. It was also fascinating to see how the duke's mind worked. Even though his whole purpose was to destroy her and wipe out her family name she had to admire the sensibility of his strategy. Her father, the greatest warrior of his time, had often spoken of the benefits of peace and prosperity. If the duke could make the transition as seamless as possible the people might indeed prefer a land of peace ruled by a usurper to a land of war ruled by the rightful heir.

She had also learned that she still had a sizeable force of men in Willem Creek. If she could make her way there she could surely find Drake and take her place at the head of her troops.

When the advisors had departed Christine started to clear away the dishes but the duke seemed in a dark mood. He knocked the serving tray from her hand and picked her up by the waist before dumping her unceremoniously on her back on the still cluttered table. Dishes and cutlery went clattering to the floor but the duke paid no heed. He was unfastening his trousers and reaching for his pecker.

He jerked Christine's legs wide apart and took his prick in his hand. After bringing himself to hardness he yanked Christine down to the very edge of the table and mounted her with savage intensity.

"Those fools. Those utter, blind, fools," he wailed as he jammed his cock into Christine's tight snatch. "They think we can just skip down the road and win an easy victory. They don't consider the logistics or the cost. Not just the cost in lives but the actual cost in gold to feed and pay and supply an army in the field. Do you have any idea what that costs? Of course you don't, you're just a stupid cunt. You know I almost envy you that. You have no affairs of state to weigh you down. No complicated maneuvers to contemplate. No alliances to forge and to hold onto. Your purpose is so simple and clear. Just spread your legs and take a man's cock inside you."

Christine wasn't facing away from him this time but at least she could just lie on her back and stare at the ceiling. There was some truth in what he said about the simplicity of the role she was now playing compared to her usual one. It wasn't very difficult to do. Ironically the duke had been talking to one of the few people in the world who knew exactly what he meant, but she still didn't see anything about her situation that was envious.

Was the duke being cautious or was he actually scared? He definitely didn't seem like a man who wanted to take any big risks. He would attack, if he must, but only when he was certain of victory. That might be the key, to present him with a target that looked easy for the taking and lure him into the full-scale battle he was obviously trying to avoid.

"Oh, yes, yes, yes," the duke groaned with relief as he once again deposited his sperm inside her. "That's exactly what I needed. Now clean this place up, wench!"


CHAPTER 5:

The next few days followed the same basic pattern. There were meals to serve, followed by long periods of absolute boredom with nothing to do, punctuated by the inevitable fornication whenever the duke was in the mood, which seemed to be quite often. She appreciated having her own room but she sort of missed the company of the other girls, not that they had spoken much, but even huddling together to stay warm had been some sort of friendly human companionship.

Still, the duke seemed pleased with her. He only struck her during sex, and that never seemed to be the result of being angry or displeased with her, he just liked it rough. He almost always took her from behind, which made sense, since it symbolized his superiority over her, and that was fine with Christine. It was less personal that way.

The prince still hadn't been found, obviously, and the duke was flying into a rage each time one of his men came to report their failure. There were rumors of him having been sighted in a dozen different places, making the search all the more difficult, much to Christine's delight.

She had been trying to plan her escape but it wasn't going to be that easy. She pretty much only traveled from her room to the kitchen and then the banquet hall or the duke's chambers. Fortunately she remembered the layout of the place pretty well from having explored it as a boy, while her father and the other adults did whatever it was that they were doing.

She obviously wasn't going to be able to just walk out the gate so if she wanted to use that exit she would have to figure out when a cart or wagon was leaving and hide herself in the back somehow. She might be questioned on her way to the courtyard but it shouldn't be too difficult to come up with some plausible story. Unfortunately she had no idea when or how often vehicles came or went and no way of discovering that at the moment. She might overhear something in the kitchen but she certainly couldn't go asking a lot of questions.

The other option was to go over the walls. She would need to find some rope and a place to stash it until needed, and it would be a physical risk, but possibly the only way to get out of here undetected. If she went in the dead of night it would be difficult to spot her and several hours, at least, before anyone noticed that she was gone.

She needed to get out of there soon, if for no other reason than that the duke seemed to be growing more frustrated all the time, and the more frustrated he got the most aggressive he became with her, despite the fact that he seemed to rely on her for relief.

One night he sent for her and when she entered his room she found him seated at a desk, pouring over some maps and papers. She stood quietly waiting for him to place her where he wanted her.

"Well, don't just stand there. Crawl under the desk," the duke demanded, as if it was the most natural thing in the world to say.

Christine hesitated for a moment, the first time she had ever done that, and the duke looked up and shot her an annoyed glance.

"Are you deaf? Crawl under the desk," he half shouted.

Christine got on all fours and made her way to the desk, which was basically a small table with a cloth hanging over it. She pulled the cloth back and got all the way under the best she could. She was startled to find that the duke was naked from the waist down.

"What are you waiting for?" the duke chided her from above. "Get me hard you silly cunt."

She had barely even seen his pecker before, and certainly never touched it with her hands. She usually just bent over and waited for him to finish jerking himself off inside her. To touch another man's penis was just too revolting to contemplate, but what else was there for her to do? She didn't have to look at it. She could just close her eyes and try to think of happier thoughts. With a shaky hand she reached forward and grasped his member in her palm. He had instructed her to get him hard. Well, that much she knew quite well from personal experience so she started to stroke his shaft.

Almost immediately it began to spring to life. She thought about giving his nut sack a good wallop and then making a run for it but she knew she wouldn't get far. She closed her eyes and continued to stroke.

"Now put it in your mouth," the duke ordered. "Yes, I know you've never done it but you need to learn how and now is as good a time as any."

Christine did know about licking the spigot. That was always considered a real treat in her circle of male friends. One would certainly never ask a lady to do it, and the best results were usually obtained from prostitutes, who actually favored it to intercourse since it took away the risk of pregnancy. A woman who put a man's penis in her mouth was simultaneously something to be prized and something to be despised. It was jolly good fun for a man but only the lowest kind of slut would allow such a thing.

She thought about everything she had suffered so far. She thought about all the information she had gathered. She thought about all the men who had died for her and would willingly die for her in the future. What did her pride matter now? This wasn't her real body anyway. It was some form of magical enchantment. Whatever she did was no reflection on the man she was inside.

She opened her mouth and put her lips around the tip of his dick. She tried to think about the times she had gotten her own bell rung and realized that if she kept using her hand she wouldn't have to do that much with her mouth.

Using her hand to keep up the friction she let her head bob up and down a little, feeling his rod rubbing up against her tongue.

"Not bad. Not bad at all," the duke moaned with appreciation.

She just kept going. Stroking a little faster and bobbing her head a little more. At one point she bumped her head against the bottom of the desk which the duke seemed to find terribly amusing.

"It's a good thing there's nothing in a woman's head most of the time anyway. At least you can't have done any serious damage," he chuckled.

Christine must have been doing something right because the duke didn't last very long. The moment of terror was at hand as he began to ejaculate in her mouth but since he couldn't see her she just tried to collect as much of his cum as she could, then quickly spit it into her hand and wiped it on her shift. She didn't know if he had expected her to swallow but she wasn't taking any chances.

"All right, you can come out now," the duke said in a remarkably pleasant voice.

Christine crawled out from under the desk and stood in front of him. Her lips were still moist with his sticky residue.

"Well, that wasn't so bad, was it?"

"No sir."

"You got a nice little desert before you toddle off to bed. I hope you appreciate that."

"Yes sir. Thank you very much."

"You know, sometimes I look into your eyes and I think I see a spark of intelligence, but then you open your mouth and I realize what a brainless little ninny you really are. And I don't mean that as an insult. A girl like you should be a brainless little ninny. You're only good for domestic work and fornication and making babies, and once you've done that you're of little good between the sheets. Intelligent women are complicated. A damn nuisance, really, most of the time. But you're a good girl. You do what your master tells you and you don't give him any trouble. Now run along to bed. You'll be tasting me on your tongue as you fall asleep tonight."


CHAPTER 6:

The rope was still in the place where Christine had hid it. She was certain that no one had seen her slipping out of her room and down the hallway. Most of this top floor was the duke's private quarters but fortunately he didn't keep guards posted by his door. They were stationed on the staircase at the end of the corridor.

There was a little room that was used for storage. It was a cluttered affair with boxes and barrels and chests of all kinds, rather haphazardly stacked upon each other. It was perfect for her purposes. She had already picked out the heaviest stack of goods to secure one end of the rope to and she went about her task with lightning speed.

The window, if it could be called that, was not much more than a slit, but Christine was praying that she would be able to squeeze through it. Once the rope was secure she tossed the other end out the window and then pulled off her skirt and shift and tied them around her waist. She knew she wouldn't be able to climb with that cumbersome outfit and any thoughts of modesty had been drilled out of her by this time.

It took some effort to wiggle though the opening in the wall, and her bosom didn't help matters at all, but somehow she made it and didn't lose her grip on the rope in the process. Putting her feet up against the outer wall she slowly let herself down in little hops. The rope burned her hand but she hardly noticed. She had to keep her concentration totally focused or she would surely fall to her doom.

She wanted to go as fast as possible but that meant even more pain, and if her hands got too sore she wouldn't be able to grip the rope at all. If anyone had seen her they would have been in for quite a unique eyeful. One doesn't generally see a beautiful, buxom, young girl, almost in the nude, scaling the wall of a castle in the middle of the night.

To her relief she made it and thought about putting her clothes back on but realized that she could run faster this way so they remained tied around her waist. If she was caught it made no difference whether she was dressed or not. Better to get as far away as fast as possible.

Christine saw a clump of trees and darted for them. Hopefully none of the guards on the wall would notice one lone figure running in the dark. She was tired from the climb but she found a second wind and raced through the woods as fast as she could go, her bare skin getting scratched by branches and her breasts bouncing up and down uncontrollably.

When she could run no more she stopped and put her clothes back on. From here on out she would have to be an inconspicuous traveler and that was definitely better done in a dress. She allowed herself a few minutes to rest and found a little stream to get a drink of water from, which was very refreshing. It also felt good to let her sore hands rest in the pool but she knew she had to keep moving. The first few hours would be critical.

They would discover that she was gone when she didn't report to the kitchen to serve the duke his breakfast. There would probably be some confusion but once they began searching it wouldn't take too long to find the storage room and the rope dangling out the window. Of course someone might see the rope at first daylight and sound the alarm, assuming that a spy or an assassin had snuck in. That could be even better because the search would be for a non-existent enemy lurking in the castle instead of for a runaway servant girl on the outside of the castle.

One way or the other she knew that she had to get to Willem Creek eventually but she had to be very cautious about the route she took. It was possible that the duke would be too preoccupied with those weighty affairs of state that he was always complaining about, but she suspected that he would at least make some effort to track her down. It would be a blow to his ego to think that he had been outwitted by a brainless little ninny and that might infuriate him enough to devote men and resources to her capture.

It was kind of ironic that the duke was looking for her as both a man and a woman, never realizing that they were one-in-the-same, and had been living under his own roof. If she ever fell into the duke's hands again it would surely be the end for both the prince and the peasant girl.

She walked on as the sun came up but resolved to sleep during the day and travel at night as much as possible, once she had put some more distance between herself and the castle. She was dead tired and her body ached all over but she pressed on for a few hours more.

Finally she came to a small farm and slipped as quietly as she could into the barn. It was risky to be in here in the daytime but she needed to lie down and rest very badly and there was a hayloft that would provide some concealment. She tip-toed into the loft and found the most remote and hidden spot she could, then pulled a bunch of loose hay over herself to provide some more cover. In no time at all she was fast asleep. Hopefully she wouldn't sleep too long and could get back on her way again.


CHAPTER 7:

She needn't have worried about getting too much sleep. It wasn't quite dark yet when she felt a poking and tugging at her leg, which had sprung free from its hiding place as she tossed in turned in her slumber. A rather young-looking boy was doing the poking and he got an enormous grin on his face when he saw what was hiding under the straw.

"Say now, you're really something," the lad whistled. "Don't worry, I ain't going to tell anyone. I thought I saw a girl sneaking into the barn but I waited until after supper to come out and make sure."

"Is this your farm?" Christine asked nervously.

"Well, my pa's farm I suppose, but we all work it. So who you running' away from? Your husband? Your father?" the boy asked.

"My father is dead. Killed in the war. I'm on my way to live with my uncle," she stated clearly, having practiced this speech a few times.

"Hey, that's too bad. You got any money?"

"No."

"Are you hungry?"

"Yes."

"Well, if you ain't got any money I suppose we'll have to think of some other way for you to pay, you know what I mean?" he said with a wink.

"I think so."

"Then you just wait right here and don't make a sound. I'll be back in the blink of an eye...then we can talk terms."

She thought about running but she was extremely hungry and she would need to eat to keep her strength up. She could probably fight this boy off if, she grabbed a pitchfork or something, but that would raise a commotion and she had nothing against this lad. He was trying to help her, even if she suspected that he wasn't doing it purely out of the kindness of his heart.

We he came back with the food Christine had to admit that it smelled delicious. There was chicken and thick bread and even some kind of pudding. She waited to see what sort of "terms" he had in mind but had already resolved to do just about whatever he wanted.

"You know I've never been with a girl before, I mean, not all the way. I've gotten my hand on a booby before but I sure would like to know what else I've been missing out on."

"Well...that seems fair. But I want to eat first while it's hot. And after I'll want a container of water I can carry and a pouch with some dry corn in it or some bread or something. If you agree to all of that I'll let you put it me," Christine said firmly.

"Just put it in or let me poke you for real?" asked the boy.

"Poke me for real. There's not much point in putting it in if you don't do anything, now is there?"

She might have been able to get away with just a quick act of penetration but she kind of liked this boy's simplicity and directness. She could remember the first time she had been with a woman, and even as a prince it was terrifying. Hopefully she could make this a happy memory for the lad. At least she was in control this time.

She ate quickly, much to the boy's delight, and then she lay back on the hay and spread her legs.

"So what do I do now?" he asked.

"Take it out and get it hard," Christine replied.

"Oh, it's plenty hard already. I started getting hard the moment I saw you pretty face."

That pleased Christine for some reason. The duke always needed to be stroked before penetrating her. It was kind of sweet that this boy thought she was so pretty that he got aroused without even touching himself.

The boy pulled down his trousers and Christine pulled up her skirt and beckoned for the young man to get between her legs. She helped him position his arms so that they were on either side of her torso and then waited patiently while he tried to slip his tool inside her.

"Use your hand to guide it," she suggested gently.

He followed her advice and after a little more flailing about he got an enormous grin on his face again as he realized that he was inside a woman's cunny for the first time in his life. He was a big boy, Christine noted. Bigger than the duke for certain. This fellow might be very popular with the ladies once he learned how to find the right hole without a guide.

"Okay, now slide it back and forth like you're churning butter," Christine instructed.

That did the trick, and nature did the rest. Soon the boy was huffing and puffing as he got the hang of the thing. Christine heard herself make a strange little sound and got frightened for a moment. Then she realized that it felt kind of good. Really good, in fact. She kept on with her little moans and grabbed the lad's butt as he thrust his large cock into her with total glee. Maybe it was his size, or maybe it was the fact that she liked the guy, but this was definitely a different experience for her.

"Oh, shoot, oh, damn! What do I do now?" the lad cried in panic as he realized he was about to cum.

"Just let it go. That's the whole point of this."

"Oh...oh...oh!" the boy grunted as he ejaculated with some intensity.

When he was done he politely asked if he should pull out now and Christine nodded yes. The boy kind of collapsed in a heap, his arms more tired than he had expected.

"Wow," was all he could say.

"Now you know what it's like," Christine said as she smiled warmly at him.

"I'll never forget you. Not to my dying day," the young man said in earnest.

"I won't forget you either."

They probably wouldn't forget each other anytime soon, even if they never did learn their names.


CHAPTER 8:

The lad was good for his word and Christine was supplied with the things she had requested. He had actually given her a lot more food than she had asked for, and even a slice of pie, and she was eternally grateful for the encounter. When she was king she would have to find the boy and reward him. He'd never know why he was being honored, of course, but she would know.

For the first time since her horrible transformation she felt a little good about herself. As a prince she wasn't accustomed to bartering with anyone, certainly not peasant farmers, but she thought she had negotiated that deal quite smartly. She remembered what the duke had said about her body being of value in trade for something that she needed or wanted and realized that he was right. She gave what she was willing to give to get what she wanted to have.

Even more importantly it was the first time she had felt like a real person and not just a possession. That boy didn't think of her as a stupid cunt. He saw her as a worldly wise woman who knew about the mysteries of sex. And he thought she was pretty. Plus it was so painfully obvious how much he appreciated what they had done.

Still, it was odd that she had found the experience rather pleasant physically. It was well known that women didn't enjoy sex. Perhaps it was the fact that she was really a man underneath that had created the illusion of pleasure. Or maybe there was something about her enchanted body that promoted unnatural stimulation in her loins. Or maybe women could get some kind of satisfaction out of coitus, despite what she had always heard. The boy was very big. He may have just over stimulated her senses or something.

She traveled all night, avoiding any major roads, whenever possible, and began to look around for a place to sleep. Traveling through the woods at night with no signposts to mark the way had gotten her a little disoriented and she really wasn't sure where she was at the moment. Somewhere along the line she would have to find a town or a landmark and get her bearings straight but for all she knew she could be almost anywhere.

There appeared to be another farm in the distance and she approached it carefully. As she got closer she realized that the farm was abandoned and largely destroyed, no doubt due to the ravages of war. Some army must have come through and pillaged everything they could carry before setting the torch to the house, for no good reason that Christine could see. She wondered which army and hoped fervently that it wasn't hers. These were just poor people trying to scratch out a living, like that nice lad back there that she had bedded. What did these people care who sat on which throne all the way out here in the middle of nowhere? They probably didn't even know there was a war going on until it rolled over them like a wave of fire.

Everything was dirty and covered with soot but part of the roof was still intact and she found some scraps of cloth to use as a blanket as she curled up in a corner and went to sleep. It wasn't that easy to sleep with the sun shining down, but at least the roof provided a little shade. Hopefully no one would disturb her this time but she was prepared to barter if she had to.

She was not disturbed and went on her way, literally stumbling in the dark for another two days and nights. Her food had run out and she was famished. She hadn't been able to find a thing along the way. There had obviously been a great deal of destruction and men tramping about stripping the land of all the food it produced. She couldn't even find a piece of fruit on a tree or some old forgotten carrot still growing in the dirt.

She had to get back on the road and she had to find people. It was a risk but starving was a definite. It was time to switch to daylight traveling. Hopefully she would get lucky and find some kind of reference point soon. She needed a town or another farm where she could either steal some food or trade for it.

As she walked down the lane she heard the sound of a slow moving horse cart coming up behind her. She shot a glance over her shoulder and saw an old man with a mostly empty wagon jostling her way. She turned back the way she was headed and continued to walk as if she hadn't seen the cart. Soon they were upon her and the man called out.

"Where are you headed little lady?"

"What's the next town?" she called back.

"That would be Congsworth."

"Then that's where I'm headed."

"Hop in, I'll take you there. No, not in back. Climb up here with me. I could use the company."

The old man probably wasn't all that old once Christine got a better look at him, but it seemed like he had lived a hard life that had probably aged him before his time. He wasn't much of a talker so she couldn't get a lot of news out of him without asking too many questions. Apparently his idea of "company" was to rest his hand on her knee, or put his arm around her shoulder as often as he could. He even gave her breasts a few squeezes for good measure. If this was the fare for a ride to town at least it was a reasonable one.

She did have to tell her story about her dead father and seeking her uncle again but the man didn't seem to be paying that much attention, even though he had initiated the question. He never offered an explanation of what he wanted to do in Congsworth or what was in his wagon and she never asked. When they reached the town she jumped down and the man rode on.

If she was in Congsworth that meant that she had drifted quite far from her original path, but that was probably to be expected. Quite frankly she was a bit surprised that she hadn't been captured by now and gave herself a little pat on the back for her craftiness. As a prince everything was pretty much handed to you on a silver platter. Self-reliance and pluck weren't qualities one usually associated with monarchs.

She needed food and she needed a place to sleep. She had no money but an inn or tavern seemed like the best place to begin. There would be men with money and food and drink and she knew how to serve men in every way possible. She straightened herself out as much as she could and strolled into the first public house she encountered.

"What do you want sister?" the barkeep growled.

"I'm looking for work," she replied.

"Do you know what kind of place this is?"

"No, I assume it's a public house of some kind," she said, looking around and noting the tables.

"Well, it is that as well," chuckled the barkeep. "But most of the gents that come in here are looking for more than a drink, if you get my drift."

"It's a whorehouse then?" said Christine calmly.

"Please! I prefer the word brothel, the barkeep protested.

"Fine. I'm still looking for work."

The barkeep looked her over closely. She was a beauty, that was for sure, and very young. It was hard to figure why a lass like that would want to spread her legs in a bawdy house.

"Times been tough for you sister?" the barkeep asked more suspiciously than compassionately.

"Tough for everyone."

"Ain't that the truth. I'd like to help but I don't need any new girls right at the moment. And how do I know you'd be any good to me anyway? You don't look like the sort."

Christine came around behind the bar and dropped down on her knees. She unfastened the drop front on the barkeep's trousers and pulled his penis out. She proceeded to suck his cock quite proficiently and finished by showing the astonished man his own cum on her tongue before she swallowed it down.

"You're hired."


CHAPTER 9:

Christine had felt like a whore from the moment she had been dragged before the duke so being in a whorehouse now was only a logical progression. She would have preferred to just be sweeping up or waiting tables but what kind of service she provided didn't really matter that much. She just needed a place to be for a few days while she tried to pick up some information and maybe make a little money that would help her get wherever she needed to go all the quicker.

It was very quiet at the bordello right now but the barkeep assured her that business would pickup once the sun went down. Christine was taken up to her room and handed an outfit to change into. It was simple and practical. It consisted of a leather corset, which fastened around the waist, and a short skirt that was completely open in the front. She was to wear nothing else at all while in her room. The corset, which came up to the bottom of her breasts, made her sizeable bosom all the more pronounced and the skirt put her pelvis on full display.

The barkeep explained the rules and prices and said that he would send someone up with some food before things started to get busy. In a little while a rather skinny little blonde girl appeared with her dinner, which she placed on a table near the bed.

"So you're the new girl!" the blonde said cheerfully. "My name's Odette, what's yours?"

"Christine."

"Pleased to meet you Christine. Say, you've got lovely big ones, don't you! Wish I had jugs like that," said the girl, glancing down sadly at her rather flat chest.

"Why?" asked Christine.

"More money, of course. I don't get to work upstairs very often. Only when it's really busy, like when soldiers are passing through town."

"Do we get a lot of soldiers here?"

"My word, yes! Seems like one army or another is always parading through town, this way and that. Now eat your dinner dearie before it gets cold."

That gave Christine an idea. If her own soldiers were to visit this establishment she couldn't very well tell them she was really the prince, grab a sword, and lead them away, but she might be able to get a message to Drake. Of course if they were the duke's soldiers there was always the chance that she might be recognized and captured, but that was a chance she was just going to have to take.

When the sun went down and business picked up Christine started to receive "gentlemen callers" to her bed. She remembered her own visits to such establishments, always done incognito of course, and had a pretty good idea of how to play the saucy wench. She also remembered what she had learned from those girls about the benefits of anal and oral sex as a means of not getting knocked up so she decided to steer the clientele in that direction whenever she could.

The proved surprisingly easy to do. Both acts were strictly taboo, since they weren't for the purpose of procreation, which made them all the more enticing.

Her first customer was a jolly fat man with a long mustache. His clothes had probably been elegant once, but now they were patched and threadbare. He wore a wide-brimmed hat with a ridiculously large plume that would have looked comical were it not at least in proportion with its owner's girth.

"Well, well, well, aren't you a regular plumb dolly! Where have they been hiding you?" the man grinned as he began to undress.

"I'm new in town and looking to make my fortune," Christine replied cheerfully.

"And I'm sure you will, my dear. I'm sure you will. So... country girl fresh off the vine, as it were. You're not a shy one I hope."

"Come and try me."

"That's what I like to hear!"

Christine definitely didn't want this huge fellow lying on top of her so she presented her ass to him. He gladly accepted the invitation.

For some reason she had sort of assumed that being penetrated in one hole would be pretty much like another but she quickly found out how wrong she was. Fortunately her client's corpulence did not extent to the size of his meat and his stamina was almost non-existent so she got through her first backdoor encounter without too much pain.

The jovial fat man seemed delighted with the results and gave her a nice tip, to help her on her way to her fortune, he explained. Then he tweaked her nipples for "good luck" and waddled out of the room.

The rest of the night was a series of men of all types and shapes and sizes. One lad was so excited that he spilled his seed the moment he got his prick out of his pants. Christine let him play with her tits for a while so that his friends would think he was giving her a good scrogging.

"Don't let it worry you, boy. You'll get it right next time," she said soothingly as she stroked his hair.

Christine felt for these young lads. So much of what defined a man, especially at a certain age, was his prowess with the opposite sex. Being a prince provided many advantages, but it couldn't give you a bigger cock. It was always a little embarrassing knowing that she wasn't the most well-hung lad in the country, not that anyone would ever mention it of course. She always felt more comfortable with prostitutes because it was so transactional and they seemed so comfortable and open with the whole thing, like there was no shame in it at all. Respectable ladies went to bed with their clothes on and wanted the room as dark as possible.

It seemed to Christine that the longer she stayed in a woman's body the more she began to develop a female brain and a womanly heart. Her father had taught her to be just and fair, but that was out of a sense of duty. The king might sit in court and decide who the rightful owner of a goat was but once the petitioners had left they were never thought of again. There was no real compassion for the plight of the common man.

The duke understood the importance of not antagonizing the people, but that was purely a political motive. He didn't give two figs for the people themselves. Yet when Christine lived and traveled among the people and saw the horrible devastation of war and the cruel indifference in which the "betters" treated their "lessers" her heart swelled with emotion. It had to be this female body that made her so weak, she tried to tell herself.

At the end of her first day as a whore she felt sore and tired but surprisingly pleased with herself, especially when she counted up her little pile of coins. As a prince she had never had to earn a living and it made her feel good to know that she was competent enough to do so, even if it was the lowest work in the world.


CHAPTER 10:

She had found some writing materials and secretly penned a message to Drake in a cryptic, coded way that only he would understand. It was important for Drake to know that the prince was still alive and where she could be found. If the message got through Drake could send a reply and they could arrange for a rendezvous at last.

Christine was surprised to discover that the brothel was sort of an unofficial neutral zone with soldiers of all sides. When you think of armies you tend to think of large bodies of men marching into battle but there were actually smaller groups of soldiers constantly on the move, scouting, spying, foraging, delivering messages, or simply lost and trying to find their way back to friendly territory. In this house they were all just horny men looking for a chick-a-biddy to pass the time with before returning to the manly responsibilities of war.

It took some time before she finally had a customer who sported the Malick crest on his tunic. It felt funny to think that one day soon she would be commanding this man as his prince, but for the moment she had to play her part if she ever wanted to be prince again.

"Say now, I do like a bushel bubby," said the soldier as he fondled her exposed breasts.

"Is that the Malick crest I see?" asked Christine casually.

"And what if it is? I served the old king proudly as I serve the prince now!"

"I don't know anything about that but I do know that men with that badge always seem to be especially manly where it counts to a woman."

"You're right about that, lass," the soldier chuckled.

"If you do me a favor I'll give you a free one."

"What's the catch?" the soldier asked suspiciously.

"I need someone to deliver this letter."

"Who to?"

"I don't know. I can't read," Christine replied simply as she handed the letter to the soldier.

"You don't know who this is addressed to or what's inside but you want me to deliver it?"

"A man came here a few days ago and said he was on an important mission, whatever that meant. He said it was too risky for him to travel any further with this information on his person and gave me a nice bit of gold if I promised to hand it over to the first soldier I met who wore the crest of Malick. I said I would try and promised not to show it to anyone else. So I figure your bill's already been paid if you're the man to be trusted."

"You can count on that my girl. Now let's conclude the bargain fair and square."

The soldier had Christine lie on her back while he straddled her waist. She had no idea what he was planning but she found out soon enough. After instructing her to squeeze her breasts together he inserted his pecker between the two mountains of flesh and began to jerk away, as if he was inside one of her tight little holes.

It was a strange new sensation that she had never experienced as a man or a woman but it was easy enough to accommodate and she found herself pinching and squeezing her own nipples as he pumped away in her cleavage.

When he was ready to finish he grabbed her hair and sprayed her face with his hot, sticky, elixir.

"I'll deliver that message, don't you fear. And I just might have to come back soon to have another go. I might like to dip in your wicket next time!"

Christine cleaned her face and waited for her next customer. It was incredibly risky to put anything down on paper but she had a feeling she could trust this man for some reason. If he was captured or killed no one would be able to understand the message anyway, but it might lead them back to her and that would be bad. She had stolen a small knife from the kitchen and concealed it under her bed. If she had to fight her way out of here she would do so, but she hoped that it wouldn't come to that.

Several more days passed and Christine was beginning to lose hope that the message had gotten through when a customer entered her room, dressed in black from head to toe, and wearing a hooded cape that largely concealed his face. She was sprawled out on the bed with her legs wide open, resting her head on one arm in a pose that she had found to be especially alluring to men.

As the man stepped forward and removed his hood she was astonished to find that it was Drake himself!


CHAPTER 11:

"Forgive me, m'lord, but I had to come in person to see if this was true," said Drake as he quickly turned his head and even placed his hand over his eyes.

Christine was suddenly overcome with an unusual sense of modesty and sat upright with her legs together while she cupped her hands over her breasts. It was so strange to be called "m'lord" again, especially in this situation and found it rather amusing that Drake seemed so embarrassed by finding her like this.

"Come, sit down," she insisted. "As you might have guessed I'm not as shy as all that."

Drake took a seat in a chair next to the bed and tried hard not to stare at her too much. She was still covering her breasts, but there was a lot to cover, and even with her legs together the curly tufts of her hair were quite clear to see. Drake was horrified to discover that he was getting quite stiff.

"We knew that you had escaped Glenigham but had no idea where you might have gone after that. I've had spies out all over the country searching for you but all the rumors proved to be false until this soldier turned up in camp with your letter, m'lord," Drake explained, trying to keep his eyes on hers.

"Perhaps it would best if you didn't use that term until I'm better equipped to live up to it," she joked. "I'm still just Christine at the moment...as you can plainly see."

"Forgive me...Christine...if I had any idea that your fate would be such I would never have agreed to this plan in the beginning."

"And if you hadn't I would be dead. You gave me wise counsel as always, my friend. I have done what needed to be done, and my plight has not been as bad as it probably appears to be. I don't blame you for anything, I thank you for your inspired planning and for your loyalty and devotion," she said as she reached out with both hands affectionately.

Drake took her hands, but of course saw the fullness of her naked breasts. She was the most beautiful and alluring creature he had ever seen, he thought to himself with a terrible degree of shame. This was his prince, but he couldn't see the boy he had known since birth, he just saw the woman whose soft hands now rested in his own.

When he released her grasp she covered herself again, which was somewhat of a relief and a disappointment at the same time to Drake. He had to concentrate. He had to remember who they really were.

"Drake, you wouldn't believe the information that fool duke made me privy to. He spoke freely in my presence, assuming me to be a stupid girl, and even allowed me to overhear his counsels of war. I think we may be able to use this to our advantage," said Christine softly, but with an excited tone of voice.

"I fear that I bring some terrible news. The old alchemist has died," said Drake sadly.

"But he left behind the potion?" Christine asked hopefully.

"I'm afraid not. As he explained at the time the potion had to be mixed and consumed rather quickly in order to work. There was an hour or two at most before the elixir lost its power. There was no way to preserve it indefinitely. We planned to be ready to prepare it as soon as you returned but now that is no longer possible."

"So I'm stuck like this forever?" Christine cried, raising her voice more than she had planned to.

"Not necessarily. We have all of the old man's papers and notes and we have been searching for another alchemist who can decipher them, but have had no luck thus far. The old fellow was not very clear in his writing and presumably kept a lot of knowledge in his head," Drake explained.

"But the army is still loyal?"

"Such as it is. I'm afraid that with no leader the ranks have been dwindling, rather than swelling. There is a widely held belief that the prince is either dead or has gone into hiding. Neither of those things is apt to rally men to battle."

"So what are we do?" Christine asked.

With the alchemist gone and the door guards killed there was no one but Drake who had been present for the prince's transformation. If he pounced on this girl and ravished her he could leave her here to her own devices and no one would ever believe any crazy tale she told about being the true prince. Or he could abduct her and keep her as his own private possession and retire to some comfortable spot far away. Despite the lust burning in his loins at this instant his loyalty and devotion was supreme and he knew he could never do anything that despicable.

"The first thing we must do is get you away from here and to a place of safety and seclusion. I can see to it that the keeper of this establishment is well-compensated for his loss...and his silence. Once you're safe we can continue to search for someone who can change you back, but we might also have to prepare for the possibility that you will be stuck in this body for some time to come," said Drake carefully.

"Then all is lost."

"No, never that. Never lose hope. Our original plan may be unworkable but we will come up with another one, I promise you."

"I know you will, Drake, I trust you completely. There is no man wiser or more capable than you. If there is a way you will find it."

Drake spoke to the barkeep, and some money changed hands, while Christine changed into her old clothes. She had no  possessions to take with her, aside from the cash she had earned, which she handed to Drake for safekeeping.

"You ah...earned all of this?" he asked as he felt the weight of her coin purse.

"Apparently I was rather good at this unusual line of work," she said with a smile.

That thought made Drake's head spin and he actually felt a tinge of jealousy towards the men who had been lucky enough to receive her favors. This girl was the prince, there was no doubt about that, but it was painfully hard to remember after seeing her lovely bosom and those round, pink, nipples.

Drake had brought her a horse and they mounted before riding off into the darkness. Christine was on her way to safety...but then what? What if no one could ever decipher the old man's notes? What if she had to remain a she forever? It was all too much to think about right now. She was back with Drake, and that made her feel safe and confident. He would never let her down.


CHAPTER 12:

They obviously couldn't just ride back into camp and announce that the prince had returned. It was better not to explain Christine at all until a new plan had been formulated so Drake took her to a small house near the coast where she could be kept out of sight and far away from the duke.

It was just a little cottage but it had a lovely view and it was very quiet and peaceful there. Drake provided her with some more suitable clothing as soon as he could and there was a girl named Jenny to cook and clean. She was instructed to call her mistress "Miss Christine" or simply "miss" and had no idea who she might be. Jenny was a trusted servant of Drake's and she knew better than to stick her nose into things that were none of her business.

Jenny was very helpful in assisting Christine with her new wardrobe, which seemed to consist of many more layers, and she knew how to brush and style her hair into a suitable fashion for a young lady. Having grown up being waited on hand and foot it wasn't difficult for Christine to adjust to the concept of having a servant, but considering that her entire female life, up until now, had been one of scraping and whoring to survive the change still took a little getting used to.

Drake was there sometimes, hearing her wild tales of her various adventures, or keeping her updated with the latest news, which unfortunately always seemed to go from bad to worse. The army was drifting away and the duke was happy to let them go. With no prince to lead them there was no hope of gaining an alliance, let alone holding onto the men they had indefinitely. There also had been no progress in finding an alchemist with the skill to turn her back to a man.

The news didn't strike home as painfully as it might have. The duke was right that affairs of state weighed heavily upon a person, and while she certainly wasn't brainless, there was something to be said for enjoying the simple things in life.

Drake would pop in and out, but never stayed past nightfall, and the house always seemed a bit empty when he wasn't there. She knew Drake better than anyone in the world and he had taught her so many things. Her father, being a king, was a busy man so she had often turned to Drake to answer her questions or solve her problems. That had really never changed, even in adulthood, and it was especially true now.

One day they were taking a stroll along the beach when the weather turned dark rather quickly and rain began to pour down on them. Christine just laughed and took Drake by the hand as they ran back to the cottage.

"You're soaking wet. Get out of those clothes at once and let us dry them by the fire," Christine insisted.

Drake tried to refuse but it was to no avail. The man sheepishly retired to a room where he could remove his wet things, which were handed to Jenny to take care of, and then emerged, rather sheepishly draped in a blanket. Christine wanted to laugh but she could see that his dignity was suffering enough already without a woman's ridicule to add to his misery.

The storm was a fierce one, and only got worse in time, so it appeared that Drake was stuck there for the night. He insisted on making some sort of a bed in the kitchen but Christine wouldn't hear of it.

"You shall sleep in my bed tonight. Don't look so nervous. Don't worry, it's not like I haven't been in bed with a man before," she said with a laugh.

Drake protested but Christine got her way. She was in the habit of sleeping in her shift and Drake insisted that she get under the covers before he entered the room, which she agreed to, despite thinking it was silly.

Still wrapped in his blanket Drake came into her room sheepishly and hesitated by the door.

"Oh take that silly thing off," said Christine.

"But I've nothing on," Drake stammered.

"It's not like I haven't seen a naked man, silly. The blankets on the bed are more than warm enough. Take it off! I command you...if I still have the power to command, that is."

"You do," said Drake as he sighed and let the blanket fall to the floor.

He stood before the bed, totally naked, and Christine looked at his body closely. She had always known him as an advisor, a man who worked with his brains and his wit, but the numerous scars on his body showed that he had seen his share of battles in his time, as well. He was of similar age to her father, but looked a bit younger, she thought. He was surprisingly well put together she noted, without really realizing that she was sizing him up as man.

Drake got under the covers and they lay in bed in awkward silence for a time. As the storm continued to rage outside there was suddenly a very loud crash of thunder and a tree branch struck the window. Christine was startled and suddenly threw her arms around Drake, who didn't know what to do except try to comfort her.

"It was nothing. Just a tree in the wind," he said reassuringly.

"I like having you here, Drake," she said softly, as she still clung to him.

"I hate leaving you all alone out here but I have many things to tend to, as you know."

"No, I mean I like having you...here...right now...like this."

Drake felt absolutely tortured. He knew exactly who she really was, or who she had been at any rate, but from the moment he saw her reclining on that bed he had been lusting for her body and in the time they had spent together in this cottage he feared that he had fallen in love with her.

"You were looking at me in that whorehouse, weren't you?" she asked.

"Not intentionally, I assure you, but you were somewhat...exposed," he replied.

"Do you think I'm pretty?"

"I think you're beautiful, but that's rather beside the point, don't you think?"

"I don't know. I don't know anymore," said Christine as she sat up in bed. "I have a duty to fulfill, I'm aware of that, but I've been changed. Not just in my appearance, but in so many ways."

"You've been through a lot of terrible experiences," Drake pointed out.

"Yes, they were terrible, but I feel like I've learned a lot from all of them. I feel like a different person, inside, and I like that person in a lot of ways. I could have felt sorry for myself but instead I found some inner strength to carry on and persevere. I was standing on my own two feet for a change, even if I was flat on my back much of the time, but I found that I could deal with whatever life threw my way. If I have to stay a woman for the rest of my life I know I can handle it. I'll adapt. Whether I spend my days in a secluded spot like this or end up in a convent or back in the bordello I'll make the most of it."

"It fills my heart with relief to hear you speak this way but I'll still never forgive myself for having contributed to your burdens."

"You want to kiss me, don't you?" Christine suddenly asked.

"I wouldn't presume."

She quickly moved her hand under the blanket and took his raging manhood in her grasp.

"Your words protest but your body betrays you, sir," she chuckled.

"But I've known you since you were a boy!"

"Then know me as a woman," said Christine as she pulled her shift off over her head and tossed it on the floor.


CHAPTER 13:

Drake leaned over and rested a hand on her cheek as he brought his lips to meet hers. It was a very sweet kiss yet it made Christine's spine tingle.

"You know, I've never really kissed a man before," she laughed. "I think I like it!"

She threw her arms around Drake's neck and pulled him back to her lips. This time there was more fire as they opened their mouths and let their tongues explore freely. Drake yanked the covers back and began to caress her breasts. Men certainly did seem to be drawn to her bosom, she thought. They had been a source of embarrassment, initially, because they were so overtly feminine, but now she sort of viewed them with pride. Even if she cut her hair and wore men's clothes no one would ever mistake her for a man.

Drake gently swung himself on top of her and she pulled her legs back to receive him. She let her fingers run lightly over some of the scars on his arm and wanted to hear the story behind them but as his cock entered her all thoughts became focused on other things.

What made one fuck different from another? The size of a man's member played some role, perhaps, but not as much as she had assumed it was supposed to. With the duke she just tried to make her mind blank, or concentrated on his words if he was revealing his secrets. With the boy in the hayloft she had actually felt a little sense of pleasure. At the whorehouse she just thought about the money. Some positions were a little more uncomfortable and her ass could get pretty sore if it was a busy night, but there was never anything personal about whatever she did. The nail doesn't need to think about the hammer in order to be driven into the board.

This felt so different. This was a man that she had so much respect for, love really, although until tonight that word would have had a very different meaning. She hadn't planned on this but once she saw his naked body she found herself drawn to him in this mysterious way. It might have started even earlier because she had been fascinated by his reaction to her at the brothel. She had been tempted to suggest that they go through with the act, just to get the awkwardness out of the way, but she was glad that they had waited.

"Oh, my!" she moaned, as she realized that she was getting very stimulated.

"We shouldn't be doing this," said Drake softly, while showing no intention of stopping.

It was kind of ironic, she thought, that Drake had explained the "magic button" that was tucked away under a little hood of flesh on a woman's body when she had inquired about it as a boy. Her "pearl" he liked to say. She had almost forgotten all about that until the moment Drake started to manipulate it. Can your whole world change in one moment from such a simple act? It certainly felt like it right now. She clenched his sides with her legs and felt her muscles beginning to spasm. Her breathing became irregular and her heart was pounding in her chest. She felt wet between her legs and wondered if Drake and finished but he showed no signs of slowing at all.

Suddenly Drake rolled over on his back while effortlessly keeping Christine firmly attached. It was simply trading places, at first, as Christine leaned over him, resting on her arms, but soon she sat upright and began to ride him, as if mounted on a horse.

Her breasts would have been bouncing wildly were it not for the firm grip that Drake had applied to them and Christine was whimpering and letting out little chirps and tweets. She hopped up and down so merrily as Drake's stalk provided a firm and steady peg for her to anchor on.

Then he erupted with violent force and she waited for him to be drained of every last drop before collapsing on his chest, tired but happy beyond words.

"I didn't know it could be like that," she whispered.

"I feel like I have taken advantage of you."

"And I feel like you've made a real woman of me."

"Is that something that makes you happy?" he asked, sounding somewhat surprised.

"Deliriously happy," she cooed.

"Then it makes me happy, too."

Even though the weather cleared Drake remained for the next few days and they were almost constantly in each other's arms. Jenny always managed to discretely disappear whenever things began to heat up but she would somehow always get their meals prepared and kept the house neat and tidy. She assumed that Christine was Drake's new mistress, and that certainly made sense. She was so young and pretty, what man could resist her?

Christine felt like Drake had unlocked the final door to her womanhood because now she knew what it was to be in love. If he asked her to be his wife she would accept without hesitation and try to be the best wife possible. However, Drake never talked about the future now, they were living just in the moment. With so much bliss it was easy to forget the world outside and the wars and the responsibilities of defending her family's name and heritage. That seemed like another life, another person, another world.

Yet in her heart she knew it wasn't a different world and that remaining here forever would be to abandon her people and her legacy. The duke had avoided unnecessary bloodshed but he would no doubt be a hard and ruthless ruler. Her father had built this empire and held it together with the power of his will and the fairness of his administration. She had no such hopes for the man she knew lurking behind the walls of Castle Glenigham. When her father died she had the right to proclaim herself king, but war had broken out immediately and it would have been a hollow gesture for a boy, unproven in battle. She knew she had to earn the title if it was to have any real and lasting impact.

Now that crown seemed impossible for her to claim. The duke would no doubt crown himself, if he hadn't already. Then it would be a matter of his trying to hold his position. Many potential rivals had risen up during this time of trouble. They would no doubt lie in wait for their chance to start the wars up again if they spotted a sign of weakness from whatever pretender sat upon the throne. She knew she had been born to lead her people and follow in her father's giant footsteps, but instead she was fornicating in a seaside cottage, as if she hadn't a care in the world.

When Drake announced that he was working on a plan and would be gone for some time she was both excited and heartbroken. If there was still a chance for her to redeem her family name she needed to pursue it but it would be so lonely without him by her side. He wouldn't tell her exactly what he was planning but she knew that whatever it was it was something important so she kissed him farewell and watched glumly as he rode away. Love could be very wonderful, she thought, but very sad, too. Hopefully he would come back soon.


CHAPTER 14:

It was several weeks before Drake returned, but it seemed like years to Christine. The man had barely gotten off his horse before he was smothered with hugs and kisses. Christine hadn't even realized just how much she loved him until he was gone. Now that he was back all she could think of was going to bed with him.

Drake resisted and insisted that they talk first, which she reluctantly agreed to do, although she pouted about it for some time. Once they were seated Drake began his narrative.

"The only way that you can rally the troops and build an army of significant size and power is to forge a rock solid alliance with an outside kingdom. Someone who could see the advantages of such a union to both kingdoms. To my thinking that meant the Highlands. They're very independent-minded but Alfred and your father were always good friends and I figured that he would at least be open to a proposition," said Drake.

"I know my father always spoke well of him. But they're practically barbarians, aren't they?" said Christine.

"Anyone who's a little different than the people you know tend to be called barbarians. I'm sure there are people across the sea who think of us as barbarians," Drake said with a slight chuckle. "But they are well-known as some of the best fighters anywhere and if their reputation makes them seem all the more fierce, that's only to our advantage."

"But what could we possibly offer them that would induce them to go to war? Our army is in shambles and the duke would seem to hold all of the cards," Christine pointed out.

"King Alfred has a son, Gregory. He is in need of a suitable bride and there is no better way to forge an alliance than by marriage," Drake said slowly.

"I still don't see how that helps us."

"You could be a very suitable bride."

"You must be joking," she scoffed.

"Now hear me out. The prince is presumed dead, and he may be for all practical intents and purposes since we haven't been able to find a way to restore him but you are still your father's heir. Technically that makes you a princess."

"Maybe so, but how could I explain that to anyone? They would think me mad," Christine protested.

"If we presented you as Christine, the former chamber maid, yes. But not if we presented you as your sister, Katherine."

"But my sister died years ago."

"As far as people know. But what if she hadn't? What if there was a reason why she had vanished for long only to reappear at just the moment her people needed her? Might that not be inspiring? Perhaps even a sign of fate? Most importantly she would be at the side of her new husband, Prince of the Highlands, and leading a tremendous army of savage warriors," Drake concluded.

"Some peasants might believe such a fantastic thing but how would we ever convince the royal family of the Highlands that I was actually the daughter of King Malick?"

"I believe that I have already convinced them of that. What remains is to convince them that you are a suitable match for the prince."

"But...that would mean marrying someone else!" Christine stammered, trying not to cry. "How could I do that when I'm so in love with you?"

"I love you with all my heart and soul as the woman I've come to know in this place but I also know who you really are and what your duty is. Had you remained a man you would have no doubt been forced to marry someone out of duty rather than love. You know this is true. Your own mother was essentially a bargaining chip, but I know your parents grew to love each other very much. Your father was heartbroken when she died," Drake reminded her.

"Of course I know it's my duty but that doesn't make me any less devastated by the thought. But even if what you say is true how shall I pass myself off as a princess? I don't know anything about it? I was raised as a boy."

"You know more about it than you think. You've been around nobility all of your life. You simply have to reposition yourself in the female role. How have you managed to cope with being a woman so successfully so far?" asked Drake.

"By being obedient to those in power over me and by letting men think that they are always in control, even if I'm manipulating them to do exactly what I want," she said with a shrug.

"That sounds like an excellent way to be a princess," Drake said with a slight smile.

"But how to explain my sudden return from the dead?"

"My story is this. You were kidnapped in childhood and carried away across the sea, but the ship you were on was sunk in a storm. Believing all hands to be lost you were presumed dead, and given a royal burial, despite the lack of a body. As luck would have it you managed to survive by clinging to a piece of debris and washed up on the shore of a distant land where no one believed your claim of nobility and you were raised as a humble farm girl instead. You might have remained in obscurity forever were it not for a keen-eyed traveling merchant who recognized your family ring at once and knew that you were actually the long lost Princess Katherine."

"My God, Drake, if you weren't such a brilliant statesman I would say that you would be a first-rate poet or balladeer," said Christine with a laugh. "But that tale is so fantastic..."

"The more fantastic the better to make people believe it. It's a tale of hope and optimism. They will see you as a plucky survivor, which you actually are, and they will love you for having been one of them, which you also have been. It also explains why you may not be up-to-date on all the latest fads and fashions a noble lady would be expected to know. Having been raised on a farm I think the Highlanders are half expecting you to be an uncouth simpleton. As long as you don't trip over your gown too many times while you're dancing I think they will be suitably impressed by your regal bearing and manner. And it is easy to see your father's features in your face if you're looking for it, which no one has done so far. Just be yourself and I think they will be charmed and you will have your army."

"And a husband I don't love," she said sadly.

"Give the man a chance. He's a fine-looking fellow. You're a princess and you should be thinking about producing an heir and protecting your line."

"What if I refuse?" Christine asked suddenly.

"I won't try to force you to do anything against your will ever. My selfish desire is to take you far away from this land and never look back. Whatever you want, whatever you choose to do I will support you to the end of my days. I never took a bride because I've devoted myself to the service of your family and if I must love you in secret and from afar that is what I will do. But if you choose to claim your birthright there will be no turning back. You will be a princess and maybe a queen someday and your children will rule long after we both are gone. Then maybe we will find a way to be together in that far off place where dreams come from. But you must decide and I will do your bidding."


CHAPTER 15:

Christine had already decided. She knew that she would never be able to live with the guilt of running away, no matter how much personal happiness it might have brought her. She simply hadn't been raised like that. As crazy as this new scheme sounded it just might work.

Of course it might not work. That could mean any number of things. If the Prince of the Highlands rejected her or his family didn't approve there would be no army, unless Drake could scrounge up another mate. And if she was accepted there was no guarantee that enough of her own people would rise up again and take arms on her behalf. And even if all of those things came to pass the fortunes of war are fickle and she could be defeated in battle. Nothing was even close to being certain at this point.

She felt kind of terrible stealing her dead sister's identity, but she had never really been that close to the girl, and in a way she was actually keeping her memory alive. It was also strange to be calling herself Katherine after having just grown accustomed to being called Christine, but it was just a name and monarchs usually ended up with a whole list of those anyway.

There were many preparations to make. The little cottage, normally a quiet retreat, was abuzz with activity as dress-makers and jewelers and various attendants were constantly sizing her or fitting her for her spectacular new appearance. She needed to look every inch the princess and Drake was sparing no expense to see it done.

Jenny was thrilled to discover the true identity of her mistress and even more thrilled that she would be going along as the lady's maid to a princess. It all seemed like some sort of a fairytale to her. If she questioned the morality of the princess rather obviously being bedded by her employer she kept it to herself. It wasn't her place to worry about such things.

Christine, now Katherine, and Drake had avoided physical contact since this plan had been put into motion but they decided to spend the night together one last time before making the journey up to the Highlands. It would probably be the last time they would ever make love and they wanted to burn that memory into their hearts.

Fortunately all the shyness and pretense of that first night were long gone and the act of helping each other to disrobe was now a pleasant part of the proceedings. Sometimes they hurriedly scratched at each other's apparel in effort to get naked as quickly as possible and sometimes it was a slow, lingering, ritual. Tonight it lingered.

When Katherine was fully nude she went to the bed and climbed on, positioning herself on her hands and knees. The duke usually favored taking her from behind as a sign of his dominance and she often found herself this way in the brothel to provide easy access to her anus but with Drake she had mostly made love while facing him. Tonight she wanted to present herself in this posture as a symbol of how much she had gladly and freely embraced the womanhood she would now live with forever.

She waited patiently for him to mount and soon she felt his hands on her waist and his manly staff entering her slowly but steadily. It had seemed like ages since they had been joined like this. It was terrible to think that they would probably never be in such a posture again.

Drake was inspired by the emotion of the moment and began to thrust harder and faster than he usually did, which only excited Katherine all the more. It was like he was trying to give her a lifetime of strokes in one night and as much as she was enjoying the sensation she couldn't help but cry. Soon Drake realized what was happening and pulled out immediately as he gently lay her on her back and kissed her warmly.

"I didn't mean for you to stop my love," she sobbed.

Drake just wiped the tears from her eyes and lay back as she rested her head on his chest. Although Katherine couldn't see it there were tears in his eyes as well as they spent their final night together simply lying in each other's arms.


CHAPTER 16:

The tale of the miraculous return of Princess Katherine had been carefully spread to a select part of the land and it seemed to be going over quite well. It was risky, since they had many enemies who would pounce at the chance to destroy anyone claiming to be an heir of King Malick, but Drake felt that it was better to begin building up support.

It would also have been safer to travel by ship, but again Drake knew that the best selling point for the princess would be to be seen so they were traveling by land, accompanied by an honor guard of 100 men. Katherine took a quick and worried glance at the guards, fearing that she may have serviced one or more of them. Drake assured her that even if there was someone who knew her before they would never recognize her now, not because her appearance was so different, but because no one would even think that such a thing was possible.

Katherine remembered going out in disguise when she was a prince, always assuming that she would be recognized at once, but she never was. Not that the disguise was so clever but people's assumptions were so carved in stone. What would the prince be doing in a lowly tavern or common bawdy house? Any resemblance was purely coincidental. The woman, bedecked in jewels, and surrounded by soldiers, was obviously a highborn lady. There was no possible reason for why she would ever have been anything else.

When she saw the Malick banners fluttering bravely in the wind her heart skipped a beat and she knew she had made the right choice. God only knows what her father would think of this whole charade, but just maybe he would be proud of her for carrying on the fight even when all seemed so hopeless.

Katherine was dazzling as she rode her favorite horse, Charger, at the head of the line with Drake riding just a few paces behind her. She was shocked that the horse seemed to remember her, but the animal was far less likely to notice the cosmetic change than a human would and he responded to her commands as always.

As the caravan made its way past farms and villages and towns people raced out to watch. This had always been Malick territory and the people were delighted to see the banners flying once more and the beautiful, but mysterious princess who had somehow come back from the dead. They cheered loudly and young girls would run up with batches of flowers for Katherine who smiled and waved, as she had always been trained to do in such situations. Perhaps the difference between being a prince and a princess wasn't that great after all.

So much had happened to her in such a relatively short amount of time that it was hard to comprehend it all. At times she felt like she was living within a dream and that at any moment she would wake up and be the prince again, or more likely be a whore. It was funny how that word didn't have the same meaning anymore. It used to be the most derogatory thing you could say about a woman but to Katherine it was just one of the roles she had played in life. She was the same person in that brothel that she was here in this parade. One was more glamorous than the other but they were both just jobs at the heart of it. And was she really any less of a whore selling herself to a prince to gain an army? She had something of value to offer and she was getting something she wanted in return. Hopefully the duke would soon regret having put that thought into her head.

Whenever they stopped for the night along the way Katherine was either quartered in her royal tent or sleeping in the best accommodations the locality could provide. Naturally Drake could not be with her but she needed to accept that as quickly as possible anyway. Drake's spies were reporting that the story of the princess was being accepted as fact quite readily by most people, which was good if they hoped to rebuild their forces, but it also meant that the duke would soon hear it and that could be disastrous.


CHAPTER 17:

"But the people seem to believe it," said one of the duke's advisors as he related the now popular rumor of the returned princess.

"Preposterous! I was at the girl's funeral," the duke said with a dismissive wave of his hand.

"They say that no body was ever found and that the tomb is empty," the advisor persisted.

"Who exactly is saying this? Peasants? Farmers? Malick loyalists? It sounds like wishful thinking to me. The prince disappears and low and behold his long dead sister returns to carry on the family name. If the princess can come back from a watery grave then why the devil isn't the prince at her side? The coward has obviously fled and they have found some silly girl to pretend to be a princess in the hope that a few gullible people will follow her for some reason."

"But what if it's true?"

"What if it is?" snarled the duke. "It's only a girl. A girl no one has ever seen who has grown up in some far away land. What could she possibly know about military tactics? How could she hope to rule, even if she had the chance? You said they claim she was raised on a farm. Should I tremble in my boots because some milkmaid is claiming to be the daughter of old King Malick? There must be dozens of bastards around who could make a better claim to that honor."

"So you don't want us to do anything about it?" asked the advisor in surprise.

"Well, find out what she's doing. If she's trying to raise an army find out where and in what strength. Bring me some useful intelligence that I can act upon, not the gossip of peasants."

The duke was far more worried about the prince suddenly turning up at the head of a large force of men. It wasn't like a Malick to turn tail and run away. His father would never have raised him to be a coward. There were still plenty of men who would rally to that banner...with the prince to lead them, not some girl. What was he waiting for? The duke couldn't figure that out and it gave him many sleepless nights.


CHAPTER 18:

As they entered the Highlands the crowds that greeted them were just as large, but somewhat more reserved. Why would this princess be coming to their land with such an entourage unless it was to be courted by Prince Gregory? Were there not sufficient maidens here to be his bride? On the other hand they were happy to see that she wasn't a frail and puny thing and had a womanly body, suitable for bearing many sons. And she was a beauty. Perhaps she wouldn't be such a bad match for the prince after all.

They were formally greeted at the castle with all of the fuss and fanfare that was to be expected from such an arrival and Katherine was shown to her rather elegant quarters. The Highlanders may have been thought of as barbarians by some but the tasteful appointment of her suite of rooms seemed to imply quite the opposite.

"This is all like a dream," Jenny kept repeating as she unpacked Katherine's wardrobe and prepared her for the banquet that was being thrown in her honor.

"Yes it is," Katherine replied, but not entirely for the same reasons.

This was all so familiar, and yet so out of place, like a painting which has been moved from the spot in which it has hung for years. She was completely at home at a royal dinner, but not while wearing a dress.

And what a dress it was! Several different seamstresses had labored, almost around the clock, to prepare the most gorgeous, beaded, gown that Katherine had ever seen. It had been designed to accentuate the color of her eyes but that was definitely not all it was going to accentuate. The cut of the gown was daringly low and revealed a degree of cleavage that might be considered immodest for a lady, but Drake knew that this was a sales pitch as much as anything and if the prince was a man he would hopefully be as enthralled by her bosom as most men seemed to be.

Drake had been joking about her not tripping over her gown while dancing but Katherine was seriously worried about just walking in the damn thing. It weighed a ton and she wasn't all that used to such long dresses. As she made her appearance in the hall she felt more naked and exposed than she had ever done as a prostitute. Every eye was riveted on her and she prayed that she would make it to her chair in a dignified manner, which fortunately she did.

There she met Prince Gregory for the first time, and had to agree with Drake that he was a handsome fellow. His beard was a bit shorter than was the custom of his countrymen and his eyes were the most amazing shade of blue. If a forced marriage was to be her fate she could certainly do a lot worse in the way of looks.

That was exactly what the prince was thinking as he tried not to stare at her breasts too much. He could definitely picture himself resting his head on those soft pillows. He had been led to expect a rough-hewn girl who would probably be short on courtly manners but as the night wore on he was delighted to find that she seemed quite comfortable in these surroundings.

They were obliged to dance, but fortunately for Katherine this was not a favorite activity of the prince's so it was relatively short and easy to perform. She knew the steps well enough, from the male position, but with some quick thinking she adjusted sufficiently. Again, she wasn't expected to know anything at all about this sort of thing so the fact that she was doing this well was all considered a sure sign of her noble birth overcoming all.

There were toasts and gifts and speeches and entertainers and who knows what else? The Highlanders may have had their doubts but it hadn't caused them to skimp on their hospitality. Once the evening had concluded Katherine retired to her room. She had spoken very little to the prince but supposedly tomorrow they would be going for a walk in the gardens and that would be their chance for a little private conversation. At least as private as any conversation can be when a prince and princess are formally courting in a castle.

"He's handsome, is he not?" said Jenny as she helped Katherine prepare for bed.

"Yes, very."

"I think you make a fine-looking couple."

"We're hardly a couple yet. We barely spoke two words together."

"You don't really need words, do you, when a handsome man and a beautiful lady get together?" Jenny suggested.

"No, perhaps you don't," Katherine replied.

Perhaps words were somewhat unnecessary here. What did she really have to say to this man? She had no illusions about this being a matter of love or romance. If they wed he would bed her at his pleasure and she would try to give him sons. He would give her an army. And nothing else would really matter if they didn't win the war.

When they took their stroll the next day she was pleased to find that he was actually pretty charming, and even had a bit of a sense of humor. They both felt like fools for being puppets in such a play, but that was the nature of their existence. No one expected them to become best friends but that wasn't the point of a royal marriage. They had duties to perform and obligations to live up to. The fact that there seemed to some physical attraction between them was a definite bonus, especially to Katherine who was being offered up in exchange for an entire country going to war. She needed Gregory to be smitten, and smitten in a hurry.

His parents, the King and Queen, "inspected" Katherine later that day and gave their blessing. She had all the right answers to their questions and was appropriately submissive yet regal at the same time, a rather hard thing to accomplish without much practice. That probably made it a done deal but it would definitely help if Gregory was enthusiastic about the match. He was and all that remained was for Drake to negotiate the exact terms of the agreement.

Those negotiations actually dragged on for several days, which gave the future couple more time to get acquainted. They went riding, and the prince was very impressed by her riding skills. They took a whirl at archery and Katherine would probably have outshot the prince, were she not wise enough to miss her final shot. Gregory was delighted. She had all of the qualities of a refined lady but seemed to possess the rugged and athletic spirit of a man. It must have been all of those years working on a farm, he thought. What extraordinary sons a woman like this would be likely to produce!

Of course the wedding plans were also proceeding in haste. Ordinarily the courting and engagement protocol would have called for a much longer process but there was a war to be fought so many of the traditional pleasantries would have to be dispensed with.

There would still be a lavish wedding, followed by the obligatory wedding night to consummate the marriage, and then they would head for home...with several thousand men and horses and machines of war following close behind.


CHAPTER 19:

Much like Drake, the duke had many spies with their ears to the ground and when news of the pending nuptials began to filter down from the north that news was duly reported to the duke, who was still reluctant to take any serious mind of it.

"So this imposter bitch has fooled those idiots in the north and now she's going to marry some barbarian prince. So what? Where is Prince Malick? Why can't you imbeciles find me the one thing I truly want to know? The Highlanders have stayed out of this war so far, I can't see what marrying some hussy claiming to be a princess would change anything? My guess is that this is an elaborate ruse to draw my men out and pull them away to the north while the prince stages his attack elsewhere."

"But no one has seen or heard a thing about Prince Malick in ages, m'lord," pointed out one of his advisors. "If his sister is truly marrying Prince Gregory that might be a very powerful alliance."

"Or it might be a trick or a trap. Or it might all be hogwash for all the good my spies do!" shouted the duke. "Bring my girl to me, I need some relief."

A young girl was dragged before the duke in chains and roughly tossed over a table. Two guards held her down while the duke whipped out his prick and shoved it aggressively into her backside. He was taking no chances with his new wench. She was kept naked and chained her room when not being used by the duke. Other girls served his meals. He hadn't forgotten the humiliation of Katherine's audacious escape or the complete incompetence of his men to track down one stupid slut. He had been too kind to Katherine but he would not make that mistake with any of the cunts who serviced him from now on


CHAPTER 20:

The wedding had been a very beautiful affair, but extremely painful for Drake to watch, especially as he was the architect of the whole thing. Still he was so proud of how Katherine had held up and how she had conducted herself. She had been just perfect, just like a real princess...which of course she was in a roundabout way.

When it was time for the newlyweds to retire for the night the prince was astounded to see Katherine taking off all of her clothes.

"Is this the custom of your people for ladies to go to bed with nothing on?" he asked with a surprised bemusement.

"A lady going to bed with her husband has little need for clothing," Katherine replied as she stood naked before the prince. "I can cover myself up if my immodesty offends you."

"Not at all! Covering up such beauty would seem a crime. Perhaps it's the warmer weather to the south that prompts this charming custom."

"Well, I have lived most of my life in a far away place, you know, so I'm not aware of many customs in this land. I will, of course, adhere to any course of action you command of me m'lord."

"Then I shall join you in this custom as it's a pleasant evening and I feel no chill," said the prince with a smile.

"Let me help you, m'lord."

Katherine assisted in undressing the prince and she was pleased to see a fine, strong cock standing at attention once his trousers were out of the way.

"Now I know this is an arranged marriage and I don't want you to worry that I'm going to molest you every chance I get. I'm quite capable of keeping my bed warm with any number of willing young ladies so you may count on undisturbed slumber, aside from those times where I shall have to lie with you until you are with child," the prince said, honestly trying to sooth her natural fears of being penetrated repeatedly by a man.

"You are my husband, and I would expect you to take what is rightfully yours, m'lord. I hope to never give you cause to seek another to warm your bed."

As Katherine said these words she slowly sank to her knees on the floor and then took the prince in her hands and began to stroke him lovingly. The astonished young man looked down in wonder as he saw his prick disappearing down Katherine's throat. It was all so unbelievable!

Prince Gregory was no different than Prince Malick in assuming that sex was abhorrent to a noble lady. It was a duty that a woman had to perform but she wasn't supposed to participate or enjoy it. And taking his cock in her mouth in the nude in the middle of the room? If he didn't know better he would think he was in a whorehouse. But there was no question of her nobility or her refinement. It just didn't make sense. It must have been all of those years spent in that strange land across the sea. Well, if this was her custom who was he to complain?

Katherine kept taking him to the edge of completion before pulling back and letting him recover. It was expertly done and the young prince was overwhelmed with the gesture. Still, he wanted to be in control, and he especially wanted to get his hands on those glorious milk sacks that had caught his eye the moment she entered his life.

Scooping Katherine off the floor he carried her to the bed and placed her on her back. Then he lay beside her and went to work immediately squeezing her breasts and sucking on her nipples. Katherine was actually surprised that it had taken this long, considering the way he had practically been drooling over her breasts every time they were together. She thanked the old alchemist for giving her such a fine rack. It had definitely served her well on many occasions.

Eventually the prince climbed between her legs and consummated their marriage. It was now binding and official. The fact that she didn't bleed like a virgin was expected to was sort of forgotten about in the hustle and bustle of preparing for war the next day. Honestly, the prince didn't give a rat's ass about whether she was a virgin or not. Wherever she had learned the tricks she knew they were all for his pleasure now. There was no way he was going to reject this marvel on some technicality.


CHAPTER 21:

It was an impressive sight to see. The prince and princess riding at the head of the finest army in the land. The Highlanders had heavy cavalry, with horses clad in armor as well as the rider, and archers who were known for their flaming arrows. There were battering rams and catapults and siege towers and even as they marched peasants flocked from the fields with pitchforks and axes to join them.

The 100 men who had come as Katherine's honor guard seemed but a small sideshow now but she was still proud to have them riding up front with her, displaying the Malick banner.

Such a hoard is a slow-moving thing, and there were frequent stops along the way to water the horses or wait for the supply train to catch up. At one of these stops Katherine finally had a chance to speak to Drake.

"So you're a married woman now," Drake said, rather awkwardly.

"Yes...thanks to you...I didn't mean it to sound that way," Katherine said, quickly changing her tone. "I mean, thank you for giving me back my destiny."

"The Malick destiny and my own have always been one-in-the-same. I think I've given you the best wedding present I could arrange. And now I must ride ahead and see if all of my plans have come to fruition. If my scouts are correct there should be a sizeable force of at least three or four hundred men under your banner waiting for us at Benton Crossing. I can't promise that many but we can always hope."

"And what are the duke's dispositions?" asked Katherine.

"Surprisingly he seems content to sit behind his walls at Glenigham, for some reason. One of my spies tells me that he's totally obsessed with the whereabouts of Prince Malick," said Drake with a grin.

"Still?"

"It appears you are your own best decoy. Now when you get to Benton Crossing I hope to have another wedding gift for you. One that I think you will really enjoy."

Katherine wanted to press him for details but she knew better. Drake went his own way and had his secrets. When it was time for her to know something he would tell her. The prince was now her husband but Drake would always be her closest advisor.

It took almost a week to reach Benton Crossing but even before they got there they could see the distinct signs of a rather large army in camp. At first Katherine feared that the duke had gotten wind of their plans and overrun her forces but as they drew nearer she could spot her family crest on flags and banners everywhere.

"I thought you said there might be a few hundred men here," said the prince as he rode along side her.

"Well, perhaps a slight underestimate. You know how modest I am," she said with a sly smile.

As the vanguard of the Highland army reached the camp a flood of cheering men raced to greet them. It was hard to say how many there might be but it almost looked like it might rival their existing forces.

Everyone wanted to see the princess, to touch the hem of her garment, or have the honor of leading her horse, even for a few paces. It was something they would tell their grandchildren. Katherine was overcome with joy and tried not to cry, since she was attempting to be a leader of men, but more than a few old soldiers were shedding tears of their own. They thought that their cause was lost and that the memory of King Malick would fade away with no heirs to carry on his dynasty, but here was the princess! The spitting image of her father in every way.

Even the soldier who had titty fucked her and got a good look at her face covered with his goo wept tears of joy at seeing the rightful hair return to the land. Prince Gregory was a little overwhelmed by the whole spectacle. He had assumed that his army would do the real fighting and her token guards would carry her banner but he began to wonder if his men would even be needed. It was a little blow to his pride, but in war no smart leader ever turns down the chance to be even stronger.

A counsel of war was held that night in a large tent and the prince was surprised that his bride took her place at the table right beside him, and even more surprised that she didn't hesitate to voice her opinion on tactics and deployment. Just who was this woman, anyway? If there was any lingering doubt that she sprang from the loins of King Malick they were erased by now. She was a warrior princess, as her father would have raised her to be.

Since the duke had failed to react to the impending invasion it was decided to storm his castle first. If they encountered resistance along the way they should be able to dispatch them without too much trouble, considering the force that was gathered outside. It would of course take some time to get all the men and machines in place for a proper siege but a force of several hundred mounted knights from both armies would ride ahead and survey the situation. If a skirmish was called for than they should be able to handle it with ease, and if the duke moved a sizeable force to block them they could quickly return and plan for a major battle.

The prince and princess would both lead the mounted force and Drake was able to present his wedding gift, as promised. It was a stunning suit of armor, in shining gold. It looked like it would be blinding in the sunlight. It had been made for Katherine with the same precise measurements as her gowns and looked almost exactly like the fabled suit of armor that her father had worn, aside from the rather large steel cups that protected the royal breasts.

Her husband tried to protest that the battlefield was no place for a woman but he knew it was a hopeless gesture. He had married a whirlwind. All he had to do was try and hold on.

When she appeared on Charger, shining like the sun itself, the cheer was so thunderous it seemed as if they would hear it all the way to Glenigham. Well if they didn't hear it now they would soon enough.

It was a magnificent sight and many of the older veterans could recall moments like this riding with King Malick from victory to victory. It made them feel young again and it made them feel proud that they had been in the service of such a noble family.

At Glenigham the reality of the situation had finally sunk in on the duke, though he still clung to his suspicion that this was all some sort of deception, designed to pull his attention away from the real battle that would be led by Prince Malick.

His advisors were at wit's end but they finally convinced him to at least send a token force to gauge the strength of the enemy, and to try and slow them down, so that they would have time to prepare for a siege.

300 men, mostly on foot, marched bravely to face the coming storm. They were slaughtered in less than an hour. The prince had convinced Katherine to at least remain in command of the reserve force, which probably wouldn't be needed anyway, and she reluctantly agreed. There was no point in getting killed now when the final victory was so close at hand.

As the few survivors staggered back to Glenigham it was obvious to all that they were up against a tremendous force. When one of his advisors recommended suing for peace the duke killed him on the spot with his own sword. He was not going to be defeated by a woman, princess or not!


CHAPTER 22:

It was a terrifying and awe-inspiring sight from the walls of Glenigham as they looked out upon a sea of glinting steel and waving banners. The defenders took some courage in the fact that even a small force can hold out behind stout walls for an incredible length of time, as long as those walls aren't breached or the food doesn't run out. With all of their supply lines cut off the attackers didn't even need to breach the walls, they could just sit and wait until everyone starved, but the way the menacing siege engines were being deployed implied that there would be a more direct assault very soon.

The duke was beside himself with rage. He offered a huge bounty to anyone who brought him the head of the cunt in the golden armor, or at least managed to knock her from her horse with an arrow. Even his new sex slave was of no comfort to him anymore so he had her pushed from the top of the walls and the poor girl tumbled to her death. It might have seemed like a mercy killing if salvation were not so close at hand.

There was really nothing anyone in the castle could do once the walls were being battered from afar by heavy stones and boulders. The dreaded flaming arrows of the men from the north set fire to anything within that would burn and it was just a matter of time before some section of the old place would crumble. That would be the cue to launch the all-out assault, and with battering rams to attack the gates and ladders and towers to climb over the walls there would be nothing to stop the invaders from sweeping to victory.

"I'm ashamed to say it but I'm nervous," Katherine admitted to Drake as the day of battle approached.

"You have nothing to be ashamed of. Even your father got nervous before a battle sometimes. So did I," Drake told her.

"You never did tell me about all those scars," Katherine whispered softly.

"They are nothing compared to the scar my heart bears," Drake replied before he walked away.

In the morning a large section of the castle wall came clattering down with a tremendous noise. Moments later another, even larger gap, was created. It was time to attack. The prince had begged Katherine to remain behind but she adamantly refused. She had a very personal score to settle and nothing was going to stand in her way. She rode out in front of her men and brandished her sword above her head.

"I am my father's daughter and I fight in his name. Those who will join me come this way!" she cried as she spurred Charger forward, followed by a hoard of screaming men from both armies. The Highlanders had been completely won over by this remarkable fighting girl with the amazing jugs. She had the face of an angel and the heart of a lion and there wasn't a man there who wouldn't follow her to hell and back in that moment if she called for it.

Prince Gregory just spurred his horse and tried to keep up. He would have to have a little talk to his bride once this was done. It just wasn't right to steal his thunder like this.

When she reached a gap in the wall Katherine dismounted and was one of the first to enter the castle. She fought like a demon and many thought that her armor must be magically possessed by the way arrows and blows seems to bounce off with no impact. She had cheated death before so it was thought that she might be immortal.

There was some very fierce fighting, especially the closer the battle came to the keep as the duke's best men were the last line of defense. Eventually though word was shouted that the castle had fallen and that the duke had been taken prisoner.

As Katherine surveyed the carnage she felt a mix of joy and pain. She had lived here for a short time, and not of her own free will, but there were some familiar faces among the dead and dying. They were all her countrymen, and she hated to bring war upon them, but hopefully now that the duke was defeated any remaining opposition would put down their weapons. She might have won the battle with just one army or the other but it would no doubt have been more difficult and purchased at an even higher cost. Hopefully it would present a force so powerful that no sane man would try to stand in its way.

"M'lady! Terrible news, The prince has fallen!"


CHAPTER 23:

Katherine raced to the side of her husband but it was too late. He was already gone. Although she barely knew the man she wept as she held his bloody hand in her own. She hadn't seen him since she rode for the castle and felt guilty that she had dragged this poor man from his home and his lands only to die at the moment of victory.

She gave orders for her husband's body to be cared for and for the duke to be held in chains. She would get to him in her own sweet time. He could stew a while before she passed sentence.

Katherine was now the undisputed leader of the entire fighting force and queen of the land in everything but name yet. She had earned that coronation now and would sit upon her father's throne, but it would be with a heavy heart.

When she finally decided to face the duke she wore her golden armor and met him alone, ordering everyone else out of the room. The duke was a wretched looking sight as he was stood before her in irons. He tried to glare at her with some defiance but he seemed to lack the strength or the will.

"So we meet again, only under much different circumstances," Katherine began.

"I don't recall having had the pleasure," he said sarcastically.

"Don't you? Well, why should you? I was no one of any consequence then. Just a stupid cunt you called me, among other things."

"No, this is more absurdity!" cried the duke.

"I remember this table very well. I was bent over it quite often. And that desk in the other room...I spent some time under that one. Even banged my head on the bottom of it. You said that I couldn't do any serious damage that way since there was nothing in a woman's head, or words to that effect."

The duke stared long and hard and shook his head, as if it would clear his thoughts somehow.

"It can't be you. That girl was just a chambermaid," the duke protested.

"Was she? I wonder. What was a chambermaid doing in the prince's quarters in the middle of a siege? Making the bed? Cleaning the piss-pots? It seems to me that you've always been looking in the wrong place, but what do I know? I'm just a silly girl. It may please you to know that I don't plan to kill you. I've got something else in mind."

Katherine went to the door and returned a moment later with two men carrying a wooden stock, in which they placed the dukes head and arms. Once he was securely fastened his clothes were roughly torn and cut from his body and another man entered the room. He was a giant of a figure with a huge beard and long, flowing hair. On Katherine's signal he pulled down his pants and reveled a cock that was as gigantic as he was.

"I'm going to leave you now but I'm going to give you what you always wanted. You have no more weighty affairs to contemplate. Your purpose is simple and clear. Just spread your legs and take a man's prick inside you," said Katherine as she headed for the door.

She could hear the duke's screams all the way down the corridor as she walked out of this castle, which was full of so many horrible memories.


CHAPTER 24:

The duke was stripped of his title and his possessions and banished from the country with the strict warning that he would be killed on sight should he try to return. Glenigham was largely in ruins anyway so Katherine ordered that it be torn down to the last stone.

The Army of the Highlands remained to see her coronation then took the body of their fallen prince back home for a traditional burial, according to their local customs. Katherine sent an honor guard along to represent her at the funeral but she had too much to do, now that she was queen, to attend in person. She had kept her end of the bargain and married the prince. Having won the respect of her husband's army it seemed as though the alliance would be firm for quite some time.

One of the first things she did as queen was send an emissary to a little remote farm in the middle of nowhere to present the youngest son with a chest of coins and some other valuables "for services rendered to the crown." The astonished lad never did have any idea why he was being rewarded but everyone assumed that he had been on some kind of secret mission and was sworn to silence.

Although the death of the prince had been tragic it did mean that she was free to give her heart to Drake once more, although they would have to be somewhat discrete about their relationship. She had a secret passageway installed between her bedroom and his so they were always seen to be retiring alone, though most nights they shared one bed or another. Jenny knew, but Jenny already knew that they were lovers and that pleased her just fine because she enjoyed serving both of them, especially seeing how happy they were together.

When Katherine discovered that she was pregnant she did some quick calculations and was relieved to find that the prince could have been the father, though she somewhat doubted that it was the case.

"I honestly don't know who the father is," she confessed one night as she lay in bed with Drake.

"It doesn't really matter. You're the queen and your child will be the heir to your throne as well as the throne of the Highlands. Then perhaps the land will be truly unified into one great nation. For the good of the future the father of your child must be your late husband," said Drake.

"But our child should know his or her father," Katherine insisted.

"I will love your child as my own, regardless of who planted his seed in you."

"But the prince and I only lay together on our wedding night, and even then he only put his seed in me once."

"Only once? The whole night?" Drake asked, incredulously.

"Well, I didn't say that we only did one thing. He only had a chance to impregnate me once."

"Once a whore, always a whore I suppose," Drake chuckled.

"I may remind you, sir, that you are talking about your queen," Katherine teased.

"And assure you I meant it as a compliment...your majesty."

"Tell me honestly...you wanted me when you saw me in that whorehouse, didn't you?"

"More than you can imagine," Drake admitted.

"You could have taken me and no one would ever have known."

"I definitely considered that."

"Yet you chose to put me on the throne instead of on your cock."

"Perhaps I was hoping to do both."

"And it appears you have accomplished your goal as usual my darling," said Katherine as she got up and positioned herself over his groin before slowly letting Drake's rod slip inside her."

Drake never told Katherine that he had finally found a man who claimed to have the ability to create the transformation potion. It was far too late for that now anyway, but Drake did employ the man as the new court alchemist. You never knew when that sort of thing might come in handy.

Katherine gave birth to a fine, healthy, boy who was named Gregory, after the fallen prince, but she had to be very careful about not becoming pregnant again since it would be fairly obvious that the next child would not belong to her dead husband.

Katherine wanted to marry Drake and make him the Prince Consort so that they could love openly and freely but Drake insisted that the alliance with the Highlands was far too important to risk it by potentially offending the people there. It might even look like the alliance had been a trick and they would possibly be suspected of murdering the prince, which would lead to war instead of unity. Katherine understood the wisdom of his council and they remained secret lovers for the rest of their days, although the true nature of their relationship was  always a spicy bit of court gossip.

Since Drake had basically raised the princess, when she was a prince, the role of surrogate father was nothing new to him, and he instilled their child with the same virtues and skills that had made Queen Katherine such a strong and resourceful ruler. Although he could never bear the title their son grew to think of Drake as his father, which made Katherine very happy.

Together they worked to institute reforms that would help the common man far beyond the basic rules of law that her father had put in place and the queen was known to be a great benefactress to the poor, often traveling the land and bringing aid to those in need. Eventually the legends of the warrior princes in gold armor who won the battle of Glenigham mixed with the tales of Queen Katherine the Compassionate making her an almost mythological figure in the eyes of many.

There was never a day where Katherine regretted her decision to take the potion and become a woman, nor did she really regret anything, good or bad, that had happened to her since. Her soft, self-indulgent life as a prince had hardly prepared her to rule the land, despite the training and advice of her father and Drake. As a man she had been too weak to take the crown that was rightfully hers. As a woman she found the strength and courage to face everything that life could throw at her and was acclaimed the true Queen for her actions rather than her birth. And most importantly she had found love. True, deep, eternal, womanly love for a wonderful man, who loved her despite everything he knew about her past, male and female.

She had certainly lived a full life for one still very young, and it was a strange road she had taken to get where she was now. Not everyone gets to be a prince, a prostitute, and a princess before becoming a queen but Katherine always tried to be the best at whatever she did...and usually succeeded.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

The idea for this story had been kicking around in my head for quite some time before I finally got around to writing it. I always wanted to do a TG story where the heroine becomes a princess because, well, it's a princess and most girls grow up with some sort of princess obsession! (Just ask Disney about that.)

I always enjoy writing historical fiction, or in this case sort of a fantasy story loosely set in a Medieval time period. And my heroine got to be everything from a big-bosomed prostitute to an butt-kicking princess while still managing to find love and happiness in the end. I hope you enjoyed it, it was a lot of fun to write!


ALSO BY STACEY ZACKERLY:

Confessions of a Cybersex Slut

The Transformation

The Virgin Whore of New York

Free Love

Unchained

Borderless Desire

Sweet Dreaming

Not Really Me

No Turning Back Now

The New Roommate

Only One Exit

Pink and Blue

The Ultimate Punishment

The Role of a Lifetime

Buried Treasure

The Halloween Party

The Fairy Godmother

In the Name of Science

Second Time Around

Buried Treasure 2: Secrets and Longings

The Dude Ranch

Becoming Penelope

At the Crossroad

Rejuvenation

Rotation

All for the Best

The Slut Squad

Girl of my Dreams

Weekend Woman

Try Before You Buy

Reform School

A Christmas Karol

Pinup Girl

Weekend Woman 2

The Project

The Stand-In

The Experiment

Welcome to the Club

Chemistry

Trans Travel, Inc.

Metamorphosis

Star Power

The Castle

Just Enough Magic

A Happy Accident

FOR MORE INFORMATION ABOUT THE AUTHOR:

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Stacey-Zackerly-Author/1433132996914960

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7391028.Stacey_Zackerly

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

http://www.pornhub.com/users/staceyz/videos

(If you'd like to see any of my 3D erotic videos!)

OEBPS/image_8.jpg
THE
e
LIKELY.

‘\\
~ -

"ﬁ\CL
Y g
ZACKE
Rl "Y





