


The following is a work of  fiction. Names, avatars, 
businesses, places, events, monsters, and incidents are either 
products of  the author’s admittedly twisted imagination 
or are used in a fictitious manner. Any resembles to actual 
persons, living, dead, or undead, or to actual events is purely 
coincidental. (But wouldn’t it be cool?)
Copyright © 2017  Remaining Anonymous & CB Archer
All Rights Reserved.
Writen by BC Fletcher 
Cover Illustration and Design Copyright © 2017 
by CB Archer
Book Design and Production by CB Archer
First Edition: 2017
Wish to learn more? 
Visit Annals of  Gentalia at the following locations.
Website: www.annalsofgentalia.wordpress.com
Facebook: www.facebook.com/annalsofgentalia
Twitter: @CB_Archer
Goodreads: CB Archer



Dedicated to the Simpler Things in Life.
(Seriously, simply ride that monster cock!)





R E M A I N I N G  A N O N Y M O U S

ELEANOR'S TALE: 
FANFICS OF GENTALIA #4

Dream Gala Princess



6

◊�    Chapter 1    ◊�
A  C h A N G E  O F 

S C E N E R y

Eleanor looked out at the dozen or so open 
laptops in front of  her, each running multiple 
games and multiple accounts simultaneously. 

She sighed. Sometimes it got like this, when the hacking 
and the brutalizing of  gaming code just didn’t hit the 
right button. Not that she could hardly miss anyone’s 
button with the kind of  code she put in the games. 
The secret side to all the Tornado Tech games she was 
involved in, the sex.

Eleanor walked away from the open laptops, (each 
with a different carnal scene in a different fantastical 
world being depicted on them), went into the bedroom 
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and booted up the other computer. She kept a spare 
desktop computer there for her actual guilty pleasure. 
Every once in a while, when all the fucking just became 
samey and dull, she liked to play something decidedly 
different: a fairytale simulator. Particularly ones for 
little girls, where you get to design a character, enter 
a palace, dance with a hottie, marry a prince. Always 
entirely innocent, which was what made them so novel. 
And there was a new one she was meaning to try.

Dream Gala Princess was recently released online 
and recommended to her specifically on a number of  
forums. It promised to be “a night to remember, every 
way you play!” so Eleanor downloaded the file and 
installed it. She opened the program.

Welcome to the fantasy party! You are 
the princess and tonight is just for you! 

So far, so good. She followed the text prompts as 
they appeared.

First, what is your name?

Eleanor typed in “M I S T R E S S.” The game 
paused, then the yellow font changed colour almost 
imperceptibly to pale orange. 

Great! What is your favorite color? 

The game listed a small series of  colours ranging 



from lilac to burgundy. Eleanor chose as close to red 
as she could.

Outstanding! What style of  dress do 
you like?

There were three options, basically consisting of  
‘some lace,’ to ‘lots of  lace,’ to ‘far too much lace.’ 
Eleanor was feeling adventurous today, and chose the 
maximum level of  floof.

There were tweaks and balances she could make 
in the 2D, anime style character, from tiara colour to 
ankle width. Eleanor loved customizing avatars. It was 
one of  the best parts of  the game, trying to create a 
character that really captured what you felt like. After 
dozens of  options, the game was ready to move on.

Here you are, Mistress! Ready 
for the Gala? 
 -YES 
 -NO

The game revealed her avatar. It was a puffy, 
flowery tower of  lace, jewels and glamour. The avatar 
was everything she liked in a fantasy princess. She 
clicked ‘yes.’

A cutscene began: A carriage with four horses 
pulled up to a palace. Her avatar, now clad in a fluffy 
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fur coat, exited the carriage and walked towards the 
building. Massive doors came into sight, and as she 
approached, they opened grandly. The words “ ‘Dream 
Gala Princess**’ Press any key to continue” shone in 
front of  her. Eleanor cackled with delight, then clicked 
her mouse. The logo and text disappeared. 

The game revealed a large open foyer bathed in 
golden light. It was a beautiful display of  chandeliers, 
tapestries and crystal candelabras. Everything was 
exquisite, including the butler, who was the first 
non-player avatar to appear. He stood in front of  a 
coatroom that was off  to one side of  the entrance to 
the ballroom. He extended his hand.

A static face with a dialogue box appeared on the 
screen. It showed the profile of  the butler, and spelled 
out what he was saying, along with two options for 
response.

BUTLER: “Mistress! We are so 
glad you could make it to the 
Gala! May I take your coat?”   
 -YES 
 -NO

Eleanor chose ‘yes,’ and a quick animation showed 
her take off  the fur coat, then hand it to the butler. 
Then the dialogue box returned.

9
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BUTLER: “You look elegant as 
always, Mistress. Would you 
like me to accompany you into 
the ballroom?” 
 -YES 
 -NO

Eleanor thought for a second. Her avatar would 
probably get more suitors if  she was unaccompanied, 
and she could have her pick of  the hotties. Besides, this 
was just the butler. She clicked ‘no.’

BUTLER: “Fair enough. We’ll do it in 
the cloakroom.”

Before Eleanor knew it, she was whisked into 
another animation. Her princess avatar was suddenly 
bent over a table and pounded from the rear by the 
butler. Eleanor’s controls were locked out as she 
was forced into watching the scene of  grunting and 
shrieking. The previously pristine avatar became a 
dishevelled mess under the surprisingly formidable 
butler, who eventually pushed her so hard, her face 
was smashing into the wall. When the butler finally 
came, the animation concluded with him wiping 
himself  off  on the lacy dress, tucking himself  away, 
then unceremoniously shoving the princess out of  the 
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cloakroom. He then went back to taking the coats of  
guests, leaving Eleanor’s avatar alone and unkempt, 
tiara askew, looking exactly like she’d just had a rough 
shag and not like she was about to go to a ball.

Eleanor was shocked and furious. This wasn’t 
supposed to be this kind of  game, the readme 
file had said it was suitable for ages 10 and up! She 
wanted fairytale fantasy. If  she wanted porn, she 
could have gone to one of  the other open laptops. 
She wanted to quit Dream Gala Princess, baffled of  why 
it was recommended so highly on the forums. One 
commenter had said it was a joy to play. Joy. As she 
looked at her avatar, hair messy, boobs popping out of  
her top, lace torn, fresh stains and somehow wearing 
a hollow, unsettled facial expression, she couldn’t 
imagine where the joy was.

Before she could do anything though, an NPC 
approached her. Another party guest this time. He 
extended his hand and led her into the ballroom. His 
profile and a dialogue box appeared.

SIR LAWRENCE: “Mistress! 
How lovely it is to see you. 
Will you dance with me?” 
 -YES 
 -NO
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Dancing seemed closer to the game’s script. Eleanor 
decided to continue and chose ‘yes.’ She was whisked 
into an animation screen again, this time it was tame. 
Lawrence began to waltz with her around the centre of  
the ballroom. This was more like it. All the other guests 
were surrounding them as they twirled and weaved in 
time with the music of  the string quartet. It was perfect. 
Every once in a while, a prompt would appear, ‘Click 
here!’ and if  she did, Lawrence would twirl her avatar 
and the spectators would cheer. Eleanor was grinning. 
And although she still was untidy from her interlude 
with the butler, she could make out the faces of  the 
other guests looking on with jealousy in their eyes. 
The animation finished with Lawrence and her avatar 
bowing to each other. The onlookers all applauded. 
The profile picture and dialogue box popped up.

SIR LAWRENCE: “Would you 
like to get something to eat, 
Mistress?” 
 -YES 
 -NO

There were tables and a grand buffet along the side 
of  the ballroom, so Eleanor said ‘yes.’ The animation 
began, but instead of  being escorted to the dining 
area, Eleanor’s avatar was shoved to her to her knees 
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as Lawrence undid his fly. His cock sprung free and 
was shoved into her mouth. Right in the centre of  the 
ballroom, the same faces that had just looked upon her 
with envy, now looked at her with revulsion. Lawrence 
put his hands on the back of  her head and rhythmically 
began fucking her face. Eleanor clicked everything 
possible on her screen, trying to stop the barrage 
against her avatar’s mouth, but to no avail. The princess 
was being gagged and there was nothing Eleanor could 
do. It felt like forever before the animation finished 
with Lawrence coming across her face, gripping her 
hair tightly.

Eleanor had just about enough of  this. Nobody 
ruins games for her, she is the one who ruins games! 
She tried to force quit the game but every time she 
input the keystrokes, the game would flash with a 
new animation of  another NPC either tearing off  her 
clothes, or smacking her across the face with a cock. 
She eventually gave up trying to quit, leaving her avatar 
punch-drunk with her clothing in tatters. Which was 
when a new character stood in front of  her, offering 
her a handkerchief  and helping her avatar to her feet. 
A profile picture and dialogue box popped up.

PRINCE: “Mistress, my 
greatest apologies. Can I 
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help?” 
 -YES 
 -NO

Eleanor didn’t know what to say. The prince, a tall, 
handsome man with a chiseled jawline and reddish 
brown hair, was an immediately endearing character. 
He looked like he wanted to help. In any other game 
he probably would. But maybe ‘help’ in this case meant 
another horrid scene of  debauchery. She chose ‘no.’ 

PRINCE: “My! You are brave! Good 
luck to you!”

A loud thumping rattled through the ballroom. 
The doors crashed open. It was like a nightmare had 
entered the room. A monstrous figure approached. All 
the other party guests scattered, not in fear, but just to 
put some distance between them and Eleanor’s avatar. 
The monster leered over her as the prince joined the 
rest of  the party guests. A dialogue box appeared with 
a profile picture of  the horrifying monster.

MONSTER: “ROAAAAAR!!!” 
 -YES 
 -NO

Eleanor didn’t even choose an answer before 
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the animation began and the avatar was plucked 
from where she stood. Eleanor frantically tried to do 
anything to stop the game from going any further, but 
it wouldn’t stop. Soon the monster’s enormous erection 
was revealed from beneath the monster’s enormous 
codpiece. The monster tore off  the rest of  her dress 
to give him easier access, then roared once again as he 
lined her up for maximum penetration. 

Eleanor powered off  her monitor just as the 
monster began to ram it in. She didn’t want to see any 
more. The sounds, however, of  a roaring monster and 
screaming princess rang out through the apartment. 
She pulled out the power cable to the desktop. The 
screams stopped. 

Eleanor adjusted her glasses, took a deep breath, 
then went into her living room. All of  her laptops 
were still playing autonomously, and her avatar, The 
Mistress, was still getting fucked in every way possible 
in all the screens. She sighed. Eleanor decided she 
needed a break from games. She went outside and read 
a book.

~~~

It would be some time before Eleanor goes 
anywhere near Dream Gala Princess again. Months? 
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Possibly a year. The reviews of  the game remained 
inexplicably positive and the curiosity eventually got 
the best of  her. She took a new approach and went 
to investigate the code of  the game. Her specialty. 
Taking apart the layers of  programming, it looked 
like a normal fantasy RPG. Design a character, enter a 
palace, dance with a hottie, marry a prince. But there 
was one extra layer in this game. She isolated it and 
found a line of  type.

© Dream Gala Princess, Mistress 
Edition. Just a little payback. Lots of  
Love, Cinnamon.

◊� The End ◊�



Want to read more about Eleanor and her sexy 
adventures? You can!

But be sure to read the Anders’ Quest Series 
where she is terrible!

For more exciting adventures you can always visit the 
Annals of  Gentalia official website (and later delete your 

browser history) and see what is up! 
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