

    
        
          His Obedient Sissy - A Gay Sissification Story

        

        
        
          Tales of the Forgotten England, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Leandra Camilli

        

        
          Published by Leandra Camilli, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HIS OBEDIENT SISSY - A GAY SISSIFICATION STORY

    

    
      First edition. December 12, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Leandra Camilli.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230727019

    

    
    
      Written by Leandra Camilli.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Prologue

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Epilogue

Sign up for Leandra Camilli's Mailing List

Further Reading: Becoming His Sissy - A Gay Sissification Story

Also By Leandra Camilli

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Prologue

[image: ]


I looked back at my old man, who had the face of someone who wanted to murder me. I knew he wouldn’t budge, so I looked back at the wenches in front of me. There were three of them, and they all seemed to want me.

It was all fake, because I knew they just wanted my old man’s money.

“Come on, Ten. Time to finally have your first woman. It doesn’t matter who of them you fuck first,” he said before smalling the door shut.

I looked back with false hope of leaving that place with my mental sanity unaltered. Sweat was pouring from my pores, rolling down my face and soaking my garments.

It didn’t matter how I was feeling to the old woman that grabbed my hand and pushed me to fall onto the sofa. They were all seating on it. When I collapsed on the cushioned seat, two of them got up to free some space for me.

They were all over me now, kissing and caressing my whole body. I could only move my arms and legs lightly in protest, since I was afraid of hurting them. Those women were just doing what they would be paid for, after all.

And yet, I kind of wanted to be pampered by them.

It didn’t take long until one of the older women took off my shirt, exposing my skinny and hairless chest. One of the other wenches approached my nipples and started to suck one of them.

Then, the world simply turned black when I closed my eyes.

✽✽✽

When I walked out of the poor house I lived in, I saw my old man in the front yard, working. He was collecting some vegetables for the Duke that owned the land. The face he made when he saw me was not of someone who liked his own descendant.

“Ten, help me out with this.”

I wanted to scream and shout that I didn’t want to do anything that he wanted, but I couldn’t.  I felt powerless in front of my old man. My whole body moved under his command. I just kneeled down and started to grab the vegetables.

When we were done, he didn’t even mention the good work I did. I resented him even more. I put all the vegetables onto the cart he had brought before he rode it toward the Duke’s mansion.

✽✽✽

It was the middle of the night. The only sounds coming from the outside were those from the owls and frogs. We lived close to River Bellver, which my old man used to fish on. Sometimes, he would even take me there, in an attempt to make me more like him.

I had my own room and bed, which was more than what most people had in England. In my hands were the portraits of handsome men I had found in the streets. They had been thrown away by their previous owners, but for me, they were pure treasure.

I caressed the portraits while I admired one after the other. My favorite men were the older ones, especially those who were rich and looked very confident. Some of the paintings were in bad conditions, but I enjoyed them even so. I could use my imagination to restore the sections that were missing.

I reached down with my hand and lifted up my undergarments. The region down there was warmer than the rest of my body. It was the middle of the winter and the cold air coming from the river surrounded me. Touching and playing with my genitals were some of the things that provided some escapism for the harsh reality I lived in.

I stopped at my favorite portrait. I didn’t know the name of the man that was in it, but he looked very tall. There was a woman beside him, and she was probably his wife, but she was at least a head and half shorter than he was.

He also had some grey hair and wrinkles across his face, which made me feel even more aroused. I was merely nineteen, but my heart felt more love toward older men.

My cock was already semi-hard when I looked attentively at the man in the portrait. From what I could gather, he was a very rich man as well. The house he seemed to have lived in was nothing like what I had seen in my whole life. It was more like a mansion.

✽✽✽

The world around me materialized itself again. When I looked to the side, I noticed the wenches kneeled beside me with worrying looks across their faces. I tried to open up a smile, but their eyes' aura didn't change one bit.

I kinda... actually enjoyed being with them like that. It was bad what my old man did to me, but those wenches were good women. They had good hearts.

I tried to lift my hand, but I didn’t have enough strength to reach one of her breasts. She noticed my intention and grabbed my hand, and then placed it on her watermelon. I fumbled and played with it, making her nipple turn more rigid.

One of the wenches lifted my torso from the floor, making me sit. Two of them were now all over my back, massaging it and making me feel loved. Sex was sex, regardless of who is on the other end, and I soon started to realize that.

It wasn’t so bad after all, if I could enjoy those wenches. However, I wasn’t comfortable going far with them. When two of the wenches placed their hands on my pants, I lifted a hand to grab their attention.

Looking at them attentively, I said, “I like men.”

The wenches, even the one that was beside me, placed their hands in front of their mouths and said, “Ohhhhh!”

Their faces were the very definition of shock. They were the first to know about my sexuality. It felt liberating, but also made those women uncomfortable to go on with me.

When I noticed them getting up, I added, “But I like you,” which brought their smiles back to their faces. They were now all over me again, playing and kissing me.​
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Tears were rolling down my face when the grave managers started to lower the coffin. My old man had finally died. In other occasions, I would have felt relieved to be in that moment. The truth was, however, that I actually loved him.

He raised me when he had no one else. He had been divorced ever since I was five. I was not heartless enough not to care about the death of the only person who took care of me.

Sure, he was a jerk most of the time. He didn’t like that, at nineteen, I was still single. He never approved that I spent more time with men than with women. He didn’t have good eyes whenever I preferred to go out with my friends than with those of the opposite gender.

Up until his death, he never changed. That was okay, because he gave me everything I needed. I was a better man because of him. The only problem was that I could not live anymore in the same house which helped to raise me.

When the grave managers finally started to seal it with dirt, I started to sob and cry out loud. My best friend, Elam, approached me and held me close to him. He was a good man, and even in my worst moments, he was around to make sure that I knew I had support.

✽✽✽

I sat down on the last seat of the train. The whole thing was going packed. The destination was London, of course. Ever since my old man passed away, I needed a new direction for my life.

The only place that had jobs for me was the great city. I didn’t enjoy having to be around a bunch of people all the time, but I didn’t have much choice. It was either that or picking up tomatoes.

When the train stopped, I paid a carriage to take me toward the outskirts of the city. My best friend told me that a certain Duke named Duke Tomas Murphy was looking for a new maid. The interesting thing about the posting was that the candidate needed to be male.

I chuckled when I contemplated the possibility of becoming a male maid. People frowned upon that sort of thing, but if he was going to pay me well, there was no reason to turn the offer down. Also, with the unemployment rate being one of the highest, I didn't have much choice.

I thanked the driver and paid the full price of the ride. When I brought up the possibility of getting a discount, he squinted his eyes and looked at me as if I was a stray dog. I was very relieved when he took off and disappeared into the distance.

I approached the door of the mansion in front of me. From the outside, it was pink and had details made of pure gold. I even touched the walls to make sure that the metal
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