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​His Victorian Sissy

Chapter 1
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During most of my lifetime, I lived on a farm far away from any urban center. Whenever I went to a city, I was amazed by how crowded it was. The question that always popped up in my mind then was: how could a place like that house so many people?

The noisy streets, people talking everywhere, trash in all corners – it was almost too much for me to take, which was why I was always kind of happy to get back to my farm.

The only big disadvantage I had was the lack of sexual partners. I was gay, but even if I was, not, there was no beautiful woman I could meet and talk to. The worst, however, was knowing how religious my parents were. If they were to find about my sexuality, they would kill me!

Which was why, when I was already twenty-one years of age, I was a still a complete virgin. My only escapism was jacking myself off at night when my parents were asleep. Even in that situation, I had to do it slowly in order not to make funny noises.

My father had some very intimate concerns regarding my apparent lack of interest to find a partner. Sometimes, he would take me to a brothel in Kingston to force me to have sex with those filthy women. I would always manage to escape those situations by paying off the girls not to say anything. Pretty much all of my savings were spent on those awkward occasions. 

During an economic recession, things got worse on our farm. The Queen had to buy our land and we could not even say “no”. We were already poor, but without the food we used to produce, we were much worse.

We used whatever money we had left to find a house close to Duke Tomas Murphy’s mansion. He was a man in his mid-forties and still single, which was puzzling to me. He, however, was nice enough to take us under his wing and keep us fed.

It worked for us for a couple of months, but then even the Duke was hit by the economic recess. We couldn’t buy food because we had no money. We could not make money because we did not have a farm anymore.

We tried other business, but they all failed. Planting and tending to the farm was all we knew. The only way we could have food on the table every day was through hunting in the Bennet Forest.

I used to get some rabbits there with the help of my father. Shortly afterward, though, he was in involved in an accident that left him paraplegic. One fucker riding a brougham didn’t see him turning at the corner and ended up hitting him. We were lucky he didn’t die then and there, my mother used to say.

I liked to think of myself as being more handsome than the average guy in my age and economic status. I was shorter than most men, Caucasian and somewhat skinny. My hair color was brown and I didn’t have much body hair.

When I was meeting important and rich women wearing lots of jewels all over their bodies, I would catch some glances from them. Meanwhile, I had eyes for the rich guys. Their confident postures and well-taken care of bodies were a delight to my dilating pupils.

Duke Tomas Murphy would always get my attention whenever he was around. My eyes would follow him whenever he was not looking at me.

He was so much older than I was, and yet, I still fancied him. The way he used to stride from place to place, his chest and lower back forming a perfect S-shape, the sound of his boots hitting against the hard floor, his head tilted up and never looking down – it was everything I looked for in a man.

Even when he was physically close, the Duke was always far from my reach. He was probably just a straight man looking for the perfect wife. Plus, I didn’t even have the guts to talk to him, so why I would hope that one day he would look at me differently?

He would have to remain forever in my thoughts and dream, which formed the only universe I had control on. The wild images of me being under him, his hairy chest rubbing against my exposed back, his cock pistoning in and out of me incessantly – those were the thoughts that always kept my imaginative mind active. 

The best part of any day in my life were the moments I had before going to sleep, and that was certainly because of the privacy I had to touch myself.

The thing about the Duke that most caught my attention, however, was the size of his bulge. There was one day when I caught him with only his tight-fitting knee-length flannel covering his body, and in that occasion, I was able to clearly see his ballsack and penis forming a nice and plumpy bulge.  My eyes were mesmerized by that sight.

Ah, if only I was as rich as he was, maybe then I could seduce him.
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​Chapter 2 
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The leaves were blowing in the air, the storm was roaring above me, and the rabbits were running everywhere. I could barely hear their soft footsteps against the loud thunders, but I had been well trained by my father to differentiate one sound from the other.

The glimpse of a white rabbit caught the attention of my right eye. I looked in its direction immediately and was met with disappointment. There was a just a white-ish rock covered by a couple of leaves that had moved a bit due to the strong air of the storm.

Another glimpse caught the attention of my eyes, and this time it was coming from the west. I turned my head around as quickly as possible, while I held tight my bow and arrow. My eyes instantly widened when I caught sight of a rabbit running against the tree trunks and heading to a small cave.

My feet raced against time, hitting some pools of water and mud in the way, until I reached the cave where the rabbit had gone into. I lowered my bow with the arrow and turned my head around to look at the place I was.

I didn’t know that spot in the forest well. I ran after the rabbit without thinking of the consequences. Still, I looked straight into the cold and dark cave and headed in. My family needed some food on the table after spending the majority of the last 48 hours eating a couple of old slices of bread. 

I expected the place to be relatively simple to walk through, but the more I explored it, the more I realized that I was in a maze. There were intersections everywhere, and since I HAD to find that rabbit, I didn’t refrain from going in farther.

The cavern was creepier than I thought. It was mostly dark and I could only see the outlines of the rocks on the walls and ground. I had to keep my hands on the walls to better guide myself in there.

Meanwhile, there were little to no signs of the rabbit. The more I explored the cold cavern, the more I started to think I had missed it. Fuck, If only my family wasn’t so poor, I wouldn’t have to be doing this, I thought.

I finally reached what seemed to be the end of the cave. It was a huge, almost endless, chamber that resonated every footstep and sound I made. I could even hear my heart beating and my lungs expanding in that environment.

My hand was tightly gripped around my bow and arrow. I kept them close to me because I knew how dangerous a cavern like that could be. As I walked more into the large chamber, I began to realize I was right about being afraid.

There was a huge rush of air that passed by my body, making me have shivers down my spine.  I heard the footsteps of what seemed to be a large creature. Shortly afterward, I began to see the outline of a wolf.

My heart was beating faster than usual as I readied my bow and took a couple of steps backward. Then, I heard more footsteps coming from other directions.

It wasn’t just a wolf I had encountered, it was a whole pack of them! Once I began to see them better, I noticed they were all white and that they had a leader. The wolf in the middle was huger than the others and looked scarier than them as well.

It was showing me his huge, blood-soaked teeth and eyeing me up. There was a clear look of satisfaction in its pupils for having found another prey.

Between its pointy teeth, there was the same rabbit I had been looking for. It was utterly emotionless and some of its limbs were even missing. As I looked at the other wolves, I realized that some of them were eating vigorously said limbs.

I pointed my bow at their leader the moment he began to run toward me. I knew I should have run and tried to lose them, but with my how fast my heart was beating and how scared I was, I couldn’t think straight.

I shot one arrow in its direction and it flew right beside its long ear. Then, I shot another arrow that also missed the target. Sweat was rolling down my face and I wasn’t blinking; I knew I could not miss the next shot.

Then, I grabbed the next arrow as quickly as I could. I put it in front of the bowstring, lifted the latter up and eyed my shot at the leader of the wolves. Everything was happening in slow motion for me, and on that occasion, I was sure I could hit the target.

I aimed at my target using only my right eye, pulled the string and let it push the arrow. The latter flew immediately from the bow, headed upward and then began to descend. The wolf was still running vigorously toward me, with its footsteps punching the rocks and the pools of water on the floor.

Just when I thought I had done it, the wolf leader tilted its head down a bit and the arrow only grazed the top of his skin and hair. It stopped where it was, which made the other wolves follow suit. Blood began to build on the top of its head before dripping to the floor.

Its eyes didn’t look attentive anymore. Rather, the wolf leader seemed a bit confused. I sensed his reaction changing once again as it looked at me and its eyes locked with mine. Its ice-cold pupils seemed to pierce right through my soul.

I reached out with my hand to grab another arrow, but then I discovered that I had used all the ones I had. My heart immediately began to pound faster and more sweat began to roll down my face as I realized that, maybe, I had made my final mistake.

The wolves readied themselves for the final attack. They started running toward me, their small feet hitting against the floor and causing a huge wave of sounds that reverberated throughout the whole chamber. My ballsack shrank with each passing millisecond.

Moments before my certain doom, I heard shouts and loud footsteps coming from behind me. I looked back in shock when I realized that one of them was the Duke! He was coming to save me!

He placed himself in front of me, used his arm to push me back and said, “I’ve got this, Henry.”

His guards followed his command and readied their bows. The wolves were still coming toward me as if nothing had changed. Arrows flew from the bows and killed all the wolves except the one in the middle.

The wolf leader was more resilient than the others. A couple of arrows hit its body, but he still continued running toward me. The Duke readied another arrow and aimed it toward the animal.

It flew from the Duke’s golden bow and hit the wolf leader between its eyes. The animal stopped where it was, its eyes rolled back and its legs gave in. The wolf leader remained motionless on the floor alongside its dead friends.

The Duke turned around to look me in the eyes and said, “Well, that was close, Henry.”

As he walked toward me, I felt my vision blurring and everything going dark. My legs were giving in to my weight and I could not feel them anymore. I felt the world turning upside down, and then... there was nothing.
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I slowly opened my eyes to the sight of a bright sun attempting to turn my pupils blind. My eyelids fought back and shut themselves.

I decided to try opening my eyes once again. This time, I was more cautious. I opened them while looking somewhere that didn’t have the sun. The silhouette of a man started to form before me. He looked huge and much older than I was. An air of experience and confidence surrounded him.

“Aren’t you the sleepy one”, he said. His voice was oddly familiar, and yet, I could not quite place it. Where did I hear that before?

“Well, I will bring Ms. Adelia here”, he added before getting up and heading out. My vision was still foggy, but as I stared at his butt and noticed the way he walked, I realized that the man was no other than Duke Tomas!

Then, thoughts of what happened the other day started to rush through my mind. I was hunting rabbits, then I was in a cave and there was a pack of wolves hungry to feast on my body. The Duke and his men showed up and saved me.

And that meant... FUCK, he knows that I was hunting in his forest! He knows I was committing a crime! He is keeping me in his house so that the police can come later to lock me up! I’ve got to get up and leave this place right now! 

I put one foot on the floor and tried to get out of the bed. But then, my legs gave up on me and I fell to the floor. My head hit the hard, wooden material and my nose broke on impact. A huge amount of blood started to come out of it and make a pool on the floor.

I tried to get up another time, and before I could even do so, I heard my mom, Adelia, coming from the doorway. The Duke was right behind her.

“Henry, what are you doing?!” She shouted while picking me up by my chest and forcing me to lay on the bed again.

What was the fuck is even going on here?

“What is happening?” I meekly asked while my head was gently put on the pillows.

“I’m the one who should be making the questions here! What were you doing last night still out in the forest? You should have come back. We could have gone by another day without meat.”

“I just... wanted to make you happy. I wanted to make you and dad happy.”

She put her hand on my forehead, caressed it and said, “Oh silly you. You can’t just put yourself in danger like that. We can get by without taking that sort of risk.”

“But-“

“There is no but, Henry. Now, get some rest and then come home, okay? I will prepare something for you after you have talked with the Duke.”

She got up from the chair she was sitting on, fumbled her shirt and skirt, looked at the Duke and said, “I don’t know how to thank you...”

“Don’t worry, Ms. Adelia. Henry and I will sort this out.”

“Oh, thank you so much, Duke Tomas! You are such a kind man”, she said before hurrying out of the room.

The Duke ignored the chair and sat beside me on the bed. His strong and firm hand sat on my thigh. He started to caress it and then said, “Henry, you know the gravity of what you did, right?”

I didn’t respond to his question immediately. Rather, my mind decided to sabotage me once again by making me stare at his beard. It was cut straight, forming a perfect contrast with the paleness of his skin, and had no light spots.

“Henry?” He said while bringing his face close to mine.

“Oh, sorry...”

“If you want to stay out of jail, you have to cooperate.”

“I know, I just... don’t know what to do anymore, Duke Tomas.”

“Well, I DO have a proposition that only depends on your approval. How about working for me for a couple of years? You would not be paid, of course, but you wouldn’t be in jail.”

Shock crossed my face after those words came out of his mouth. Wait, so I’m not going to jail? I didn’t know the Duke personally, but if there was one thing I never imagined that would come out of him, it was that.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Exactly what I said. There are no strings attached. So, what do you say?”

I looked away from him and thought about his proposal. I could work for him and bring some food to my house every day. We would be fed and not have to worry about doing illegal hunting. It was almost too perfect...

“I accept your proposal, Duke Tomas. Thank you for your kindness.”

“Perfect! So, get your rest and once you are ready, come see me in my office.”

“I will. Thank you very much once again, Duke Tomas.”

He walked out of the bedroom looking satisfied. Meanwhile, I could only pay attention to his hot butt. They were so round that it was as if they belonged to a woman. Being closer to him also means I will be able to steal glances at his but every single day from now on.
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I put one foot after the other on the wooden floor. It was colder than the rest of the house. The wind of the winter was blowing outside and making weird noises throughout the whole mansion.

I had gotten inside the Duke’s mansion only once before then, and on that occasion, I had not seen much of it. This time, I was on the second floor and had an extensive view of the living room down below.

The interior of that place was incredible! There were so many details made of gold that the whole place shined brighter under the light of the sun.

As I walked down the hallway, I encountered a maid that worked for the Duke. I put my hand on her shoulder and asked, “Where is the Duke’s office?”

The maid was an old woman in her later fifties. She eyed me from top to bottom and said bitterly, “On the third floor, last room of the hallway”. Then, she grabbed her broom and resumed brushing the floor.

I made my way to his room, while occasionally stopping to take in the details of his mansion. Everything looked so fancy and I expensive that I kind of felt out of place. I could not even touch the items in there without feeling as if I was violating something holy.

I knocked on the door to his office and heard the voice of the Duke, “Come in, it’s open.”

I got inside and, this time, I didn’t know where to look. Everything in there was even more expensive than in the other rooms. He had statues, statuettes, big mirrors, clocks and portraits across spread throughout the room.

“Henry?” He asked.

“Oh, sorry again. Your mansion is simply incredible. I have never been inside a similar place before in my life, Duke Tomas.”

“I understand. Either way, let’s talk about your job and how you can help me.”

The Duke proceeded to explain what he wanted from me. It was nothing fancy. Basically, I was supposed to help his hunter, whose name was Mr. Byron, get some pelts and other stuff from the animals in the Bennet Forest. The Duke knew I had experience with the place, so it was the perfect “punishment” for me.

“Thank you, Duke Tomas. Should I go and meet Mr. Byron right away?”

“Not quite yet. Follow me to my bedroom. I have to... prepare you for the hunting.”

He got up from the fancy chair he was sitting on and headed out the room. I followed him while staying behind to admire his feminine ass.

Once I got into his bedroom, he grabbed a chair and put it in the middle of the floor. 

“Sit, Henry. I will grab some stuff in order to get you ready.”

My mind could not understand why he wanted me to do so before going to a hunt. As far as I knew, nothing of that was necessary. I just needed to grab a knife and a gun to kill some animals. What did he have in mind?

The Duke came out of the room on the right with a heavy box on his hands. He almost tripped and let it fall to the floor while he closed the door. Then, he stopped in front of me while sporting a slight smirk on his face.

Afterward, he put the box on my thighs and opened it. There was a bunch of women makeup stuff like face cream, face powder, lipstick and rouge in there.

I looked up confused at the Duke and asked, “What is this all for, Duke Tomas?”

“Nothing, Henry. Mr. Bryon will hunt... a bear and he wants you to wear some of this stuff in order to deceive the animal. Don’t ask any more questions. Just let get you ready.”

Since he was the Duke and I was working for him, I kept my mouth shut.

The Duke started by painting my hand fingernails with a dark red substance that quickly solidified. Then, he grabbed some of the powder and started to apply it on my face, making my cheeks look redder.

He moved down and started to paint my feet fingernails using the same substance as before. Afterward, he used an instrument to pluck out some of my hair follicle from my eyebrows. I had no idea what were the names of most of those items.

The next step was to paint my lips red with his lipstick. I had never tried that sort of thing before, so my lips felt funny once he finished painting them.

Then, he grabbed a hair comb and straightened my brown hair to the sides. My hair was not long, so it only made it look horrible. Honestly, I could not wait until I was done with that so that I could get back to looking like my normal self.

Duke Tomas even used a substance to paint the region around my eyes and my eyelids dark. When he grabbed a small mirror and made me look at my reflection, I said, “But I look just like a woman!”

“Not a woman, no no, more like a nice cute sissy. Yes, a sissy you are. Or rather, are becoming one”, he murmured.

He continued applying a bit more of his makeup until he got on his two feet and said, “Time to shave off that hair, Henry.”

“WHAT?!” I shouted. The Duke took a couple of steps back and looked in shock at me. I tilted my head down and then said, “Sorry, Duke Tomas. I should not have shouted.”

The man reached toward my shoulder with his hand and said, “It’s okay. Now, lay on my bed. I will get the razor.”

I laid belly up on his bed, which extremely comfy. I wanted to stay there forever, maybe even cuddling that strong man.

With the straight-blade razor in his hand, he approached me and said, “Care to take your clothes off for me?”

I did think that all of that was weird, but after being reprimanded by the Duke once, I didn’t protest. I took off my dirty pants and shirt. My skinny body was exposed to the well-built Duke, and there was a grin of approval on his face.

He used the razor to shave off the hair on legs without making a single mistake. At no point did he go too fast and cut me.

Once he finished with my legs, I felt a bit weird. The air felt colder around that region without the hair. Either way, I thought that my legs looked nicer without that. The muscles and outlines were clearer.

He did the same for the rest of my body. Once he was done, I only had body hair only around my junk. I wondered if he would go as far as to shave off my pubic hair as well, which was probably what the Duke was thinking at that moment.

“Hmm, hmm...” he gesticulated while looking down at my bulge. I was fighting hard not to allow my cock to become harder at that moment. If he were to find I fancied him, I had no idea what could happen.

Either way, I did think that Duke Tomas was acting very weird. What prevented me from expressing that thought was the fact that I was no more than a peasant and that I was enjoying the moment. I mean, he was looking at my naked body on the bed. How much hotter could that get?

“Yeah, I think that will have to go as well”, he said while reaching out with his hand and pulling it down. He did it so quickly I didn’t even have time to react. I pulled my legs backward as a way to protect myself from the weirdness of the Duke.

“Come on, Harry. Don’t make this harder than it has to be”, he said while grabbing my legs and pulling me closer to him.

Swiftly, he used the straight-blade razor paired with scissors to remove all of my pubic hair. My cock and ballsack looked huger without that.

My dick was now fully erect. I could not control myself, but either way, seeing my dong hard like that did not seem to disturb the Duke. Actually, he stared at my junk for a couple of seconds. His eyes and mouth were slightly more open than usual.

“Okay, so now I need to get you some proper garments, Henry”, he said before hurrying out of the room and going into another.

He grabbed a collection of women clothes for me to wear. There was a dress, a pair of shirt and skirt, heeled sandals, women boots, etc.

“Choose what you want to wear, Henry.”

I got up from the bed and looked without interest at those clothes. Then, I said, “The shirt the skirt look alright. And the heeled sandals are fine too.”

“Great! Grab them and put them on.”

I quickly did as he asked. I felt weird inside those garments. I had never felt something so tight around me.

While I was checking me out using one of his big mirrors, I felt the Duke’s strong hands reaching out below me and pushing my asscheeks apart. He quickly put an object inside my ass with a long tail. As I looked down to see what was happening, I gasped.

“Don’t worry, Henry. This is all for your hunt. However, once you are done, I will require you to keep wearing these clothes, okay? I will fix your make up tomorrow. Now, go to Mr. Byron’s place and do everything he demands from you.”

Confused, I headed out of the mansion and towards the small house that was Mr. Byron’s. The place was almost falling apart, but I could see that the old man doing everything in his power to keep it neat.

After I knocked on the door, Mr. Byron, a huge man with a pronounced belly and a large white beard showed up and said, “Jesus, is this a man or a woman?!” 
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Mr. Byron and I did go hunt, and he DID use me to deceive the bear. The bear seemed confused for seeing me like there. It probably did not understand if I was a woman or not.

Initially, I thought that the whole make-up thing was weird, but as time passed, I realized it was useful for hunting dangerous animals. The bears always seemed to fall for it!

My parents asked me what was going on. I explained to them what Duke’s plan was, which calmed their minds down a bit. The questions stopped coming immediately after the first shock.

Whenever I had to go to the city to buy some things for the Duke, the people there would constantly look at me and make funny comments. I tried to ignore them, but it was hard not to let their words get under my skin. Since those trips were short, at least I didn’t have to endure the humiliation for too long.

Outside of those awkward moments, though, I kind of learned to like my new look. The Duke looked delightful when he saw me doing my own make-up all by myself.

He called the thing that he put inside my asshole a “butt plug”. During the first few days, after coming home to sleep, I would always take it out. However, once a couple of months had passed, I learned to keep it where it was because I stopped minding its presence. The Duke looked really happy once he saw me wearing the tailed plug nonstop.

***
[image: ]


I CAME BACK TO THE Duke's mansion after another shitty day in the city buying some groceries for him. The bags were full of carrots, apples, meat, and vegetables. They were heavy too, and I wished only to get to his office in order to tell him I was done for the day.

The sun was about to set. The birds had stopped singing and were going to sleep. The street outside, which was always buzzing with carriages during the day, was now devoid of them. There were only a couple of lights in the distance of said vehicles heading back home.

I walked into the Duke’s mansion, headed to the kitchen and left the bags on the table. Then, I made my way to his office upstairs. I stopped a bit here and there to admire the interior of his house. I could not have enough of that place.

I finally reached the door to his office. Then, I knocked on it and waited for him to say “It’s open”, as usual.

Those words were never spoken, which left me puzzled. Was something going on in there?

The first thing that came to my mind was that maybe a criminal came in there and knocked the Duke out. If that was the case, I had to be careful, because he might still be around.

I opened the door to his office and peered my head through the doorway. There was nobody in there, so I finished opening the door and headed in.

Out of nowhere, the Duke opened another door and stepped into the room. He had only his underwear on, his arms were stretched out wide and there was a smile on his face.

“HELLO, HENRY!” He shouted while walking toward me and holding me by the hand. That was the first time he was acting funny like that. I gripped his hand firmly and allowed him to take me to his bed.

He stopped in front of me and looked deep into my eyes. His smile was replaced by a determined look on his face.

His strong and hairy chest was within reach of my hands. Out of instinct, I lifted one hand and started to caress it. He pushed my hand aside and said, “You are my sissy. You know that sissies need permission to touch their masters, right?”

“I know, Duke Tomas.”

“Well, then ask for permission.  I don’t like rebel sissies.”

“Can I... touch you, Duke Tomas?”

He moved his head closer to mine and whispered, “Yes, you may.”

I reached out with my hand again and started to caress his strong chest. I was merely playing and fumbling with his hair follicles. Each felt hard against the soft touch of my hands.

Then, the Duke reached out with his hand to my butt. Once he placed his masculine hand there, I felt totally under his power. His dominance was overflowing from his confident body.

He pressed, again and again, my soft buttcheeks. Each time he did that, I felt my asshole, which still had the tailed butt plug, contracting harder around the egg-shaped instrument.

The Duke had put his head beside mine and was breathing heavily against my ear. I felt my heart melting in front of his masculinity. His beard seemed imposing and maybe, even a bit frightening.

He kissed me passionately on the neck. Once his lips detached from there, he left a clear and lovely hickey.

“Oh Duke, you are so hot and strong. Make me yours. I want to be your trustworthy servant forever.”

“As you wish, my dear sissy”, he said while picking me up by the butt and lifting me from the floor.

His strong and firm hands seemed so much stronger than my virgin ass. I felt each side of it giving in to the Duke and inviting the man to go in harder.

Our lips locked once again and I felt his tongue fighting against mine for dominance. In a matter of seconds, however, the battle had been won. His tongue was in complete control of mine.

I could feel his rock-hard cock pressing against mine. I was wearing some panties, but even with the protection of the fabric, I could feel how huge his member was. I wanted to suck him off right then and there, but I was enjoying his soft lips too much to change what I was doing.

The Duke, however, had other plans. He carried me over the rest of the way to the bed and gently put me on it. I felt kind of lost without his muscular arms enveloping my skinny torso.

Then, he reached out with his hands and took off my panties, skirt, shirt, and bra. I was completely naked in front of him. Immediately after, he began to get undressed. It was the first time I was seeing those rounded pecs, shining abs, and muscular legs in full glory. The light of the moon gently highlighted every feature of his body.

He got on top of me and started to kiss me once again. I felt his hands covering my whole body, while spending most of their time on my dandy ass. Sometimes, he would even tease my little cockie by stroking it a bit. My little dick was already fully hard and leaking pre-cum.

“How about you ready me for what I have in mind, sweety?” He said while grabbing his long and thick cock and showing it to me.

“And what is it that you have in mind, Duke Tomas?”

“Oh, you will soon find out.”

I licked my lips, looked at his member for a couple of seconds, and then tongued the tip of it. The taste was nothing short of exquisite. It was like being in heaven.

I slowly wrapped his cock using one of my hands. My small and short fingers could not fully envelop the meat I had in front of me. The protruding veins were pressing hard against my hand.

“Yes, Henry. That is SOOO good”, he said before closing his eyes and tilting his head back. Those words only served to make me feel even more lust for that man. After such a long time, I finally had him just for me!

I felt that it was too soon to suck that meaty manhood, so I decided to lick the full length of that member first. It took me a couple of seconds to get from the glans all the way to the base. Even sucking around it was laborious. That man had one of the hugest cocks I had ever seen!

Well, other than mine and my old man’s, I had never seen one, but still... I never imagined a man could have such an enormous cock!

His cock was all wet with my saliva, which was even dripping a bit to the floor. He was also leaking some delicious pre-cum that I didn’t refrain from swallowing. Each droplet felt like having water after walking in a desert for hours on end.

Then, once I was ready, I readjusted myself and slowly approached his manhood with my hungry mouth. I felt the smell of musk accentuating and becoming stronger as the distanced was closed in.

I opened my mouth as wide as I could in order to fully insert his cock in. It was barely enough to do so, but once his glans were fully inside, I felt more confident to keep going down.

I focused my next efforts on sucking his delicious glans. My tongue was rapidly going from one spot to the other, then doing the same in a slower fashion. 

The Duke, without warning, put his hand on my head and thrust it downward with force. I was surprised at first, but then I realized that he didn’t want me to tease him too much. He wanted to get to the best part of that moment, which I was happy to oblige.

I already had a couple more inches of his cock inside me. I could feel his big cockhead hitting and pressing against the back of my throat, almost forcing me to gag. I did my best not to allow that happen, which worked for a couple of minutes.

Then, once I felt confident enough that I could take his whole dick in, I moved down along the length of his shaft. In a matter of seconds, my nose was touching and pressing against his pubic hair. I had his whole manhood deep inside my throat.

I gagged. With that enormous cock inside my throat, there was no way I could suck him without avoiding that. Still, I was very happy for finding out I could have that much of him inside me without feeling like I was about to die.

I kept sucking off and gagging. I could not let the gag get in the way of my enjoyment, much less to his. I had always been stubborn like that throughout my life.

The Duke surprised me by thrusting his cock in and out slowly without any warning. I could feel his protruding veins rubbing against my throat and tongue. It was something very different from anything I had felt in my life.

The butt plug, which I had forgotten up until that point, felt a bit uncomfortable. I reached out with my hand to try to adjust it, which caught the attention of the Duke. The much older man looked at me with curiosity and then, slowly slid out his cock from my mouth.

Again, I had that feeling of being abandoned and betrayed. That big cock of his felt so good in my mouth. I could simply not live without it, and yet, it was not within reach of my soft lips anymore.

The Duke then said, “Get on the bed, Henry, and open your ass for me. I’ve got a surprise for you.”

I immediately did as he asked of me. I laid my head and torso on the bed, and then opened my butt for him. The air in the room cooled down the newly exposed region.

The Duke, then, kneeled behind me and reached out with his hand for the plug. With a tug, he took it out. There was a slimy slurping noise as my rectum released its grip on the device. I groaned and licked my lips.

The Duke seemed to gaze my asshole. It was so vulgar, so..... welcoming, his eyes told me.

The Duke put his cockhead into my rectum, and afterward, slid his the whole shaft inside. His face told me he was frustrated for not having met any obstruction. He seemed to have thought that my butt was a lot tighter than it was, but little did he know that I had my own surprise for him.

Shortly after, my rectum shut tight against his cock. All of a sudden, the Duke seemed to have felt as if his dong had been embraced by a blood pressure cuff! I heard him howling in amazement. I looked back and said, “Fuck me good, Duke Tomas. Fuck me like the bad sissy I am!” 

The Duke soon discovered that, with sufficient strength, he could slide in and out of my rectum. He was doing everything he could, and yet, the process was slow.

Tomas was a fast learner, so he was soon rocking me at the desired speed. I felt his skin rubbing against mine, his balls hitting against my butt, and his hands tightly gripping my hips. Those huge, masculine hands were keeping me tight where I was.

Minutes later, I finally felt his cock throbbing inside me. My rectum was still tightly shut around it, and even so, his shaft was fighting hard to shake uncontrollably.

He shot rope after rope of hot nectar inside my asshole. I could feel each of them burning my skin, and going downward. They were dripping to the floor and forming a pool of cum there.

The Duke emitted a last groan of pleasure as he took his cock out slowly and laid on the bed. I looked at him and could see his chest expanding and contracting, looking for air.

I turned my attention to my legs and butthole, where the Duke’s precious seeds were coming out from and following a path. My eyes looked at the pool of cum that was being formed by the bed, and then I kneeled on the floor in order to lick it.

The Duke’s seeds were so delicious that my eyes rolled back and I groaned while I tasted them.  It took me a couple of minutes to clean everything up, but once I was done, I was happy with myself for having done that to perfection.

I got on my two feet again and looked at the Duke on the bed. He was sleeping, but his cock was still a bit dirty. I laid beside him, grabbed his manhood with my hand and started to clean him up.

It did grow hard at the same instant, which only made my job much easier. I sucked and licked his shaft and balls until he was completely clean.

Then, I put some clothes on him and got dressed. I had to get home early because tomorrow promised to be a full day.
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I looked around carefully to see if anybody was coming my way. Gladly, it seemed I was all by myself. Duke Tomas was out in London on a business trip. My old man was out in the garden picking some flowers for dinner. As for me, I was about to get what I had always craved for.

I entered the bathroom and slowly closed the door. I was walking on my toes in order not to let the maid know I was on the second floor. My objective there was the sort of thing no one could know about.

I opened the small container below the sink which had Lady Ashbury's make up things. I didn't know half of the names of her stuff, but I was still curious to try some of them out. I slowly opened the box, and there her things were.

I grabbed the thing I wanted to try first the most, which was her red lipstick. The metal was cold to touch. The casing opened without any sort of protest. The big and red lipstick material was now only inches away from painting my lips.

I slowly colored my lips red with the substance. I closed in my eyes as my dream was finally coming true. That was something I had been craving for a very long time.

Once I was done with that, I quickly put the lipstick back in the container and proceeded to grab the powder. I knew it had the power to turn bland Lady Ashbury's face into something completely different, so I was excited to see how I would like. I slowly painted my cheeks with it and looked at myself in the mirror. Looking fantastically cute, eh?

There were a couple of other things there, and with nobody seemingly around, I decided to try them out as well. It was then that, out of nowhere, the door to the bathroom opened. I almost jumped and hit my head in the sink. I quickly turned around to find Duke Tomas standing in the doorway.

"Alton, what are you doing here?" He said as his eyes looked all over my face. I was blushing red in shame and didn't know what to say, only that I was probably fucked. I was already over eighteen and could take care of myself, but still, my life depended on the Duke.

“I was just looking for... soap, Duke Tomas!” I said without daring to look at his face directly.

“But, the soap is actually on the cabinet beside the bathtub, and you know that very well, Alton.”

Shit! There was no way I could get around that situation by lying. I tried and tried to come up with an answer to his rebuke, but couldn’t find any. The Duke, then, stepped forward and lifted my head up.

“Have you been trying Lady Ashbury’s make up items, Alton?”

There it was! I could not lie, and yet, my mind kept trying to find an excuse. I slowly nodded my head when I finally mustered the strength to make myself understand I had fucked up.

“I see”, he said, “You are probably finding out more about yourself. I have been through this, although never once tried Lady Ashbury’s make-up. I won’t tell anyone if you promise not to come here again.”

I looked back toward the floor and meekly said, "I promise not to touch her stuff again, Duke Tomas."

Duke Tomas, who was quite a bit taller than I was and also the most muscular man I had seen in my life, grabbed my chin again and determinately said, “Look, why don’t you come to my bedroom tomorrow at night? I have something for you that might help with your... self-identification problems.”

Not knowing what he truly meant by that, and caring little about such, I enthusiastically said, “Sure! I will come by tomorrow night!” before jogging out of the bathroom and toward my old man’s house.
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I reached my house minutes after my not-so-unfortunate encounter with the Duke. My old man was out in the garden picking some flowers, and I approached him from behind. He didn’t hear me when I was about a couple of feet away from him.

“Oh, Alton...”, he started to say when he eventually turned around. His hands were full of lilies, “Have you already finished everything in Duke Tomas’ mansion?”

“Yes, sir!” I responded.

“Good, because I have something very important I want to talk to you about.”

“What is it?” I boringly asked without actually wanting to hear the answer from him, because I knew what it would be. Could he ever drop that concern of his?

“Miss Alma was just recently here looking for you. When are you ever going to speak to her? You are already eighteen and never had a girlfriend. I worry for you.”

“Yes, I know... I am just not ready for that yet.”

“Well, you should hurry to be ready, because that’s very important. Every young man of your age is already committed to marry a young woman.”

“Sure... Anyway, bye for now. I will go inside to get some rest”, I said while I headed to my bedroom. We lived in a pretty shitty house made out of wood where, from the outside, it looked as if it could crumble at any moment.

Either way, I had something to look forward to in there. As I crossed the doorway to get into my bedroom, I opened a drawer to get a portrait of Duke Tomas. I had bought it the market after saving money throughout a whole year. He was my crush, so I would always look at it for hours before going to sleep. Today was not going to be different.

Gladly, my old man was not going to come inside any time soon, so I lowered my pants without any worry. My cock, much smaller than the average man, I found after hearing a conversation on the streets, was already hard and leaking pre-cum.

The portrait was in my hand and I was looking intensely at it. Duke Tomas was so tall, handsome, strong and confident, which was the exact opposite of what I was. He was much older too – around late forties as according to the maid. He was always so close and yet, also so far from me.

If only we could be together... I knew that would be the best moment of my life. However, we were in very different social classes. He was rich, and most importantly, a Duke. I was nothing more than a peasant. Dukes don’t marry peasants, and especially not male ones.

I reached down with my hand to stroke my little cock, and immediately felt the characteristic warmth of that region. I knew my cock was small, but I had always wondered what Duke’s was like. Much bigger? Thicker as well? I didn’t know, but my mind could not stop thinking about that. Wild fantasies kept being created by my dirty brain.

Moments before things started to heat up between my cock, which I liked referring to as a ‘cockette’, and my hand, I heard footsteps of someone coming to my bedroom. I immediately lifted up my pants and tried to hide my hard-on. I lifted my knees so that nobody could see the silhouette of my cockette.

The footsteps were lighter than that of my old man. When the person finally crossed the doorway, I discovered that it was no other than Miss Alma. Shit! I don’t want to talk to her now.

“Alma, what is it? Why are you here now?”

“Didn’t Mr. Forsberg tell you that I came here looking for you?”

“Yes, he did, but-“

“No more buts! I came here to settle everything with you.”

She stepped toward me and sat beside me on the bed.

“You know I love you, Alton”, she said while caressing my hair. The portrait of Duke Tomas was hidden among the bedsheets.

“Yes, but...”

“What?”

“I can’t...”

“What?”

“I DON’T LOVE YOU, ALMA”, I shouted. The poor young woman almost jumped from the bed.

“But you are supposed to marry me! We have already arranged everything.”

“No, we haven’t. We can still not go through with this, and I’m definitely not going to marry you.”

“Stop that!”  She shouted while trying to take me out of the bed. I protested by screaming really loud. The portrait of Duke Tomas, which was hidden in the layers, was now on the floor. The glass shattered on impact.

“What is this?” She asked after grabbing the portrait.

“Give me that!” I demanded while trying to get on my two feet. She shoved me back to the bed with all the force she had.

“It’s Duke Tomas... Wait!”

“Alma, give me that! It’s mine!”

"Oh my!" She said before throwing the portrait back to me and running out of the house. I tried to run after her but then gave up. I didn't want to give another reason to make my old man come up with more questions for me.

And he showed up in front of my doorway immediately after. He had a very serious look on his face. I used the bedsheets to protect myself from him.

“Alton, what have you just done to Miss Alma?” He asked while remaining in front of the doorway. 

“Nothing, she just ran away after seeing a rat”, I lied.

“That can’t be it; she was crying.”

"Ahhhhh FINE! I told her I don't want to marry her."

“But we had already arranged everything for this marriage to happen!” He angrily shouted.

I could not take more of him, so I shouted back, “I’m already an adult! I can make decisions for myself and marrying her is not what I want for my life!”

My old man didn’t say anything afterward. His eyes were cold and seemed to be looking straight through my soul. He stayed in the doorway for what felt like an eternity before walking away.

I sighed in relief.
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I knocked on the Duke's bedroom door as I intently waited for him either to call me or open the door himself. I certainly hoped for the letter, since I wanted another chance to smell his fragrance.

Seconds after, he showed up and opened the door. I had, indeed, another chance to smell him. He had used a fragrance of mint mixed with roses. Ahhhhh, so good and so fitting for him.

“Nice to see you here, Alton. Please, come in”, he said while he held the door for me. I stepped inside looking a bit uncomfortable for being there; I didn’t know what exactly to do with my hands.

“Really good taste for a bedroom you have, Duke Tomas. I can only dream to have one for me”, I said in a failed attempt to compliment him without actually showing my feelings.

“Yes? Everyone says that when coming here”, he said after passing by me. He was heading to his wardrobe. He picked some clothes from Lady Ashbury and laid them on the bed. I walked to stand beside him. My eyes looked with curiosity at the pieces in front of me.

“What is all this for?”, I asked.

“Oh, my Lady wanted to see if you could try these clothes for her. She isn’t here, but she made me be her judge. So, just grab and wear them. I will turn around so that you don’t feel uncomfortable.

Wear women clothes in the Duke’s house? Well, I certainly had weirder requests from them before, but nothing quite like that. I liked the idea because I had always fancied wearing clothes made for women; I never had the chance for that with my old man being around all the time.

Duke Tomas turned around and headed toward the window. From there, he would still be able to see me, but I didn’t mind it; I actually wanted him to see my naked body – it turned me on. I had to fight the urge of my cock becoming erect, but I knew I could do it.

I lowered my shorts and took off my shirt before gracefully putting them on the bed. Then, I grabbed the tight shirt and put it on. Afterward, I put the skirt on. I looked down to see how everything looked and concluded that they actually fit me nicely.

“I’m ready, Duke Tomas”, I informed him. The Duke turned around and walked toward me. I felt a bit uncomfortable as he eyed me up and down, but also a bit turned on. My cockette was already semi-hard, even though I was trying very hard to contain myself.

"You are looking very good, indeed, with these clothes on. I honestly didn't think they would fit you, but you are thin and light enough for them. How about checking yourself out in the mirror?"

“That would be great”, I replied.

Duke Tomas headed to another room and grabbed a huge long mirror. He put it in front of me while I tried to readjust the skirt. When I looked at the mirror, I saw the feminine version of myself, or what was the closest of that. My face and hair were still very much of a man. I was missing the red lips and cheeks that every respectable woman in that age had.

“Seems that you are missing something, aren’t you?” Duke asked while he stood beside me to check me out in the mirror.

“I agree”, I responded. I knew where he was going for with that, but I was stupefied imagining him bringing Lady Ashbury’s make-up box. He really won’t do that, will he?

“Perfect. Just wait a bit, then”, he said before heading out. This time, he opened the door to the hallway. I heard his footsteps below when he opened the bathroom door. Seconds after, he was back in the bedroom. A huge box with make-up was in his hands.

“Wait, are you really going to allow me to use Lady Ashbury’s make-up?”

“Yes. To make my final judgment, I need you looking as close as possible to her. She wants this job well done, and I’m not about to angry her.”

He laid the box on the bed and opened it. Lipstick, powders and other make-up items were all in there, just like when I had seen them yesterday.

“Do you want me to help with that?” He asked.

"Yes!" I said enthusiastically. That was my chance to be close to the Duke once again. I was breaking my record of how many times a day I had managed to get close enough to sniff his fragrance. This time, I will also get a sample of his manliness.

The Duke grabbed the lipstick and opened the casing. The red substance glistened under the light of the candles. I grabbed a chair that was close to me and sat down. The Duke approached me and started to paint my lipsticks.

I closed my eyes until he was finished. Then, he grabbed the powder and started to color my cheeks. His hands felt so strong and masculine on my head when he grabbed it as support. I was leaking pre-cum in my own underwear while he made me more feminine.

He grabbed the clip and announced, “Should I also do your eyebrows, Alton?”

“Sure!” I responded, barely able to contain just how excited I was. The Duke opened a smile on his face.

He started to take out some of my eyebrow hair follicles. It hurt a bit, and I had to hold tight to the chair in order not to cause a fuss. The Duke was taking out each follicle at a time. There was a great intent from him to make sure he was doing it completely right.

Once he was done, he used something to paint my eyelids and the skin under my eyes. I could not see what it was, and it was the first time I was seeing that, so I had no idea what instrument it was. Still, it felt like some sort of eye brush.

“Ready to check yourself out in the mirror again?”, he asked with a wide smile across his face. I nodded with a grin before he moved the mirror so that it was standing in front of me.

I definitely looked more like a woman now. The only most noticeable problems were my legs and my hair. The hair could not be fixed, save for a wig, but the leg hair...

“Seems that you still have some things to be taken care of, Alton”, he said while examining my leg hair. I was feeling so horny that I could barely contain myself. I hoped he wouldn’t look up and find my wet underwear as well.

“Yes”, I finally started to say, “My leg hair is impeding me from becoming more like Lady Ashbury.”

“Do you want me to shave your leg hair?”

“Yes!” I said with a wide smile across my face. The only problem would be my old man, but I could deal with his questions. I just wanted to achieve my dream of becoming more like a woman.

Duke Tomas headed back down to the second floor’s bathroom to grab a straight-blade razor and shaving cream. I looked down with curiosity while his hairy and big hands applied the cream. He took great care not to cut me
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