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		Elliot's sisters had tried to hide their excitement about the upcoming party from him, but he found a crumpled up invitation in the trash and confronted Priscilla about it as soon as she got home.

		"It's the Duke of Westbrook. He's supposed to be picking a new companion," she said, squirming uncomfortably. She knew, despite his brotherly protesting, that she had a lot to offer though she was not the most attractive woman in town. "He'd take her away from here."

		"They say this every time that weirdo throws a party in that hideous mansion of his," Elliot said, rolling his eyes. "At most, he takes her on a vacation somewhere sunny and then dumps her right back here. Nobody ever leaves this place."

		"I believe in myself," Priscilla snapped. "So does Margery. We're going to the ball—and whether or not he picks us to go away with him, we're leaving town. The place is full of plenty of rich men. We just have to convince one of them to give us a ticket out of this hell hole."

		Westbrook was really not bad. It had a supermarket, a hairdresser, a park, a bakery... but it was boring. And this town had a reputation for sucking people in and making it impossible to get it together to leave.

		And Elliot had it harder than most. His two sisters were actually not biologically related to him, and his own mother had passed away a few years ago, leaving him to the mercy of his stepfather, who doted on his girls more than anything and saw Elliot as nothing but a threat to their innocence. To ensure they never saw him as a potential lover, he had Elliot do all of the cleaning in the house. He was always covered in dust and grime, and the girls would laugh at him. His stepfather grew quite used to having a servant, and soon he was doing the cooking and essentially waiting on the three of them hand and foot.

		Elliot held no contempt towards his sisters, telling himself that really they knew no better than to copy their father's attitude, but deep down he hated everything about his life. But, it would take a lot to leave this life behind.

		Priscilla was showing him her dress, and he pretended to show interest, but deep down, he was hurting. His stepfather had spent an awful lot of money on his daughter's' outfits to this masquerade ball; he was hoping against hope to find a handsome stranger to marry them each and give them the perfect life. When that happened, what would become of Elliot? Without the buffer of relative kindness from the two girls, what would life be like living alone with his father until he managed to find enough money to rent a place far, far away?

		At the thought, he fled to the garden shed and angrily wiped away tears. His sisters would surely be snapped up by rich, generous men, and he would be alone. Alone to cook and clean for a cruel tyrant in his own mother's home.

		After he had indulged in his sadness for a little while, he managed to catch his breath and wipe his face clean.

		A figure was standing in front of him who hadn't been there before. A beautiful, glittering woman about a quarter of the size of a normal human was hovering somewhere around his eye line in that dirty garden shed.

		"Hello!" she chirped. She had tumbling blonde curls and a shimmering blue dress. Elliot rubbed his tired eyes, but she was still there.

		"Who... who are you?" he asked. She smiled widely and kindly—a look he hadn't received in many years.

		"I am your fairy godmother," she cried, flinging her tiny arms in the air.

		Elliot blinked and looked down, ashamed, at his grubby clothes. "Well, what are you here to do? What do you want?"

		"I'm here to help you with your heart's desire," she said, "I'm here to tell you that you will get out of here, if that's what you truly wish. With my help, Elliot, you shall leave here and never come back, if first you go to the party to meet the Duke."

		"The masquerade ball?"

		"Yes! And once there, you will find your escape. You just must open your eyes and your mind. Are you willing to do that? To use any means necessary?"

		Elliot nodded. "Yes."

		She waved her little wand with a flourish "Then, my dear sweet boy... you shall go to the ball!"

		<<<

		He had waited for his sisters to leave well before he did, and he had stepped out of the beautiful car which his fairy godmother had conjured for him out of a watering can. He stayed inside the vehicle, staring at the entrance, the crowds of beautiful people in expensive clothing, and the warm lighting glowing invitingly from within. What would happen when his sisters recognized his ugly, cheap clothing behind the plastic mask he had found in the attic?

		He shuddered at the mocking he would have to endure.

		But nonetheless, he had to trust everything would work out for the best. His fairy godmother had promised.

		With a deep breath, Elliot stepped out of the car and onto the gravel. As soon as he exited, his foot that landed on the ground was no longer clad in a ripped, brown shoe but in a sparkling, transparent heel.

		He looked down at himself and was shocked when his line of sight to his feet was obstructed by a rather ample bosom draped in expensive, dark material. He smoothed his hands down over his curvaceous, beautiful new body, and his mouth fell open. Large, expensive feathers stuck out of his brand new mask, and a plume of matching feathers splayed out above his now sexy, pert behind.

		"I'm a woman!" he hissed to nobody in particular and staggered to the entrance of the ball in his four inch heels, heart hammering with fear and confusion.

		"Miss, welcome!"

		A large, burly bouncer in a tuxedo and bowtie grabbed onto his dainty elbow and helped Elliot upright. He looked at his lovely breasts, complemented by the fashionable clothing, and his smile widened.

		"You'll love it, lots of eligible men inside."

		"I'm not interested in that!" Elliot squeaked and then reached up a small hand to cover his mouth in shock at the feminine voice that came out.

		The bouncer laughed heartily and gestured him inside. It took him several more steps to work out the way to work with the heels and walk without looking like big bird, and he allowed his hips to sashay and sway as he went, the plume of glittering, dark feathers swishing as he went.

		All eyes were on him as he entered, and despite himself, he found he really rather enjoyed the attention. Men, oblivious to the fact that their masks did not hide the direction of their gaze, trained their eyes on his voluptuous new cleavage and high, tight butt with wide hips and a little waist.

		He made a great effort to walk slowly, heels clicking, and looked through his splayed black mask at every man who stared. Women stared too, jealousy and admiration playing about their half hidden features.

		Elliot felt something very unusual deep inside in response to all this attention. Usually, a feeling like this would cause blood to flow and harden him, and instinctively, he reached to hide an erection that wasn't there.

		His female body was aroused by all the eyes on her.

		He swallowed, throat dry, and edged his way through the mob of dancing, attractive strangers to find the free bar.

		The waiter with upturned nose—the kind of man who never had any time for Elliot or people like him—smiled widely, a glint in his eye as he approached, and handed over a glass of shimmering champagne before he even had to ask.

		"Enjoying yourself, madam?" he asked.

		Elliot nodded. "Yeah, I guess." The waiter's eyebrow twitched. "I'm MOST pleased," Elliot added with a fruity lilt to his feminine voice and then minced away before he could be engaged further.

		He stopped walking with a start when he spotted his sister Priscilla in her new expensive dress, looking rather embarrassed and out of place among all the beautiful, masked women. Next to her was his other sister Margery, lowered head and flushed cheeks.

		"Look," he heard one of them whisper, pointing subtly to him. "Women like that are our competition. We have no chance."

		With a small smile, he turned to push once again through the crowd. What he was looking for, he didn't know, but his godmother had made it clear he would find his freedom somewhere at this party. He just had to keep an open mind. Well, he was strutting around in the body of a woman; he wasn't sure how much more open his mind could possibly get.

		At that, he was approached by a suited and masked man, who gently grabbed onto his shoulder to get his attention.

		"Excuse me, miss?" the man said quietly into her ear, moving in close to speak over the live music. Elliot stared in response. "The Duke has spotted you, and he requests your company. Would you like to come with me to meet him?"

		Elliot opened and shut his mouth—this was certainly unexpected—and then nodded. "Yes," he said finally, "of course, I'd love to meet His Majesty."

		The man, a not unpleasant looking tall and slender gentleman, gritted his teeth visibly.

		"You must refer to the Duke as Your Grace, young lady," he sneered.

		"O... oh," Elliot said, tripping after him through the swaying, dancing people and up the marble staircase, clinging onto the banister for dear life.

		"Through here. What is your name?"

		"Elli... um, it's Ella, sir," Elliot said delicately.

		"Hmm," he responded and threw open the large, double doors into a room down the hallway, ushering him through. Elliot admired the huge, gilded oil paintings and marbled statues but hobbled into the room at a pointed glare.

		"Your Grace," the gentleman pronounced.

		Elliot looked up to see a man of astonishing attractiveness—though Elliot had never been anything other than totally heterosexual, he could happily note the looks of another man—sitting in a red velvet smoking jacket on a chaise longue and holding a cigar. His dark blonde hair was slicked into a side parting, and his facial features were sharp and memorable. He looked up at Elliot, and his face twisted into a tight, dark smile as he looked him up and down from head plumage to tail plumage, and rearranged himself on the squeaky leather.

		"Miss Ella," the gentleman introduced.

		"Thank you, Woods. Please, stay. And you, mademoiselle, come. Let me introduce myself properly." His smile unfaltering, the Duke of Westbrook displayed an inviting open palm.

		Elliot walked carefully across the expensive carpet in his high heels and sat next to the Duke, face aflame, at his invitation.

		Woods, the tall slender gentleman who had led him into the room, shut the door and lingered uncertainly.

		Elliot then became aware of several other men smoking by the French windows at the far wall who turned to regard him and raise their eyebrows in approval at his beautiful accentuated curves and tight, black outfit.

		Elliot found himself squirming on the leather seat as he was close enough to smell the man, his delicious cologne, and to see his extraordinarily handsome features up close—down to the ripple of muscle under his clothing. He found himself uncharacteristically warmed to his core at the thought of his attention—his touch. He hung on the man's every word.

		"Miss Ella, I am a man of expensive tastes," the Duke began, tapping his cigar onto an ashtray thoughtfully. "I eat only the finest foods, smoke only the finest cigars, and I commission the most expensive—however gaudy—art to surround myself with. Do you understand this?"

		Elliot nodded with a frown. Of course, he did. Were women often patronized like this?

		"Yes. Good. Well, I also pride myself on only fucking the finest women." Elliot's mouth went dry as the Duke looked directly at him. "You may have heard the rumors that I am looking for a wife. They are true. However, I have a fair few criteria... If you fit them, I can give you the perfect life. How does that sound?"

		"Um..."

		"Listen, I understand this all sounds obscenely self-absorbed and perhaps even naive, but you must understand it from my perspective. I am a very rich and powerful man. I must be sure that the woman I choose to share these things with is worth my time, my money, and my trust. I haven't found her yet. If you are willing to take part in my decision making, it could be you."

		"Oh..."

		"Yes, I do hear how this sounds, but think of all I am offering, Ella. Access to everything I own. Land abroad, vacations in any country on any day, a life of leisure and happiness... and wonderful sex. What do you think?"

		"Well, I..." Elliot waited for an interruption, and when none came, the Duke instead looking at him with a patient smile, he continued, "yes, I think I'll... we can see if we're compatible, if you like." As soon as the words left his lips, he flushed a bright scarlet, despite himself.

		The thought of a life of luxury made his heart hammer. Trips to wherever he wished to go, the finest foods, and all he had to do was please this man once? He was sure he could at least try. He had a penis, after all—most of the time. He definitely knew how to bring one to orgasm.

		"Wonderful."

		The Duke clapped his hands together once, the cigar discarded on the ashtray. It probably cost the equivalent of a month's food for Elliot. He smiled and looked up at this agonizingly attractive man, waiting for orders.

		"First, you must undress yourself. Please."

		The Duke stood, indicating that Elliot should stand in the center of the room. He nervously slipped off his little black dress, letting it fall around his shapely calves, revealing matching lacy underwear. The Duke made a low noise of approval in the back of his throat.

		"And the rest, please."

		He struggled to undo his bra strap, blushing madly, and finally it fell to the floor as well. He took a moment to admire the large swell of his brand new breasts and the hardening of his nipples at the excitement of this moment.

		He pushed down his panties next, allowing them to fall the same way as the rest, and stood looking at the Duke with hands on his hips, mask still on, feathers blooming from his face.

		"Good Lord," he breathed. "You might be the most beautiful woman I have ever had the luck to lay eyes on."

		Elliot felt the area between his legs tingle and warm up at this sentence, and he swayed his hips slightly, reveling in the way his breasts looked when he moved.

		"Woods, please inspect her, my good man."

		Elliot raised his eyebrows in surprise at this command, but he allowed the other man to approach him, move his legs apart, and gently push the tip of two fingers inside of him.

		"She is in fact intact, Your Grace," Woods said with palpable surprise.

		"Oh my," the Duke said, pushing himself to his feet. "And how does a woman like you get to this age without allowing a man inside of her?"

		Elliot never had the freedom to meet with women in his life; he had, indeed, remained a virgin. "I haven't found a man worthy yet, Your Grace," he answered steadily. The Duke placed a hand on his crotch, and his Adam's apple bobbed with contained desire.

		"Would you consider... me... worthy?"

		Elliot thought about it. Freedom. And his feelings for the Duke were certainly not platonic. He could almost feel a drop of moisture begin to run down the inside of his leg. This was the most beautiful man he had ever laid eyes on. A man who could have whoever he wanted whenever he wanted... and what he wanted was to explore his female body.

		"I would, Your Grace, if you would have me."

		"Woods, I see the way you are looking at her. Would you like to warm her up for me? If this is acceptable to you, miss." The Duke took a tumbler of deep brown liquid and swirled it, almost uninterested in the events.

		"I..." Elliot stammered. But then the Duke glanced up at her with furrowed brow. He had to give a good show if he wanted to get to display to the man what he could do. And she was experiencing some unfamiliar ache deep inside to be filled up.

		So he nodded at the servant. Woods gratefully fell to his knees at Elliot's feet and kissed him between the legs, lapping at the warm wetness like a hungry animal, shaking his head left and right and swirling his tongue in circles.

		Elliot thought he would have a grasp on what pleasure as a woman would feel like, but it was not at all the same feeling. He felt his insides burning and fluttering and had to let his mouth fall open with a gasp.

		"How is he?" the Duke asked Elliot as if only paying half attention.

		"This is..." Elliot began.

		He gasped again as Woods pressed his mouth in harder to give varying pressure, circling his tongue and then moving to an up and down motion, then back to circles. His eyes were closed, and his hands curled around to cup his toned behind as he licked and gently sucked, turning to occasionally nip and groan into Elliot's inner thigh.

		He felt a swell of pleasure inside him that threatened to crash down like a wave on the shore and leaned his head back to cry out, but the Duke stood and held out a hand.

		"Not yet," he said simply. He sipped his drink and set it down. "I don't wish for you to enjoy my manservant more than me. That won't do, will it?"

		But Elliot was hardly paying attention, grinding his hips against Woods' face.

		"Tut, Ella, you must listen if this is to work. Woods."

		The man removed his tongue with some reluctance and stood, a visible erection straining against his expensive trousers and his cheeks flushed with arousal. The sight of this made Elliot throb deep inside.

		"Ella, on your knees, please. It won't do to think you can get away with these things so early in the night."

		Elliot, still breathing heavily, looked over to the Duke, who was sitting again and motioning to the floor in front of him.

		He had come this far.

		With pursed lips, he kneeled at his feet. The Duke shook his head and pushed him forward so that he was on his hands as well, bottom in the air.

		Before he could gather his thoughts, a slick slap rang out in the room, and he sharply took a breath as the stinging pain which followed shortly. A look over his shoulder showed that the man had a fine leather riding crop in his hand and a wide smile on his face.

		"When I tell you to stop enjoying my servants, miss, you will stop. Understood?"

		Elliot nodded rapidly. But another smack across his bare behind made him cry out.

		"Say yes, Your Grace."

		"Yes, Your Grace."

		"Good. You may stand." Elliot pushed himself to his feet, red with embarrassment, but aching internally for more—a very confusing combination. "I don't have many rules, but I am strict about them. You must do what I say or have a good reason not to. Is that fair?"

		"Yes," Elliot said, "your grace." He couldn't stand not being touched for a moment longer, whatever he had to do for more attention he would do.

		"I don't expect you to know much about the male body—with your lack of experience, my sweet—but shall we see what level you start at?"

		Elliot chewed his glossy lower lip, unsure what the man was getting at.

		"Here." The Duke responded to his confusion by shrugging off his jacket and squeezing the hard, long shape beneath his boxers.

		The sight of his arousal from watching Woods and he had driven the Duke a little wild. Elliot got to his knees and freed the Duke’s large cock, immediately taking all he could into his small mouth and swallowing to stimulate the head right at the back of his throat. All he could do was what he knew he'd wanted to be done to him when he was a man, and that was take him as far as he could and suck hard and fast and wet.

		And so, with his new feminine features and small delicate hands, he gripped the base of the Duke's cock and sucked hard and so deep, he almost coughed, but the fire in his belly made him continue. He moved his head quickly up and down, his long hair tumbling from its clips and bouncing around his shoulders as he worked it with his tongue as well, pressing against the lower veins and tasting the saltiness as it ran down his throat.

		The Duke was gasping and panting with the unexpected thrill that this inexperienced young lady had, gripping onto her hair. Suddenly, he pulled away, cock twitching and throbbing, with wide eyes.

		"No, I want to finish inside you," he said.

		Elliot groaned at the thought, desperately turning and pressing his pert behind against the Duke's crotch in the hopes that he would deliver what he wanted and finally fill him up the way he'd been aching to be filled for the entire time he'd been female.

		"I don't want anyone else to have you, Ella," the Duke said, pulling him by the hair to arch his back. "I want to claim you as my own, I've decided."

		Decided so quickly? Elliot wondered how serious he was about this, or whether he was just drunk on lust.

		"I want to be with you, too," he managed to say, still swaying his hips in the hope that something would quell his burning desire at some point soon.

		"You would be mine forever?" The Duke's voice remained firm and commanding, but there was something lightly boyish and hopeful about the way he said this.

		"I would, if that's what you wanted," Elliot whispered. "Make me yours."

		He was almost dripping now with desire, liquid threatening to run down his inner thighs after everything that had happened in such a short amount of time.

		"I would take you in my jet," the Duke whispered, pressing the head of his cock teasingly against Ella's quivering body. "I would show you the world. I could have anyone, and I want you. Tell me how that makes you feel."

		He blurted out the first word that came into his head. "Wet."

		The Duke laughed and pushed his cock harder, almost entering, but not allowing himself to just yet.

		"Yes, you are. God." He entered partially with one firm thrust. "And so tight, so perfect."

		He pulled out again leaving Elliot once again with that feeling of aching longing. A sharp pain rang through his body but shortly faded into total bliss as the Duke pushed inside once again, this time all the way, stretching Elliot out into a shape perfect for his partner’s rock hard cock. The Duke let out a breath, cock already twitching gratefully inside of him.

		“Woods, come here, this girl is simply too much for just one man.”

		The manservant smirked, and Elliot opened his mouth as he exposed his own not unsizeable manhood from under the thin grey material that hid it until now.

		Elliot placed the tip of Woods’ cock between his soft, full lips and sucked hard so that it slid over his tongue to reach the back of his throat.

		Dizzy with arousal at the feeling of a man deep inside him—pounding against his tight, wet, brand new hole—he bobbed his head up and down. He felt juices run down his inner thighs—partially from the Duke’s copious precum and partially from his own rampant horniness.

		Elliot ground his luscious hips against the most powerful man in the town as he simultaneously gave wet, slurping attention to the man’s servant.

		Imagine—two hours earlier, he had been straight as an arrow. Now, it was all he could do to keep from screaming with sheer, divine pleasure as he was pounded from both directions by two thick, dripping cocks. His female body had so many nerve endings! The Duke reached forward to twist and pinch one of his erect nipples, and electricity shuddered through him.

		He was going to come—hard—any second. He upped his pressure and intensity as he sucked on the man who minutes earlier had hungrily lapped between his own legs, and his knees began to tremble against the floor.

		“Oh, fuck,” Woods gasped and grabbed Elliot’s thick hair to slam his cock deep down his throat. He came in thick hot jets down his throat, panting and crying out in sheer pleasure. “There is no way you’ve never done that before,” he whispered as his cock throbbed and spasmed against the roof of Elliot’s mouth. Greedily, he swallowed it all, feeling it slide, hot, all the way down.

		The feeling of his orgasm and the way he had praised his skills—attention and praise he found were really all it took to push his buttons—caused the pleasure within Elliot’s abdomen to reach a clattering peak, and blissful sparks exploded from within, dripping down his inner thighs. He moaned into Woods’ cock hard and urgent as the servant retrieved himself from his mouth.

		He twitched and fluttered against the Duke’s grinding erection, who leaned forward and bit Elliot hard on the shoulder to stifle his cries.

		Soon, the Duke of Westbrook was coming like a freight train, roughly twice the amount as his servant, thick and boiling hot, jetting up inside of Ella’s tight, spasming body. They both yelled out as one as they came together, pink, sweating and dripping onto the floor, their juices combined.

		He stayed inside of Elliot for an extra minute after his cock had finished twitching against him, nipping at his collarbone from behind and squeezing large, supple breasts.

		“It’s almost midnight, Your Grace, would you like a bed made up?” Woods asked, calm and level-headed, standing fully dressed and with fingers interlocked as if none of the previous events had occurred.

		“Yes, I rather think we would like that,” the Duke said, helping Elliot to his feet, still unsteady in his heels.

		“Wait, what’s the time?” Elliot stammered.

		“Five to midnight, madam, is something wrong? You look a tad pale.”

		The magic was only supposed to last until midnight. Elliot tried to say something, but a string of nonsense instead of words came out. He pulled his dress on, not bothering with the underwear, secured his mask, and teetered out of the room.

		“I have to—” he managed to say, flying out of the double doors and down the marble steps.

		“Wait, Ella—” the Duke cried after him, voice ringing through the huge building.

		Elliot tripped, one of his transparent heels flying off, and hobbled the rest of the way out. He stopped short of the road in front of the mansion. Several cars lay dormant in wait of their owners, but his own was not among them. Instead, a rusty watering can sat in the parking space. Elliot picked it up, frowned at his reflection in it, and threw it to the floor. As he did so, he caught sight of what he was wearing: that same cheap and slightly dirty suit that he had come in. His arms and legs thicker and hairier, suddenly.

		Just then, the Duke came flying out of the door and skidded to a halt, looking red-faced and anxious.

		“You there, boy!” he called, and Elliot looked up at him nervously. “Have you seen... the most beautiful woman come running past? She has only one shoe.” He held up the translucent heel that had fallen off in his frantic escape.

		Elliot lowered his eyes to the floor for a second and then shook his head. “No,” he said, his rough and gravelly male voice almost surprising him, almost as if he had a separate identity now that he missed.

		But there was nothing to be helped. He had used up his time, and he had missed out, somehow, on the opportunity that he had been given, because he would have to make the journey back to his cruel stepfather tonight instead of on a private jet with the Duke of Westbrook to any destination he could think of.

		With eyes firmly on the ground, Elliot made his way home, to his scratchy bed and lumpy mattress.

		<<<

		The next day, the town was on fire with gossip, and his shrieking sisters awoke him early by exchanging shrill messages back and forth up the stairs.

		“He found someone! Someone at the ball! He wants to take her away; he wouldn’t say who she was!”

		Elliot pulled himself out of bed and blinked sleep out of his eyes, pushing the door open.

		“What’s going on?” he mumbled.

		“The Duke!” Priscilla screamed in his face, making him flinch. “The Duke said he has fallen in love with one of the women he met at the masquerade ball! We don’t know who. He said he’s coming to every house of everyone who attended so that he can be reunited with her. Isn’t that romantic?”

		“What if it’s me, Ell?” Margery was squealing from the bottom of the stairs. “Do you think it could be me? I know I saw him looking at me!”

		“It... could be anyone,” Elliot said, running his fingers through his hair and frowning.

		“Girls, he’s almost here. I want you on your best behavior. Are you both showered and ready?”

		The commanding bass rumble of his stepfather always made Elliot’s stomach tighten with apprehension, and now was no different. He knew that the man would do anything it took to ensure that his two girls got the best life possible, and ending up with the Duke was the best life he could imagine.

		“He doesn’t know what her face looked like, Daddy,” they were trilling. “So he has to spend time with each of us to see if it was us.”

		At that moment, there was a rap at the door. Three sharp knocks. Priscilla and Margery screamed to the door and flung it open. There stood the Duke himself, dressed in a very expensive blue suit. Next to him, holding a briefcase, was Woods—also suited up and looking very stern and important.

		“Elliot,” his stepfather barked, “prepare the Duke a drink.”

		With his head lowered, he went into the kitchen to do as he was told, his eyes threatening to well up. There was no way he could explain to the Duke that he was the girl he was seeking; even if he could, he wouldn’t be believed. He may even repel the man with this information, and that was the last thing he wanted to do.

		So, he got busy making everyone in the house a mug of tea as the Duke and Woods settled onto the sofa.

		“Now, at first I was at a loss for how I could figure out who this enchanting woman was, especially if she did not want to be found,” the Duke was explaining in his familiar calm yet commanding voice. “I considered trying the shoe she left behind on every maiden’s foot in this town, but quickly realized that... well, a lot of women have the same shoe size. So, that’s a ridiculous idea.”

		Woods nodded alongside him and took over the conversation momentarily.

		“Sir, I believe it’s necessary for us to speak to your angelic offspring alone, if that’s alright. We need to get to the bottom of this as quickly as possible, and unfortunately, this is something of a... private matter.”

		Elliot’s stepfather nodded immediately and left for his toolshed. To marry one of his daughters off to the richest and most powerful man in the town, he would have done a lot more than leave the room. Elliot wondered if he may even have carved off pieces of their feet to fit that shoe.

		He entered the room with the tea, handing out a mug to each person in the room one by one and making sure to carefully avoid eye contact with the two men—in case they recognized the look in his eye—or the human underneath it. Elliot also had an inkling that if he caught the eye of the extraordinarily handsome Duke, that he might just not be able to help himself from leaning forward and planting a heavy kiss full on his lips. And that might just get him in some real trouble.

		“This is an uncomfortable matter, ladies,” Woods continued now that their protective father was out of the room, “but there is simply no other way for us to find this woman. You see, she may be... carrying your beloved Duke’s child.”

		The Duke lowered his head and frowned at his feet. If Elliot didn’t know any better, he would have thought that the look in his eye closely resembled true heartache. But they had only known each other—and oh, had they known each other—for all of an hour before Elliot, or Ella, had had to flee. Could he really be in that deep a funk pining for this woman who perhaps no longer existed?

		"Well, Your Grace, we'll certainly do whatever it takes," Priscilla stammered, blushing a rather elegant scarlet that reached down to her sparing cleavage.

		"Yes, sirs, please, we—" Margery hastened to add.

		She was cut short as the two men exchanged a businesslike nod, stood, and dropped their trousers to the floor. The Duke was already sporting a magnificently beautiful hard-on that made Elliot's knees grow weak with desire. Woods began to jerk himself off with a small frown and pointed to the floor.

		"If you'd kneel, we can get right to it," the Duke said with a filthy smile, palms splayed as if conveying his innocence. "Really, as I did not see her face, and nobody with her name seems to live here, this is the only way we can get to the bottom of this. She gave the best head in town, there's no doubt about that. We just have to search far and wide until we find her."

		Priscilla and Margery gaped at each other with pure disbelief.

		"W-well, anything to prove to your grace that we—" Priscilla began but became enthralled mid-sentence by Woods' quickly hardening cock as he rubbed it up and down. She was drawn closer like a snake to a flute.

		Priscilla's small mouth opened and closed around his thick pink head, and she looked up with big blinking eyes at him. She drew an extra inch in past her rose colored lips and then let it spring free again, admiring how it glistened now in the light.

		"Priscilla, I got the bigger one," Margery giggled, gripping the Duke's magnificent cock at the base with her delicate little hand.

		Her ample bosom shook with laughter, and her full lips quickly enveloped the Duke into her own mouth, letting the head push out the side of her cheek as she looked up at his face. Both girls were determined to give a damn good show. They didn't care that their brother was watching, or that their father was just outside. If they were deemed the best at blowjobs and whisked away, there was no way they would ever admit to their father what it was they had done to win this man's heart.

		Both girls were barely able to put more than half of either man into their small mouths, and Woods even jumped once or twice as Priscilla became too eager and nicked him with the edge of a tooth, or squeezed his balls a tad too hard. The Duke closed his eyes, enjoying the slick, sloppy work of Margery's small mouth, but he didn't seem close to coming, sometimes sneaking a disappointed glance down at her.

		But the girls were having the time of their lives. They were moaning onto the pair of hard cocks, squeezing at their erect nipples, and grinding onto the floor or the feet they sat on. Though Elliot would never admit it to anyone, he found himself growing intensely harder and harder, and had to hide his arousal as he peeked from the kitchen. Their tea remained untouched.

		"Alright, girls, thank you for your trouble," the Duke finally sighed, removing his still rock hard, throbbing cock from Margery's disappointed mouth and moving to zip up his trousers. Woods reluctantly followed suit.

		"W-wait," Elliot heard himself saying just as the two men were almost covered up again.

		"Yes, boy?" the Duke said with a small look of concern. "Weren't you the boy I saw outside the ball when I lost her? Do you know something?"

		Elliot swallowed hard. He took a couple of steps forward.

		"Well, I just... I can't stand the idea of you looking all over for her and never finding her," he said slowly and instantly regretting it as it fumbled from his mouth.

		"Go on," the Duke said, folding his arms.

		His sizeable erection was not yet concealed, only serving to make him more intimidating. Woods was squinting up and down at Elliot as though he was trying to place something.

		"It was me," Elliot finally said. "I was under a magic spell. I'm so sorry."

		There was a long pause, and the Duke let out a sigh and rolled his eyes. "Boy," he said, "if you wanted to taste me, you could have simply asked."

		He squeezed his shaft so that it twitched and raised an eyebrow at Elliot. "Be quick, I have plenty more houses to visit."

		After a brief hesitation, Elliot stepped forward, ignoring his stepsisters and their open mouths of shock. They couldn't believe his cheek!

		He kneeled quietly at the feet of the two men, head lowered, and ran his hands up both of their inner thighs at once. The two men glanced at each other momentarily, unsure of what this boy's intentions could possibly be.

		Elliot wasn't sure what he wanted, either. He thought that he could see pain in the Duke's eyes, even if he really didn't know anything about the woman he had lost. If anything, he could try to give the man some closure.

		Or that's what he told himself as he licked the tip of his big cock, tasting the saltiness of his precum. It was closure, and not just because he found himself growing ever more desperate for it.

		He pulled the Duke's head into his mouth and sucked hard, bringing one hand around to press on his firm cheeks and the other to gently tease and flutter up and down on Woods' rock hard shaft.

		He could get even more of his cock in now that his male mouth was slightly larger, and he took full advantage of it, bobbing and lowering his head until the tip pressed against the back of his throat. He pressed against the veins along the Duke's cock with his tongue and then he pulled away, letting him spring free again. He took Woods into his mouth now in one go, almost gagging on his head, swallowing against the tip to take in all his precum, remembering how it felt when the servant had hungrily lapped at him when he was female.

		He pulled back again and then pushed the two cocks together. He licked and kissed and sucked both tips together simultaneously, and then pushed them both deep into his mouth, against his throat, and bobbed his head, feeling his own erection strain almost painfully against his clothes. He could hear both men's breathing grow ragged simultaneously, and he squeezed a butt cheek of each, letting them know that they could fuck his face.

		The Duke grabbed some of his hair, and Woods cupped the back of his neck, and both men began to thrust their hips, panting, until they came together. Elliot moaned gratefully against both shafts. Their juices ran down the back of his throat, and he swallowed it all, continuing to apply pressure and move his head up and down.

		He pulled away, and both men tried to catch their breath.

		"Is this possible?" the Duke gasped, holding a hand out to steady himself against the wall.

		"Your Grace, that was... definitely her," Woods stumbled, chest heaving as he looked down at Elliot—at the redness of his face and raging, untouched erection.

		"It was a magical spell of some sort, I told you," Elliot said with a small shrug. He turned to see both of his sisters bright scarlet and chewing their lips as they watched, clearly incredibly aroused by the entire situation.

		"I could... help."

		All eyes in the room snapped to the doorway in fright.

		There hovered a beautiful, tiny lady in a shimmering blue dress, brandishing a twinkling stick. "The boy is telling the truth, I'm afraid. You two are destined to be together. No woman you could find far and wide was good enough for you, Duke, because you hadn't yet met Elliot. Or Ella." The fairy smiled.

		The Duke responded to this by simply holding out his hand to help Elliot to his feet. He refused to look the Duke in the eye, mortified by what had been revealed.

		"Look at me," the Duke said softly. Elliot looked up, met his gaze, and their faces hovered close by for an electrifying few seconds before the Duke pulled him close and warmly kissed him.

		"Would you like to be with him as a man, or a woman?" the fairy asked.

		The Duke interrupted before Elliot could speak. "Anything you choose is fine. I just want you to be with me. There's something... about you that I have never been able to find anywhere else. I want us to be together."

		"I..." Elliot began and then looked at the Duke. His insides warmed. He wanted him no matter what! Was he finally to be truly happy? Was this it? "I want to give him children," he said. "That's what he wants."

		"Then it is done!"

		The little blue fairy waved her wand, and Elliot felt his body shift and change, back to those luscious curves and perky breasts. Ella looked up at the Duke and smiled.

		"Your face is just as beautiful as I thought it would be," he said softly, running a thumb from her cheek to chin. "Now," he said, "let me take you away from this dump. Woods?"

		"Your Grace?"

		"Prepare the jet. I'm taking my love to Paris."

		"Yes, Your Grace."

		The Duke lay kisses on Ella's ear and shoulder and she giggled, and together they left Westbrook.

		Elliot had wanted to leave and never return—but to return eventually as the most powerful and beautiful women in the country, and to carry this devastatingly handsome Duke's children, and to look out over the town he hated from a mansion on a hill... well that was much better, for sure!

		For he knew, sorry—she knew—they would live happily ever after.
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