	The rest of the voyage passed as simply as it could have, under the circumstances. Victoria was still unsure of what avenue or choice to take, and was trying her best to weigh the options. The Countess was frightening. She had already dispatched with one Scotland Yard investigator, and clearly held vast amounts of wealth and power. Moreover, any failed attempts at justice would no doubt recoil upon Victoria, and likely result in her own destruction. Or worse.
	The images of all the tortured sissies were burned into her mind. But just as they warned her of a possible fate, they seemed to burrow deeper into the realm of obsession. Her one attempt at fitful sleep was stymied by dreams of them. The image of the captain with his peg leg inside one sissy and his penis inside another seemed impossible to banish from her mind. All the things that disgusted her seemed to pull at her as well.
	But one thing was clear. She had been sent to deliver one man. She would decide his fate, and she couldn’t imagine subjecting an innocent to what The Countess intended. So as they neared the city she wondered what she could do to blamelessly entice him to escape. It couldn’t be traced back to her, but her best effort must fail nonetheless.
	“Victoria?”
	The voice that greeted me at the docks was that of a charming young woman with chestnut hair and gentle smile. However, my past ordeal had disinclined her from seeing a pleasant woman and nearly that, and the stranger chuckled when she saw Victoria’s consternation.
“My name is Petunia and I am a natural woman. One of The Countess’s closest associates, in fact. I run her London operation.” She looked past Victoria to the captain, who was mooring them while his sissies waited below deck. “Mundt. Still finding your girls satisfactory?”
“Very much so. It’s funny too. All these worries about the bad luck of a woman aboard a ship…but it’s been smooth sailing with them two.”
“Due to their unique disposition, no doubt” she smirked, extending a gloved hand to help Victoria on the dock. She looked at it for a moment, all her plans and hopes rearranging in her mind. She’d hoped to be alone, without any eyes of The Countess. Supervision just meant that her freedom to slip out of this madness was more difficult to come by. But Victoria took her hand all the same, and walked with her into the city.
“Do not worry. We’ll be away from the stench of the Thames soon enough.”
“Very well. The Countess mentioned accommodations.”
“Yes. Not a manor, unfortunately. But I’m sure you’ll find it…fascinating” grinned the woman as they walked down the crowded streets.
“Fascination…I suppose that’s one thing I’ve had no shortage of.”
“I remember when The Countess first sought me out. She has a talent for the acquisition of particular minds. Or perhaps it’s not the mind she seeks out, but something deeper. Something that arises from the places we women do not mention.”
“I’m not sure if that describes me…”
“You’re modest. I was too. I remember when I first made her acquaintance. I thought she was mad.”
“And is she?”
“Quite possibly. But all geniuses are.”
They made their way down the dirty streets of London until they had found themselves in the slums of Whitechapel, where Victoria had the corner building pointed out to her. These were not the type of streets that she would often frequent, but she quickly realized why The Countess’s London operation had been placed here.
This was the neighborhood of streetwalkers.
And The Countess’s operation was a brothel.
The sight of a sissy on her knees, servicing a man in a suit greeted them upon entering. But where Victoria gasped and recoiled, Petunia walked in with a casual confidence to check on the girl.
“Is Ginny satisfactory?” she asked as the patron let out a grunt.
“Very good, Madam” he told her, tousling the slave’s hair as his hips began to buck. The entirety of his considerable manhood was buried in her throat, and Victoria had to wonder how any mouth could handle such a girth. But even as he throbbed and thrusted forward, she took it all. As he pulled away, she held a pool of creamy white in her mouth, presenting it on her tongue as Petunia patted her head.
“You may swallow, dear.”
GULP.
Victoria hadn’t realized how feverish she’d become, and she stood with an awkward disposition as the john walked by with an obliging nod.
“Come, let me show you your room” smirked Petunia, as though there was nothing strange about it at all.
She guided her upstairs through the long halls with red wallpaper and locked doors. Every now and then, they would pass by a door which emanated grunts and moans, and Victoria would guess at what was occurring inside. Such curiosity and imagination seemed to pull as the fabric of her mind, undoing all that proper society had carefully ordered.
Finally, they reached a bedroom on the top floor, cozy yet simple and betraying none of the purpose which the rest of this establishment advertised.
“This will be your room if you need to stay overnight, though I very much hope that’s not the case. You are to expedite the son’s journey to his estate and make sure that he alerts no one and enlists no help. If all goes well, he’ll be at the manor tomorrow.”
“And is he likely to enlist help?”
“Possibly. He is a very well liked man. Many friends in London…so you best be moving.”
With that she handed over the card of a local men’s club, where the leisure class spent their days in parlors and billard games. Victoria looked to the card and then to the space, unable to drive thoughts of craven acts from her mind. They were occurring in this building, under the same roof, and so could not stay here without them tormenting her. So she took her leave with a nod, and made her way out to the city.

What Victoria discovered about John terrified her.
“The kindest man in the empire.”
“A paragon of virtue.”
“Went to America to study their republic…”
He was a hero from what she heard, and a man that all trusted and loved. This was who she was trying to condemn? She wasn’t sure how to deal with it, but she did know where to start. The men at the social club gave her the dock he was using to arrive, and so she went to cut him off before he sought help. She still had to worry about The Countess’s eyes. Who knew who was watching her, and how much privacy she ought to take for granted?
But she had to do something.
She arrived at the dock just as one of the new steamships came in, and waited patiently for her target. She didn’t know who he was, or how much resemblance she could expect between him and his feminized father, but there was no need to notice.
He found her.
“So you are the wetch” he practically spat, looking down at her with disgust.
“What?”
“Who has ensnared my father. My…new mother” he scoffed.
He was tall, handsome, and wore blackened spectacles which gave him an air of mystery. But the one thing which came crystal clear through them was his disdain for her.
“A bloodsucker, wanting an estate” he muttered, walking on without regard to her.
“I don’t know why you’d make that assumption" she said as she caught up. “I was arranged into this marriage.”
“Yes, that’s what it is. Not a marriage but an arrangement.”
“Whatever your opinion of me, I’d prefer we discuss things in a more private setting.”
“Private setting?” he asked as they walked together, though he did not even look to her. “What, do you wish to have both the bull and the calf?”
Victoria was taken aback. True, she ought to be focused on her task. But she had never been one to take insults well, nor to let them pass. “And to think you have a good reputation…”
“Reputation is just that. It is a well constructed thing to aid in business and society. You ought to know, seeing how you’d lifted your own place in the world.”
“I did not intend to marry your father!”
“Always like you women, to enjoy the spoils of your station and then complain over its trifles. You came from Europe, did you not? You could have stayed in exile. But you chose marriage rather than a life without your name and position?”
She frowned for a moment before remembering her task.
“I must insist we have a private conversation!”
Suddenly, the tall redhead turned and pressed a finger to her collar. “You are in a position to insist upon nothing, miss. You will return to wherever you are lodging while I change my dollars to pounds and meet me at my carriage in an hour. Do you understand me?”
She glared at him.
“I am attempting to help you.”
“Good. Then listen” he hissed, before walking off.
Victoria watched him leave for a moment, trying to manage her morals and rage. She wanted to help him, but it was difficult enough without him being so awful. So she returned to the brothel, taking his advice and hoping that the hour would provide her with enough time to form a plan.
She arrived to find no blowjobs in the foyer, thankfully. But that feeling returned as she stood in the hall. She knew what was going on within these rooms. That which called to her called louder now that she was so close to it. Oh how she wished she had never discovered this madness, and went her whole life without knowing the part of her which was attracted to it.
She needed to get him out of this. She needed to do something. But she could hardly think with these thoughts in her mind. So she walked down the halls until she reached her room and locked the door behind her.
Privacy. If only John had agreed to it, she could have warned him.
Yet, deep down, she knew she was not alone. The Countess was in her ear. Visions of desire danced in her mind’s eye. Even in the dark with the curtains drawn, she could see the light from the mesmerism room as it played in her memories. She couldn’t push it out of her mind’s eye.
But it wasn’t the only light.
There was a pinhole of light shining against one of her walls, revealing a small hole which the beam came through. Victoria walked over to the opening and pressed her eye to it, a natural curiosity guiding her towards a sight which would forever change her life.
It was Petunia, naked save for a strange apparatus harnessed to her hips. At its front was a wooden penis, standing at a foot long and looking almost natural as it extended from between her legs.
THWACK!!!
The massive thing struck a kneeling sissy in the face, leaving a red mark that looked like it stung.
The sissy herself was wearing an almost offensive amount of rouge, with red painted lips and nothing else to adorn her. Her shrunken penis was limp yet leaking, dripping a long, thin line from its tip to the floor. But that was all she had left to make someone mistake her for a boy. Her breasts were full on her lithe little frame, and her waist was so cinched that Victoria could practically see the corset marks, etched into her skin by time.
Petunia reached down and roughly snatched a handful of her light brown hair, shoving the penis inside her without regard towards gentleness or pain. Yet the sissy accepted it all, the long shaft sliding down her throat and bulging her neck with little show of resistance. Petunia took the rod in and out, testing for any sign of difficulty as the sissy dutifully obliged. Then, she pulled out and SMACKED the thing against the sissy’s other cheek, leaving a slick red mark. 
Petunia grinned down at the sissy before reaching down and roughly guiding her on all fours, laying a hard smack on her butt and shaking her head.
“Arch your back! Our clients like arched backs! Sissies are flexible!”
The sissy did her best to oblige her, pointing her butt up and shaking it in an enticing way, which Petunia rewarded via another smack.
“You like abusing girls? You like hurting my workers?” she asked, hawking up a large glob of spit, collecting it in her mouth and letting it slowly flow from her mouth. The viscous saliva slowly moved down from her lips, getting closer and closer to the sissy’s hole in a long line of wetness…
Until Petunia sucked it back into her mouth, and slammed the shaft in dry.
The noise the sissy made was like nothing Victoria had ever heard. It more befit livestock than a person, but it etched itself into her brain the moment it passed through the sissy’s lips. It came from her chest, from her throat, from every part of her as she was roughly taken. It was all pain and bliss, hurt and loveliness mixed together as Petunia took the sissy dry yet made sure to massage her hole expertly.
Petunia lifted a leg and placed her boot on the side of her sissy’s face as she kept up the rhythm, and as Victoria realized what she herself was doing.
She was reaching to touch herself.
Victoria lifted her skirt and maneuvered her clothes and her hands until she had access, at which point she just tried to hide her own moans. It was breathtaking.
Victoria rubbed herself, a finger within her folds as the sissy was roughly taken by Petunia. Her back was painted red by hands and riding crops, and her hair was pulled so roughly that it was a wonder none came out. Some blood came from her hole, but Victoria was too enthralled to mind the cruelty.
Finally, Petunia reached down and wrapped her hands around the sissy’s breasts, her long nails clawing at their supple flesh as she forced her upright. Then, with the massive shaft buried so deep inside that there was a visible bulge in her belly, Victoria could take no more.
She collapsed backwards, trying to catch her breath and slowly withdrawing her soaked, trembling hand from within her dress.
What happened next happened quickly and with little thought. She could not bear to consider what she’d done, so she disrobed, cleaned and dressed in another set of clothes before checking the time. She was due to meet with John.

