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STORY RECAP AND CHARACTERS
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CHARACTERS

––––––––
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ALEX/ALEXIS: The transwoman narrator, and best friend of Jasmine. Five-foot-seven with a slender feminine frame, strikingly beautiful with expressive dark eyes. Her hair is dyed electric blue and goes to the small of her back. 

Jasper/Jasmine: Best friend of Alexis and fellow transwoman, who went along with her on the sissy-training journey at Jenny’s countryside estate. Jasmine is also about five-foot-seven, with bright blue eyes, neon pink hair, freckles, and girl-next-door charm. Like Alexis, she is petite and feminine in frame. 

Lukas and Zofia Amsler: Wealthy European couple who have adopted Alexis as their house sissy for at least a probationary period. Both in their mid-to-late forties, though they appear younger. Lukas is Swiss, tall and handsome with black hair gone grey at the temples and a permanent ghost of stubble on his face. Zofia is Polish, taller than Alexis, beautiful with brown-black hair and a graceful, slender physique. 

Jenny, Kaya, Amy and Athena: Four beautiful bisexual women who served as Jasmine and Alexis’s sissy trainers. The pair got into the sissy world because they answered Jenny’s advertisement, while Kaya and Amy were assistant trainers and friends of Jenny’s. They met Athena at Club Onix, a dance hall and sex club they began frequenting as they transitioned, where she joined their sissy training team as well. These four are presently offscreen, as Alexis has joined the household of the Amslers. 

––––––––

[image: ]


RECAP

––––––––
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WHAT BEGAN AS A CURIOUS response to a cryptic advertisement has become a complete transformation of identity, desire, and destiny. College roommates Alex and Jasper entered Jenny’s gothic estate as hesitant heterosexual young men, lured by the promise of sexual adventure. They left as Alexis and Jasmine, fully feminized sissies bound by love and submission.

Their journey unfolded through escalating trials designed to dismantle their former selves. Initial kisses between friends gave way to deeper intimacies, dildo training, and the adoption of feminine personas. Under the guidance of Jenny and her inner circle, Kaya and Amy and eventually their new friend Athena, the men are fully sissy-trained, learning to pleasure one another, to deepthroat, to embrace their roles as submissive cumsluts. Each challenge stripped away another layer of their old identities, replacing hesitation with hunger.

The transformation accelerated as they ventured into public as women, passing at Club Onix and discovering the thrill of exhibitionism. The revelation of their tracking watches only deepened their commitment to this life of monitored submission. With Athena’s assistance, they entered their “hoe phase,” embracing bimbo identities and glory hole degradation. Surgery transformed their bodies to match their souls.

From Jenny’s estate to the Italian chateau of wealthy dommes Lukas and Zofia Amsler, Alexis has evolved from college boy to submissive toy, craving humiliation and serving her new masters with desperate devotion. Every encounter, every ritual, every moment of surrender has led to her life with the Amslers. If she convinces them to keep her, she will serve them as a sissy for part of the year, and for the other part of the year be free to travel the world and enjoy her newfound riches, payment for living as a sissy in the Amsler household. Alexis is sad for having been separated from Jasmine, but she is extremely motivated to convince the Amslers to keep her, and she is in the midst of hatching a plan to bring Jasmine back into her life.
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FROM STRAIGHT TO SISSY

EPISODE EIGHTEEN
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THE CHATEAU’S MASTER bedroom smells of scented candles and the clean cold air of the mountains filtering in through the open window on wind that makes the curtains dance. I kneel on the lacquered platform at the foot of the bed, hands folded at the nap of my neck as instructed. I am bare except for my collar, all skin and nerves and the memory of my former male self, receding into the grain of the floorboards beneath me. Every inch of me feels at attention and I am hyperaware. My hard cock (otherwise known as my sissy-clit) bouncing lightly with every heartbeat, the cool lubed plug in my ass (also known as my boy pussy), the heave of my cosmetically-enhanced huge perky breasts with every breath, the light tickle of my waist-length neon electric-blue hair as it moves lightly in the Alpine wind. I am Alexis, formerly Alex, formerly a boring heterosexual college boy, now a bimbo sissy slut cum-dumpster whore of a woman who is at last where she belongs in life. 

Zofia Amsler sits on the edge of the bed, silent and still like a predator just before striking, her high cheekbones utterly lovely in the light of the room’s hundred candles. The forty-something wealthy Polish woman carries herself with a gravitas you don’t see in everyday life. On this night she wears an oversized mohair sweater, pale blue, draped over her shoulders like an afterthought and the sleeves folded at the wrist. The sweater is long, but she wears nothing below the waist, leaving her long graceful legs enticingly bare. From my vantage point she appears elegant and dangerous, as her dark eyes survey me with the detached interest of a taxidermist. 

Lukas is reclined against the headboard, shrouded in a loosely-cinched black silk robe that clings to the outline of his beautiful body, flashing hints of muscle. His hair is artfully tousled, his lips stained with a ghost of last night’s cabernet, and he holds the wax-pouring candle with the grip of a priest about to sanctify a sacrifice. His eyes lock on mine and for a second, I realize that I could easily imagine myself loving him as an equal in a different life, rather than being his pet. 

But that is not to be the destiny of our relationship. I am his toy, and they are my masters. I am their pretty thing, their living conversation piece, soon-to-be their living conversation piece when they finally bring over the guests they’ve been promising. In anticipation of that event, they’ve even expanded their arsenal of pet names for me. Beyond ‘pet’ and ‘toy’ and ‘doll’ and ‘sissy,’ they’ve now begun calling me ‘Püppchen,’ which intrigued me since neither of them are German, but means ‘doll’ or ‘beautiful petite woman.’ I like it. It may be my favorite of their nicknames for me. 

I adjust myself slightly on the thin pad placed over my platform beneath my knees. The air from the open window is so cold on my thighs that I begin to shiver. 

“You’re shaking, darling Püppchen,” Zofia says, her voice limpid, her English perfect and elegant. “Is it the nerves or the mountain wind?”

“Both, I think, Mistress,” I say, forcing myself to look up, meeting her gaze but still cowering a bit. 

Zofia makes a playful tsk with her tongue. “We will warm you soon enough.”

Lukas picks this moment to stand and come around behind me, splaying one hand across my shoulder blades, the other cradling the thick white candle like a totem. The flame is oversized and obscene, the wick hissing in the draft. I can smell my own skin, see the shimmer of pre-wax sweat in the glow. Lukas is gentle with me and he never rushes, moving with the slow deliberation of a man who knows he never need rush to get exactly what he wants. 

“Do you remember the rules?” he asks. 

“Yes, Master,” I reply, the title forever delicious and humiliating on my lips. My face goes hot with it every time, and I absolutely adore the feeling. 

Zofia stretches out on the bed, propping herself up on one elbow. She reaches for her wine—fourth glass of the night, by my count—and swirls it briefly before sipping. “Remind us anyway, Püppchen,” she purrs. 
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