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FROM STRAIGHT TO SISSY

EPISODE ONE
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I GUESS YOU’RE PROBABLY wondering how my best friend Jasper and I went from straight men to happily-owned cock-loving sissies. 

Sounds like a wild story, right? 

Well, stick around. It’s got some dramatic twists and turns. 

First things first. My name is Alex. Jasper and I are both twenty-two years old, roommates in the dorms, college students who’d been friends since high school, both of us handsome in that mildly effeminate, ‘a bit too pretty for a man’ sort of way. I’m a brunette, strikingly handsome with slender, graceful proportions, a strong jawline, and expressive dark eyes. My thick brown hair was always a bit too long, and my eyelashes made it look like I was wearing mascara. Jasper had that sort of Midwest boy-next-door charm going, like he could have been Huck Finn in another life or something, with his blue eyes, straw-blonde hair, freckles, mischievous handsome face, and slender, smallish frame. We’d come to college as girl-crazy and horny as any young red-blooded American man our age, and were quite excited to answer an advertisement that Jasper found on the internet. It wasn’t quite on the dark web, but it was on the lowest tier of message boards, the last one accessible on the open internet before descending into that seedy cesspool.

The advertisement was seeking out pairs of straight friends who wanted to participate in a sex study. Access to extraordinarily beautiful women was promised, if we were accepted. But, very specifically, it had to be a pair of straight men. You couldn’t sign up as a couple, and you couldn’t sign up as a single person. Pairs of straight men, and only that, were to be accepted. 

Well, needless to say, we hesitated for about zero-point-four seconds before applying to be test subjects. We sent in all the requisite headshots, filled out their psychological evaluations, signed all the NDAs and necessary disclosures, the whole bit. 

Time passed. School and side jobs and chasing girls and hanging out with friends filled our days. You know, all the usual stuff of college. We both got girlfriends, broke up with them, got too drunk, got new girlfriends, broke up with them as well. College was going as it was supposed to go for us. I can’t speak for Jasper, but I’d honestly forgotten about that strange and mysterious application we had filled out all those months ago. 

I forgot about it, that is, until we heard back. 

Jasper called me into his bedroom to read the email myself. It was equally mysterious, just an invitation to visit a country address at 10 p.m. that very night. They were sending us a driver. 

“What the fuck...?” I had pondered, as I looked over Jasper’s shoulder. 

“Fuck it,” Jasper said. “We gotta go, right? Yeah, they might be axe murderers... but I don’t think I could ever forgive myself if we didn’t go. I would wonder about it literally for the rest of my life. You in?”

“Yeah,” I said, after a moment’s hesitation. “Hell yeah. I’m in. Let’s do it.”

And so, we were picked up in an old Bentley by a driver in uniform who never said a word to us, and driven out of the city where our college was, to an old estate in the country that looked like it belonged in the British countryside. If you’d told me Bruce Wayne or James Bond lived in this house, I wouldn’t have argued with you. It was a sprawling, gothic manor home that looked like it had been standing there since the seventeenth century, expansive grounds with fountains and hedges and gardens visible in the twilight as the Bentley pulled up the long, winding drive.

“Whoa,” Jasper said in hushed tones, his face pressed to the window. 

When we got to the door, we were let in by house staff (they had house staff!) and led to a large expansive den, all mahogany, old bookshelves, and plush, old furniture, lit only by a pair of expensive-looking lamps and a roaring fireplace. 

“Make yourselves comfortable,” said the butler who let us in, an old British man in his sixties who couldn’t be more of a stereotype if he tried. “The mistress will be with you shortly.”

“The mistress?” I whispered to Jasper, once the butler had left.

“Dude, what if this is like, Eyes Wide Shut?” Jasper whispered back. “We’re in over our heads.”

Before I could answer, the woman walked into the room. It’s funny. Even before she spoke, something about her made Jasper and I both stand up straight. It was a deep, instinctual thing, like an animal understanding its place in a hierarchy.

First of all, my God. I had never seen a woman this beautiful, in person or maybe even on a screen. She was small, perhaps only five feet tall. Her softly balanced face and bright blue eyes seemed more at home on a statue than on a human being. Her smooth ivory skin and gentle smile gave her an approachable glow, and her platinum blonde hair framed her features gracefully, adding to her elegant presence. She carried herself with the relaxed confidence of the super-rich, though she did not seem snooty. Rather, her overall appearance felt fresh, bright, and effortlessly charming. 

And her body. Dear God, her body. She was a Sex Goddess made real. The sleek little black minidress she wore showed off her petite little hourglass figure beautifully, accentuating her magnificent cleavage. Her breasts were enormous, perhaps 32 DD, and definitely fake, though that never bothered me. Her pink lips were made to have a cock between them, and she smiled like she knew it. This was without a doubt the hottest woman I had ever seen in my twenty-two years on this Earth. 

The world’s sexiest woman sat on one of the couches in front of the fireplace, gesturing to an identical couch across from it. Jasper and I took our places there, unable to peel our eyes away from this absurdly gorgeous woman, and the way the flickering firelight lit her curves so beautifully. Between the two couches was a coffee table laden with expensive-looking decanters full of liquor, but the woman made no movement towards it, and we were certainly not about to help ourselves to anything, not in this environment. I think both of us were scared to move, like one wrong twitch and we’d be kicked out, or that unbelievably sexy creature sitting across from us would vanish into thin air. 

“Oh yes,” the woman began, eyeing us both up and down. Her French accent, somehow, did not surprise me at all. Somehow, and I’d not have thought this was possible, it made her even sexier. “You two will do quite nicely.”

Jasper and I looked at each other. 

“Quite nicely,” I repeated. “Quite nicely, for...?”

“Apologies, Jasper and Alex,” she said. I suppose we ought not have been, but we were both jolted by the fact that she knew our names. “Where are my manners? I am Genevieve, but you may call me Jenny. I represent no shady underground organization, no spies, no, how do you say, ‘cloak and dagger.’ I am simply a woman who is very rich and easily bored, who has... rather particular sexual tastes. Tastes that are perhaps not looked highly upon by polite society. Nothing illegal, or even immoral, I assure you. But I enjoy aspects of human sexuality that cause the puritans of our world to tut-tut very disapprovingly. Are you gentlemen yet intrigued?”

We looked at each other again. 

“Absolutely,” said Jasper. 

“Very,” I said. 

Our enthusiasm sounded ridiculous to my ears, like dogs who’d just been offered ribeye steaks, but Jenny only smiled. I think we were both already at the point that we’d walk over broken glass to please this woman.

“Very good,” Jenny said. “Now, gentlemen. Would you like me to suck your cocks?”

The words hung in the air for a moment. It was such a direct, and frankly, crudely worded proposition, that it was almost shocking to hear, especially coming from a woman as elegant and refined as her. But we were still young, horny college guys, and the thought of the world’s sexiest woman sucking our cocks was, of course, overwhelmingly appealing.

“I would absolutely love that,” Jasper said, looking like he might explode if he didn’t get to fuck her soon.

“I, uh,” I stammered, my heart suddenly beating very quickly. “I would also like that, yes. Very much.”

Jenny smiled again, and it seemed to light up the room. “Very well,” she said. “There are only two rules. The first is that you must watch each other being sucked by me. If you’ve never seen each other’s cocks before, you’re about to, if you actually want a blowjob from me. Do you both find that rule to be acceptable?”

I looked at Jasper, and he looked back. I think both of us were reluctant to be the one to agree. We’d been friends for years, but this felt like a step into some very different territory. But the reward for this step was too great to pass up. Finally, Jasper shrugged and looked back at Jenny. 

“Okay,” Jasper said.

“Okay,” I said, a little more reluctantly.

“Rule number two,” Jenny said. “And this is the most important one. “Before I suck your cocks... the two of you must kiss each other.”

The silence in the room was now thicker, heavier than it had been before. It wasn’t just shocking; it was completely disorienting. My brain was short-circuiting. What we thought was the ultimate straight male fantasy—a goddess offering us a blowjob—had just been hijacked by a demand that felt antithetical to everything we thought we wanted. I could feel my pulse in my throat.

“What?” Jasper managed, his voice cracking slightly. He looked from Jenny to me and back again, a picture of utter bewilderment.

Jenny didn’t flinch. Her smile remained serene, confident, a masterful mask over whatever game she was playing. “You heard me, Jasper. A kiss. A real one. Not a little peck on the cheek. A proper kiss. Tongue and all. Your reward awaits on the other side of that single, simple act. If that is too much to ask, well, the two of you are welcome to leave right now. I ask nothing from you to which you do not enthusiastically consent. But... if you wish to experience my mouth... then you first must explore each other’s. That is the second rule. It is non-negotiable. The choice is yours.”

I looked at Jasper. This was it. This was the line in the sand, the point of no return. All those fantasies about beautiful women, all that locker room talk, all that posturing... here was the moment it all meant something, or nothing. Never a barrier we thought we’d have to cross to attain those women we dreamed about but you’ve gotta risk it for the biscuit, as they say. 

My mind was racing. This was insane. This was a trap. This was... what if... what if it was worth it? The thought of that mouth, that perfect face, those lips... it was a siren’s call, and I was already tied to the mast.

“Dude,” Jasper whispered to me, leaning close. The firelight flickered in his wide, blue eyes. “I... I don’t know if I can.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. “Me neither,” I whispered back. My gaze flickered to Jenny. She was watching us with an unnerving, predatory calm. She wasn’t rushing us. She knew what we would choose before we did. 

“But... fuck, Alex. Look at her.”

I did. I really did. I let myself look at her, not just as an abstract fantasy but as a real, breathing, impossibly sexy woman who was holding our desire in the palm of her hand. The thought of walking out of that room, of never knowing, of letting this opportunity slip through our fingers because of a fleeting and temporary moment of discomfort... it felt like a greater loss than the act itself.

“Okay,” I said to Jasper, my voice barely audible. “Okay. Let’s just... let’s just make it quick. Let’s just do it, dude. We’ll never speak of it to anyone, but... fuck it. Let’s do it.”

Jasper stared at me for a long second, a universe of hesitation and disbelief passing between us. Then he gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod. He turned back to face me on the couch.

My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic drumbeat in the quiet room. I could feel the heat in my cheeks, a flush of shame and a strange, buzzing anticipation. Was I... was I excited in some perverse way? No, I told myself. It was just the nerves. We leaned in, slow and awkward, like two teenagers at a seventh-grade dance. Our eyes were wide, locked on each other, searching for a sign, an out, a final reprieve. There was none.

Our lips met.

It was clumsy at first, a dry, hesitant press. My entire being recoiled, every instinct screaming that this was wrong. But then, I remembered her words. “A real one.” And I thought of Jenny, those beautiful lips of hers that she was offering us. For her, I could walk through fire. I could certainly do this.

I parted my lips slightly, and to my shock, so did Jasper. The tip of my tongue brushed against his. A jolt, electric and undeniable, shot through me. It wasn’t unpleasant. It was just... new. And in that newness, something shifted. The awkwardness melted away, replaced by a strange, shared intimacy. We were in this together, a pact sealed in firelight and forbidden heat. The kiss deepened, no longer a performance for an audience, but a genuine exploration. I felt a shudder run through Jasper’s body, a vibration I could feel in my own bones. I knew, with a certainty that chilled me to the core, that he was getting hard. And so was I.

No part of me could admit it to myself. I was scared to even think the thought. But... I didn’t hate it. God help me, but I didn’t hate it, and I don’t think Jasper hated it either. 

We pulled apart, breathless, our foreheads almost touching, staring into each other’s eyes. I had been right about Jasper; I could see through his pants that he was absolutely hard as a rock. God help me, so was I. Neither of us dared to look at Jenny. We just sat there, the ghost of the kiss still on our lips, the air thick with unspoken questions.

“Beautiful,” Jenny’s voice was a purr, slicing through the silence. “So very beautiful. You see? That wasn’t so difficult, was it?”

My head snapped towards her. She was watching us, her expression one of genuine pleasure. There was nothing there approaching mockery, only a deep, satisfied appreciation, as if she were admiring a fine painting.

“Now stand up,” she commanded, her voice dropping to a low, husky register. “Strip. Don’t worry, I won’t ask anything of you that I won’t do myself.”

True to her word, Jenny did stand up, pulling her black minidress off over her head in one graceful motion. She now stood there in nothing but a lacy pink G-string and matching lacy pink bra. Her body. My God. I thought Jasper and I had seen the face of God. Her tits were huge and gorgeous, so perfectly round they defied gravity. The sight of her body did more to convince us to do anything she said than a thousand commands could have. We were hypnotized.

We stood as one, a strange, silent agreement passing between us. I fumbled with my belt, my hands shaking. Jasper was doing the same beside me. It was surreal, stripping down in front of this goddess and my best friend. But we had crossed a line, and there was no going back. Soon, we were standing there in our boxer briefs, our erections painfully obvious. At Jenny’s nod, we pushed those down too.

Our cocks sprang free, pointing straight at her like divining rods. I couldn’t help but glance at Jasper’s. It was a similar size to mine, perhaps a little thicker, with a neat thatch of blonde hair at its base. I had seen my own cock a million times, but seeing another man’s, so close, in this context, felt profoundly alien and shockingly intimate.

And, again... I didn’t hate it. Being naked in front of him gave me a definite thrill that I couldn’t begin to explain. Even though we were going to be physically intimate with Jenny, I was already getting more comfortable with the idea of my intimacy being shared with Jasper. 

Jenny knelt on the floor between us, a vision of platinum blonde hair and ivory skin. She looked up, her blue eyes smoldering, and wrapped a hand around each of our shafts. “You two look absolutely delicious,” she said, in that lovely French accent. “I was going to ask you who was going first, but... I think it’s best if we go at the same time. Assuming that you two are okay with that.”

My mind was a whirlwind of lust and confusion. A blowjob from the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. And... I had to share that experience, that moment, with my best friend, standing right beside me. I didn’t need to look at Jasper to know his answer. We were in this together.

Maybe ‘had’ to share was the wrong word. I was maybe telling myself that I had to share this with Jasper. Maybe it was more appropriate to say that I ‘got’ to share this with Jasper. It wasn’t a mandatory inconvenience. It was a blessing to share this with him. The reality was that I couldn’t be happier that we were about to get our cocks sucked two feet from one another, side-by-side. I was so happy that I got to watch his cock disappear behind those perfect, unbearably sexy lips. 

“Yes,” we both said, our voices hoarse.

She started with me. I watched, mesmerized, as she leaned forward, her pink lips parting to engulf the head of my cock. The sensation was exquisite, a wet, velvety heat that sent a jolt of pleasure straight to my inner being. I let out a gasp, my knees feeling weak already. I looked down at her, at the sight of this angelic-looking face with my dick in her mouth, her beautiful blue eyes staring directly up at me. And then my eyes darted to Jasper.

He was watching her, a look of wonder on his face, as she switched from me to him, taking him into her mouth with the same expert skill. His head was tilted back, his eyes closed, his mouth slightly open. He was lost in the pleasure. And seeing him so lost in it, seeing the raw, unguarded ecstasy on his handsome face, sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. I... I loved watching my best friend gets his dick sucked. I was happy he was experiencing that, and it gave me sexual pleasure to see it happening. Never in a million, billion years did I ever think I would say those words aloud, but here we were. 

She moved back and forth between us, a glorious symphony of shared pleasure. One moment, her tongue was swirling around my shaft, the next, she was deep-throating Jasper with an ease that was both intimidating and incredibly arousing. We were two marionette puppets on her strings, our bodies twitching and shuddering at her every angelic touch. Our hands, which had been dangling awkwardly at our sides, found each other. Fingers intertwined, squeezing, a silent communication of shared disbelief and overwhelming sensation. It felt natural. It felt right. I held hands with Jasper as this perfect sex goddess sucked our cocks. Some insane impulse in me caused me to nearly reach out and fondle Jasper’s ass while she sucked him, but I held back. That was too far. I’d almost let the moment get the better of me. 

“You know, I wasn’t quite honest with you boys,” Jenny said, pausing her oral ministrations for just a moment. I could have cried out in horror as she stopped sucking us, but I refrained. I wanted her to suck our cocks forever. “I did say that I wouldn’t ask anything of you that I didn’t do myself. And here I am still wearing a bra and panties...”

She unclipped her bra in the front. Her massive breasts were now fully exposed, and they were as perfect as I imagined they would be. Her pink nipples were hard, like cute little pencil erasers. I had to physically stop myself from reaching out and touching one of them. Thankfully her panties tied at her hips like a swimsuit, so she didn’t even have to get up to take them off, exposing her tight little pussy lips, shaved completely clean. I had thought I couldn’t get harder than I already was. I had been wrong. 

“Better?” she asked with a smile, as she got back on her knees between us.

“Much,” Jasper and I said in unison.

“Good,” she said. “Now, Alex. Put your arm around Jasper. I want to feel your body pressed up against his while I’m sucking your cocks.”

We did as she said without question. My arm was around my best friend’s waist, pulling him close. Our hips were touching. Our butts were nearly touching. Our cocks were mere inches from each other. And I could feel the heat radiating off his skin, and it was wonderful. She was turning us into each other, into something... more.

“You two are so beautiful together,” Jenny purred, looking up at our bodies, pressed flush against one another. “I almost don’t want this to end.”

She took us both in her mouth at once. Her stretched wide, wrapping her perfect, pink lips around both our heads. My cockhead was pressed right up against Jasper’s. The feeling of her hot, wet mouth on our most sensitive parts, while our cocks touched each other, was an ecstasy I could never have imagined. The velvety soft skin of his cock felt indescribably wonderful against the tip of my own erection. My head rolled back onto Jasper’s shoulder, a guttural moan escaping my lips. I could feel Jasper’s body tense against mine, heard a choked sound from his throat. We were a single, throbbing unit of pleasure, lost in this vortex of sensation.

I was aware of everything. The crackle of the fire, the scent of old books and leather, the impossible beauty of the woman on her knees before us, and the solid, warm reality of my best friend pressed against me. I was no longer just Alex, getting a blowjob. We were... we were a tableau. An artwork she had curated. A masterpiece created by the mysterious Genevieve, painted in our lust and signed in passion. The thought was electrifying.

My hips began to move, a shallow, instinctual thrust. I could feel Jasper moving too, a mirror image of my own desire. We were fucking her mouth together, our bodies moving in a shared, staggered rhythm. He would thrust as I withdrew; I would thrust as he withdrew. My arm tightened around his waist, pulling him closer still. He rested his head on my shoulder now, our faces inches apart, our breath mingling in the firelit gloom.

“Oh, fuck, Jenny,” Jasper gasped, his voice strained. “Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”

“Oh God, never stop,” I groaned, my eyes squeezing shut. “Please...”

She didn’t stop. If anything, she intensified her efforts, her tongue dancing over our cocks, exploring the sensitive seam where they met, driving us both to the brink of madness. It was too much. The intimacy, the pleasure, the sheer overwhelming newness of it all.

My balls tightened. A familiar, coiling heat began to build deep in my groin. I was getting close. Dangerously close.

“I’m... I’m gonna cum,” I managed to choke out, a note of panic in my voice. This was it. The point of no return.

“Me too,” Jasper gasped, his voice a hoarse whisper. “Fuck, Alex, I’m gonna cum.”

Notably, he hadn’t said “Jenny, I’m gonna cum.” He had said “Alex.” That was probably a pretty good clue that we were primarily sharing this experience with each other. We didn’t even know it yet, but we’d become the main focus for each other, even as the world’s most beautiful woman was on her knee’s sucking our cocks. 

I didn’t care about the mess, or the awkwardness. All I cared about was the release, the sweet, sweet release that was just moments away. I braced myself for the inevitable, for the explosion that was about to tear through me. I realized that Jasper and I were about to cum on each other’s cocks, we were about to touch each other’s semen for the very first time... If you’d asked me that morning how I’d have felt about that experience, I’d have laughed at you. If you asked me right that moment as we were both about to cum in Jenny’s mouth, I’d have thought it was the greatest thing in the world. 
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