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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. 
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