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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. 
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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 masters with desperate devotion. Every encounter, every ritual, every moment of surrender has led to this. Alexis is sad for having been temporarily separated from Jasmine, but she is eager to please the Amslers and convince them to keep her. 
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DAYLIGHT DAWNS FILTERLESS and molten across the Dolomites. Cortina d’Ampezzo’s morning sky always looks freshly laundered, the blue so clean you want to wrap it around you, and here in the Amsler chateau, the walls are hardly a barrier. There are so many windows and so much natural light that you can see the Alps almost wherever you are. Every time I am led through a hall, the windows beg me to admire the view. The grounds slope in perfect terraces of snow that are pockmarked here and there with green from beneath, and wild deer punctuate the perimeter like a live nativity. Above it all, the jagged teeth of the mountains beautifully fracture the horizon. It is the kind of place where poets should live. It’s also the kind of place where slutty bimbo sissies like me should live. 

Today’s goal is not to enjoy the scenery, though it is impossible not to do so whenever I see it. At present, though, I can see little but the roof above me. I am tied naked and spread-eagled to a king-sized walnut bed, my limbs taut and trembling, wrists and ankles spread wide and secured with lengths of silk that whisper against my skin with every breath I take. My thick electric-blue hair is arranged around my head in a cloud, seemingly intentionally done to further obscure my vision. The bed’s walnut headboard, carved with intricate patterns of grapes and vines, feels cool against my bare shoulders while the sheets—impossibly soft Egyptian cotton in champagne—wrinkle beneath me as I shift. The silk bindings are not harsh; they’re dyed a deep blue that matches my painted fingernails and toenails, each knot a deliberate work of art that speaks of patience and precision. From my vantage point, I can just glimpse the reflection of myself in the ceiling-to-floor windows across the room, a pale form against dark wood, like some offering laid out for inspection. The morning light filters through, casting long shadows across my exposed form.

At the end of the bed stand the Amslers, each holding a long feather tickler. Zofia is in a high-necked black gown slit up to mid-thigh with mesh-sleeves and spectacular velvet gloves to the elbow, while Lukas has opted for charcoal slacks and a crisp-white shirt and a silk peach-colored cravat. His salt-and pepper hair is slicked into a perfect movie villain wave. He keeps glancing between my huge tits, perky and heaving with every breath, and my sissy-clit, hard and swollen in anticipation of the session to come. 

I want to make some pathetic, needy remark about how excited I am for what they have planned for me, but my jaw is already locked open in a padded O-ring. All I can manage is a desperate little moan, which clearly delights Lukas even more. He circles the bed, inspecting the knots with professional and studious care. 

“Do you know why we use silk, Alexis?” Zofia leans into my line of sight. Her hair is up in an angular French twist and her makeup is red-accented, making her cheekbones look weaponized. I see her only for a moment, before Lukas gently slips a silk blindfold over my eyes. “It is so the subject is never chafed. Only marked where we intend. With us, you only feel what we wish you to feel, never more and never less. There is nothing accidental. Ever.”

Her fingers brush my inner thigh, nails dragging like ice skates. I shiver. The anticipation tastes like static in my mouth, like air before a lightning storm. Zofia slides her hand up my body, resting her palm flat on my feminine lower belly. My cock is rock-hard, already ready to burst. She laughs at my predicament. 

“Oh, she has been looking forward to this,” Zofia says. “Lukas, get us started.”

Something soft and feathery teases along the curve of my foot. It feels like a warm whisper, just the suggestion of touch, but it makes me want to thrash. I cannot see the feathers, but I imagine the long, downy plume gliding from ankle to ankle, then up the inside of my thigh, tracing little infinity signs against my skin. 

Zofia’s fingers press just above my pubic mound, pinning me. I am already physically pinned, but she spiritually pins me. “Breathe for me, Alexis,” she says. “Nice and slow.”

I inhale just as Lukas’s feather brushes beneath my left tit, producer a greater agony than I could have expected. Perhaps it’s the hormones, perhaps it’s the eroticism of the moment, the double helix of pleasure and humiliation, but my skin feels hypersensitive and electric, like every nerve is sitting up and paying attention. 

They begin alternating on me. Lukas uses the feather, trailing it up the underside of my breast, flicking the areola, brushing the exaggerated nipple until I am desperate for something rougher, while Zofia’s hand on my pelvis holds me captive. Then they trade, Zofia’s feather trailing down my legs and up my torso, while Lukas’s hand provides the steadying pressure. As I am blindfolded, every touch is a surprise. I do not know how long this goes on for. I have come to believe that knowing temporal durations is above my station in life. 

“Do you like that, little toy?” Zofia murmurs. I nod and make a little moan of assent. 

“She must,” Lukas says. “She’s leaking already.”

He is not wrong. The steady attention and helplessness of the blindfold have me dripping precum down my shaft. 

“This sissy will learn discipline yet,” Zofia says with a tsk, though her tone is playful. 

It is not long before Lukas brings the feather across the top of my cock, and then down my balls, tickling and tormenting. The sensation starts as a barely-there whisper against the sensitive crown, but quickly escalates into an exquisite torture as he traces the feather’s edge along the vein
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