

    
        
          From Straight to Sissy: Episode Sixteen

        

        
        
          From Straight to Sissy, Volume 16

        

        
        
          Hera Persepolis

        

        
          Published by Persepolis Publishing, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FROM STRAIGHT TO SISSY: EPISODE SIXTEEN

    

    
      First edition. May 26, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Hera Persepolis.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235500846

    

    
    
      Written by Hera Persepolis.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Epigraph

STORY RECAP AND CHARACTERS

FROM STRAIGHT TO SISSY | EPISODE SIXTEEN

Sign up for Hera Persepolis's Mailing List

Further Reading: Futanari Supergirls: The First Anthology (Stories 1-5)

Also By Hera Persepolis

About the Author



  	
        
            
            Thank you for reading "From Straight to Sissy: Episode Sixteen!" We would be eternally grateful if you would leave an honest star rating and review on the digital platform of your choice. 

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

STORY RECAP AND CHARACTERS




[image: ]


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. 
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RECAP OF EPISODES ONE THROUGH FIFTEEN
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ALEX AND JASPER WERE living their lives as ordinary heterosexual best friends and college roommates, until they answered a mysterious online advertisement seeking pairs of straight men for a private sex study. They are recruited by Genevieve—“Jenny”—a wealthy Frenchwoman who tells them she has specific and unusual sexual tastes, and are invited to her gothic countryside estate. What begins as simple challenges (kissing each other, mutual masturbation) rapidly escalates under Jenny’s guidance. Within weeks, the two are dressing as women, adopting the personas of Alexis and Jasmine, performing increasingly intimate sexual acts with each other in exchange for sexual rewards from Jenny and her inner circle: the statuesque dominatrix Kaya, the voluptuous Amy, and later the club girl Athena. 

As the challenges intensify, so does their bond. They confess their love for one another while practicing on dildos, and then move to oral sex, and finally fully making love to each other. They quit college and move into Jenny’s mansion permanently, embracing their new identities completely. Under hormone treatments and rigorous training in makeup, deportment, and submission, they transform physically and mentally from heterosexual men into feminized sissies. Their existence becomes a cycle of pleasure and training: servicing each other, servicing their mistresses, and eventually servicing anonymous men at Club Onix during their mandated “hoe phase.” Through it all, their relationship deepens into a profound partnership of mutual surrender, as they give themselves completely to the life that Jenny has orchestrated for them. 
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I BEGAN THIS STORY by telling you that I would explain how my best friend and I went from ordinary heterosexual girl-crazy college boys, to happily-owned cock-drunk cum-dumpster slutty little sissies. Well, if you've read everything up until now, you'll know that I've explained exactly that. We are caught up to the present now. 

And my present circumstances are extraordinary. 

The scene is an Italian chateau in the Alps. 

It sits above Cortina D'Ampezzo like a white gold coronet on the skull of the mountain, surrounded by trees that lose their outlines in the slow dusk and the static of falling snow. The drive up from the valley felt like entering another layer of the dream world, Inception-style, but as if somebody took every dream that I'd ever had about old Europe and luxury and captivity and then upscaled it for ultra-high net worth eyes only. 

Alexis lives here, in this place, at least for now. I am Alexis. Alex, the ordinary heterosexual girl-crazy college boy, is gone. I am now Alexis, the slutty bimbo sissy whore cum-dumpster. 

There is no doubt that that part adds to the surrealism of this new life, that I am now wholly Alexis, in mind, spirit and body. Yes, I'll include body, even though I still have a cock, the same cock I had when my identity was Alex, the ordinary heterosexual college boy. But it's Alexis's cock now. Girls can have beautiful cocks too. If you have an issue with that, it's on you. 

Even now, I have to blink twice to convince myself that the chateau is real. Any moment, I expect to wake up from my present circumstances. I suppose I should describe those present circumstances: I am standing barefoot in the middle of a parquet-floored salon, wearing nothing but a black fishnet teddy, black thong panties, silver-threaded garters and a fur-collared silk robe, which is neither warm nor particularly modest. The ceiling above me is frescoed with bacchantes and satyrs, their painted limbs reaching for the same kind of beautiful disaster in which I find myself presently living. 

My heels—white and criminally tall—squeak every time I shift my weight. I am aware that it was deliberate, giving me such footwear. It's an auditory leash, of sorts. My present owners have all manner of means of knowing where I am at any given moment and that is yet one more. Even the air here is different, and not only because we're in Northern Italy at a high elevation. It's chilly here, pleasantly so, and more perfumed, full of the breath of expensive things and ancient stone. 

Though it is only my first day at this chateau, I have not seen any of my people in many days, not Jasper, nor Jenny, Kaya, Amy or Athena. I am less sad about this than I'd have expected, and I feel I should perhaps feel bad about my lack of sadness. But I do not. Lukas and Zofia, my present owners (Hosts? Handlers?), made clear their opinion on the matter. For a newly-owned sissy like me, clean breaks were necessary. I also have total faith that I will see them all again. It is simply a matter of time. 

In the time between leaving Jenny's mansion and now, I was kept in a luxury apartment somewhere in Eastern Europe, where I was told to try on all sorts of lingerie, masturbate, and otherwise just lounge about being beautiful. I was puzzled by it at first, until I realized that I was surely being observed by potential owners, until one of them had finally seen what they'd needed to see and taken me home. I am quite certain that Jasper is having a similar experience to my own with some other master, but I cannot worry about him for now. I must focus on pleasing my own present owner. 

Lukas Amsler finds me now, exactly where he left me, standing on the exact spot on the hardwood floor he'd indicated earlier. He smiles when he sees me. "You have not moved an inch, chérie. Excellent."

His accent is French, elegant and a touch nasal. He is from Zurich, not France, and I am astonished that I can tell the difference. Lukas is in his late forties though he looks a decade younger, and he carries the confident weight of someone who has always known exactly what he wants and has always received it. His hair is black with a hint of gray at the temples, and his face is manly and handsome in a severe way, the kind you'd see in an advertisement for wristwatches or the inside flap of a billionaire’s autobiography. A ghost of stubble adorns his face, making him all the sexier. His smirk seems to hide all the world's mysteries. Presently he is dressed in tailored navy trousers, a cashmere turtleneck, and a chunky watch that probably cost about as much as the college education I abandoned seemingly a lifetime ago. He could be a model or a movie star or an arms dealer, and I privately wonder if he is in fact all three at once. 

Lukas crosses the floor and stands just outside the rough circumference of my perfume cloud. "What is the rule about sitting?"

"I am not permitted to sit unless given explicit permission, master," I reply, automatically and immediately.

My master nods. "Nor to speak, unless invited. Very good. Hands at your sides."

I let my hands drop, feeling the unnatural absurdity of the pose. Lukas studies me in silence, that smirk on his beautiful lips never changing. 

Zofia enters a beat later. Lukas's wife is taller than me by several inches, with a striking figure and brown-black hair that brushes her shoulders. Her face is equally striking, with her sharp nose and soft jawline and intelligent eyes that are always moving, always collating. Lukas is an impressive man, and she is his equal. Tonight, she wears a burgundy slip dress, the
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