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CHARACTERS
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ALEX: The narrator, and best friend of Jasper. Alex is a five-foot-seven brunette, strikingly handsome with slender, graceful proportions, a strong jawline, and expressive dark eyes. His thick brown hair is always a bit too long, and his long eyelashes make it look like he is wearing mascara at all times. His frame is petite and somewhat feminine. 

Jasper: Best friend of Alex, along with him on the sexual journey at Jenny’s countryside estate. Jasper is also about five-foot-seven, with bright blue eyes, straw blonde hair, freckles, and a boy-next-door charm. Like Alex, he is petite and feminine in frame. 

Jenny: Five feet tall, platinum blonde with bright blue eyes, lovely ivory skin, enhanced 32DD breasts, utterly gorgeous. The woman bringing the two college boys along on a sexual journey to undiscovered country. 

Kaya: Nearly six feet tall, with shoulder-length wavy brown hair, high cheekbones, thoughtful dark eyes, runway-model-attractive. Slender, willowy, gorgeous. A friend of Jenny’s, who participates in the adventures with Jasper and Alex. 

Amy: Five-foot-four, half-white and half-Asian, brunette with a pixie face, enormous 32F enhanced breasts. A friend of Jenny’s, participating in the adventures with Jasper and Alex. 

Athena: About five-foot-six, half-Hispanic, black hair and dark features, smallish breasts, big perfect ass, athletic body. Alex and Jasper meet her at Club Onix and she happily joins their sexual shenanigans. Like all the others, she is bisexual. 
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RECAP OF EPISODES ONE THROUGH TEN
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LIFELONG BEST FRIENDS and college roommates Alex and Jasper stumble upon a mysterious advertisement seeking pairs of straight men for a “progressive intimacy study,” offering generous rewards, both financial and otherwise. Drawn by curiosity and financial need, they apply together, soon finding themselves at the opulent countryside estate of the enigmatic, alluring Frenchwoman Jenny. To earn her sexual favors and lavish gifts, they must first overcome their own heterosexual boundaries, beginning with increasingly intimate “challenges” that force them to explore, and ultimately surrender, their old identities.

What starts as nervous experimentation quickly spirals into a transformative journey. Guided by Jenny and her inner circle—Kaya, the icy disciplinarian, and Amy, the expert in feminine movement—Alex and Jasper begin their metamorphosis into Alexis and Jasmine. They are dressed, trained, and conditioned in the arts of seduction, submission, and sissyhood, always with an eye towards greater and more convincing femininity. The challenges escalate: from kissing and mutual masturbation to elaborate scenarios in full feminine attire, public outings, and complex sexual ceremonies. Their friendship deepens into first lust and then passionate love, blurring the lines between performance and authentic desire.

As the weeks pass, Alex and Jasper abandon their former lives, moving into Jenny’s mansion and embracing a decadent existence of luxury, pleasure, and transformation. They master the skills of femininity, navigating the intricacies of their dual identities and venturing into the outside world to seduce, be desired, and become “spectacle.” Their journey is marked by an ever-increasing dependency on Jenny’s approval and the intoxicating lifestyle she provides.

Alex and Jasper have not quite fully left behind their male names and identities, but they are clearing heading that direction, making plans for hormone treatment and cosmetic surgery. Every step brings them farther from the college boys they once were and closer to their target of becoming proud, insatiable sluts, ready to live openly as Alexis and Jasmine in a world that prizes their new identities. 
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MORNING BRUNCH ON ONE of the mansion’s various outdoor decks had become something of a ritual for us. Truth be told, if we didn’t have brunch on a particular day, it was only because we were recovering from a fucking-and-partying adventure from the night before. This morning, we were on the main deck, spacious and perfectly shaded, with pleasant misters (settle down, not that kind of mister, though we’d soon be getting plenty of that) keeping the heat down and the sunlight illuminating an extraordinary morning view of the vast expanse of Jenny’s land, forests and rivers and the glittering surface of the lake. 

The spread was simple: figs and buttery brioches and smoked salmon, alongside carafes of mango juice and mineral water and salted caramel cold brew. The house staff moved among us like the world’s most professional ghosts, taking away plates and replacing them and filling beverages without a word. 

Jenny had ordered the table to be removed recently, and we now dined on a circle of reclining couches like Ancient Roman elite. Arrayed around the circle were all six of us, Athena, Jenny, Kaya, Amy, Jasper and myself, each in our usual states of dishabille. Amy was cross-legged on one couch, naked but for a lavender robe cinched tight over her augmented breasts. Jasper was wearing a powder-pink negligee that rode up high on his tanned, hairless beautiful thighs. Kaya was dressed to humiliate, in tight vinyl shorts and a bralette that put her nipples on lovely display. Jenny wore a white tennis skirt and a bra that was too small, straining over her own enhanced tits. Athena hadn’t lived with us long yet, but she had clocked the house dress code immediately, wearing nothing to brunch that morning but thong panties and a halter top so tight it might as well have been painted on. 

“You’ve been diligent with your tracking devices this week?” Jenny asked us, accepting a refill on her cold brew from one of the butlers. 

I glanced at the heavy watch on my wrist, the one with images of the Gods Hermes and Aphrodite on the face, the classically beautiful timepiece whose craftsmanship made a Rolex look like a Timex. Inside it, of course, was a GPS tracker, alerting a very specific, very small, very elite clientele as to our whereabouts and activities at any given moment. Sometime in the near future, a member of that clientele would take us into their household as a permanent sissy lover. That was still off in the future, though. For now, we still belonged to Jenny, and to each other. 

“Good,” Jenny said, turning her attention fully to us, noting that Jasper was wearing his as well. “It’s an auspicious morning for you two. I suppose this may be something of a celebratory meal, as you two new girls are now entering a new step of your evolution. This is the beginning of your hoe phase.”

Jasper snorted. “A technical medical term, I’m sure?”

“You are being transformed for one reason, essentially,” Jenny said, ignoring Jasper’s question. “Not to be lovely, not to be interesting, not to impress each other or me, as much as your loveliness does impress me, as much as I do find you fascinating. You are in training to become the kind of creature who cannot survive without cock. It is also a revelation in a sense, I suppose. We are revealing the cock addicts within, those who have only been repressed by social expectation. From now on, your entire value will be measured by the quality of men you can attract. Your assignment is to be insatiable, disposable, available to anyone who is worthy of your attention. I want you perpetually cock-drunk. This phase will be brief, but it must be intense. It is, in essence, an auction. A test run. The more demand you generate, the higher the price you will be able to command when you are claimed by your eventual owner. The greater your life will be when you are owned by one of the elite group of alpha men who are in the market for someone such as yourself.”

The notion of being owned was an odd one. It felt theatrical, like a roleplay. But when Jenny said it, her tone was nothing if not inevitable. It felt like a prophecy. An exciting one. It felt like becoming what we were meant to be. 

“You two, Alexis and Jasmine, will be courted and competed for by the highest bidders in the world,” Jenny continued. “Until then, your one purpose is to become as irresistible as possible. That means you will fuck. A great deal, every day. Strangers, anyone who interests you. You will explore every urge and allow yourself to become addicted. Once you reach the threshold... that is, once you cannot remember life without a man’s cock inside your body... then will we determine who will own you two. 

Jasper and I looked at each other. We were wearing makeup that morning, but not wigs, as we were at last growing out our real hair. It was still only neck-length, so we looked like short-haired girls if anything. I think we were having the same thought, in that moment. We were hoping that we’d both end up with the same owner. 

“You’ve both done a wonderful job embracing your new regimens,” Jenny said. “I’m sure you’ve already guessed it, but your new diets prioritize hair, skin, nails, and subcutaneous fat. Of course, Amy and Kaya will continue instructing you in makeup, wardrobe, body language, walk and speech, all of those things will be a lifelong education... but the truth of it is that those things can only take us so far. It is, at last, time to begin your hormones.”

I hadn’t noticed the silver tray on Amy’s couch, covered with a burgundy velvet cloth. She picked it up now and uncovered it, revealing two large amber syringes. There was a reverence to the moment, feeling almost like the presentation of wedding rings. Amy’s lips quirked as she uncapped the first one. 

“Who’s going first?” she purred. 

For a moment I considered volunteering, but Jasper beat me to it, getting up and moving over to Amy’s couch with exaggerated bravado. “I’ve always wanted to try the needle drugs.”

Amy giggled as she swabbed Jasper’s shoulder and plunged the syringe in. 

I watched this brief little ritual, fixated. The injection left a tiny crimson bead on Jasper’s pale skin, smoother and more feminine than it used to be. “Feel anything yet?” I asked him. 

Jenny shook her head. “You’re not going to sprout tits overnight, darlings,” she said. “But you will start noticing some things. Your sweat will change. You’ll cry at things that never bothered you before. And your orgasms will get a little more... complex.”

Jasper shivered and adjusted his negligee, and he looked at me with shining eyes. “Your turn, Alexis.”

I loved it when he called me by my girl name. It was increasingly what we used with each other, as Alex and Jasper fell more and more by the wayside. In my head, I guess he was still Jasper, but when I called him something aloud, it was almost always Jasmine now. I supposed it wouldn’t be long until we were only Alexis and Jasmine to each other, and to the world. 

Jasper moved back to his original couch and I took his place by Amy’s side. She uncapped a fresh needle and drew a little alcohol square over my skin, leaning in close enough that her breath stirred the peach fuzz on my neck. There was her cold and steady touch, the wet tickle of alcohol, and then the insect-sting of the needle. It was gone in seconds but the ghost of it remained, warm and spreading under my skin. 

After she was done, Amy affectionately traced the injection site with her thumb. “Congratulations. You’re officially on the girl track.”

“How should we celebrate?” Jasper asked. 

Jenny smiled. “How else?”

The staff removed our brunch trays with their usual inhuman efficiency. In moments, I was naked on my back on the velvety rug between the sofas, with Amy straddling my waist, her bare breasts swaying. Jasper moved up beside us, still wearing his negligee but his cock out, hard and glistening. Kaya, Athena and Jenny remained where they were, content to watch the show and pleasure themselves. 

Amy lowered herself onto me and I instantly groaned at the feel of her wet, hot cunt, tight around my cock. She began moving her hips with mathematical precision, squeezing and milking me in perfect waves. 

“You’re going to breed me,” she whispered. “Aren’t you, pretty girl?”

The phrase made my cock jump inside her as Jasper knelt closer to my head, sliding his cock across my lips. God, his cock was fucking beautiful. I opened my mouth, letting him begin to fuck my face. As ever, I gagged a little at first, but I quickly relaxed into it, letting saliva and precum spill down my cheek. Every time I sucked him, he tasted better than the last time, and this time was no exception. I moaned around his cock as Amy bounced harder on me, riding me like a horse. 

“Your mouth feels so fucking good, Alexis,” Jasper breathed as he face-fucked me. “There is nothing I love more than busting in your mouth... having you swallow it... knowing you have a stomach full of my jizz throughout the day... I want you to always have my cum inside you, at all times...”

I couldn’t respond, my mouth being full of his cock as it was, but I smiled up at him, the corners of my lips stretching around his girth as best they could, letting him know that I wanted that too. My eyes watered slightly from the pressure at the back of my throat, but I didn’t mind at all. I never minded. Instead, I found myself wanting more. Always more. The thought of being marked, of carrying his essence within me throughout the day, sent a thrill straight to my core. I wanted him to possess me. It wasn’t long before we’d be possessed by other men, but for now, I wanted Jasper to know that he owned me just as much as Jenny did. My smile must have been a mess of drool and desire, but it was all I could offer as Amy’s hips quickened on my cock, her nails digging slightly into my chest.

The tempo was relentless. Jasper fucked my face faster, moaning. I wanted all of him, to deepthroat him, but he wouldn’t let me, plowing no more than half his length into my throat before taking his cock back out again. That was fine with me; I wanted him to be in control. Over on the couches, Jenny, Kaya and Athena were all moaning happily as they brought themselves ever closer to orgasm. 

“Oh God,” Amy whined. “Oh God... fuck... fuck... fuck fuck fuck fuuuuuck...”

Amy came first, her hands clamping down on my chest, her head thrown back as she wailed and moaned and whimpered. Her cunt contracted hard around my cock, milking me as she climaxed, causing me to cum only moments later, sending a torrent of heat flooding into her. 

I thought Jasper was going to cum in my mouth, an event that I was of course eagerly awaiting. But suddenly, he and Amy traded places, she mounting my face while he took his cock out of my mouth and went down between my legs. With his cock already lubed from my spit, Jasper lifted my legs and pushed into me without hesitation, a single flash of pain quickly melting into feverish pleasure. He began fucking me hard in missionary position, no pretense at all of gentleness. I could feel myself melting around him, a sense of self-destruction and surrender and submission that was as addictive as any drug. In the meantime, Amy rode my face and I began licking her pussy with wild abandon, licking up my own jizz as it dripped out of her. I lapped hungrily at her clit, savoring the combined taste of us there as Jasper continued fucking my boy-pussy, chasing his own release. 

Only then did I realize that the house staff who’d been serving us brunch had never left. We’d had an audience, beyond our little inner circle. Not sex fiends, but just people whose job it was to be here and serve us, that was how they paid the bills. That was an extra delicious little humiliation. It did not upset me, per se, but it was certainly new. I decided that I didn’t mind it. Jenny, Athena and Kaya continued masturbating, watching us, as the members of the house staff stood in a line against the windows, statue-still, watching us as well. I wondered if any of them would masturbate later to the thought of what they’d seen here, or if they’d think about us while they made love to their spouses. 

Jasper came inside me abruptly with a raw uncensored howl that split the air and made me glad that Jenny’s manor lay in the middle of so much uninhabited land. The act was pure sensation, a heavy volcanic surge, filling me with heat and pressure. For a moment, it obliterated all memory of who I’d been before we’d come here. His body tensed, every muscle taut as cable, his face a mask of animalistic lust. His cock throbbed and pulsed inside me, and I smiled as I felt every convulsion, both inside and outside myself. His seed was always hotter and wetter than I could have imagined when he filled me, flooding my insides until I overflowed. I did not think it was a feeling I could ever get used to, or bored of. 

The humiliation of it set in all in a rush, having been watched by the house staff. I embraced the feeling, realizing that I quite loved it. As Amy moved off my face, I saw Jenny’s lips curl into a smile of approval. As always, she knew exactly what she was doing. She was making us into both specimen and spectacle, a man turned into a woman, being bred by his best friend while our owners, and trainers, and now house staff watched and enjoyed. 

Once Amy had moved, Jasper leaned down without taking his cock out of my ass and kissed me, moaning into my mouth with his aftershocks and the combined taste of my cum and Amy’s pussy on my lips. His cock stayed lodged inside me for a surprisingly long time, still twitching, refusing to yield even in the aftermath. I found that I couldn’t move or think, except to register the way my body had been used and filled and marked. It felt like every nerve ending in my body had been wired for shame and pleasure in equal measure. 

“Fuck,” Jasper whispered. “I never want to stop doing that.”

“I know,” I whispered back against his lips. “I hope we never have to.”

We wrapped our arms around each other. The performance was over but the aftermath of it lingered, pulsing through my veins, making me aware of every sticky remnant and echo of pleasure. Our ladies continued to watch, though they’d already made themselves cum and were now just enjoying the love between two best friends, two men on their journey to becoming sissies and then fully women. 

There was a brief silence, in which I could feel the sweat cooling on my body and the stickiness of Amy’s juices on my face and the slow leak of Jasmine’s cum from my ass. Then Jenny stood and walked over to us and placed a cool hand on first my cheek, and then Jasper’s. “Well done, my lovelies,” she said. “I do so look forward to hearing about the adventures of your hoe phase. I know you won’t disappoint me.”

I smiled. Her approval was the only aftercare I craved, or really needed. 
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WHEN WE’D FIRST BEGAN frequenting Club Onix all those weeks ago, back around the time we met Athena, Jasper and I were brand new girls, unsure of ourselves, moving like newborn chicks. Now we were a revelation, gorgeous femmes fatale to anybody’s eyes, dressed to kill, exalting in the full bloom of our femininity. 

Athena, Jasper and I exited the black Mercedes in a swish of synthetic fragrance and fabric moving exactly as it was supposed to. That was another thing: we didn’t take Ubers into town anymore; since Athena had moved in with us, now we took one of Jenny’s cars, piloted by one of the chauffeurs she had on staff. The Club Onix bouncer, a friend by now, saw us and immediately waved us past the line, causing those in line to shuffle and stare at us jealously. Inside, Onix was already approaching full capacity even early in the night, the air saturated with cologne and smoke and liquor. 

We crossed to the back bar, looking like Charlie’s Angels in how confidently we moved, in how our hips swayed from side-to-side with every step. For Jasper and myself, every movement was still just a little bit overthought, rehearsed in front of the mirror, but it was getting steadily realer by the day. It had never felt more real than it did on this night. 

At the bar, we ordered our cosmos and miraculously found an open table. Sitting across from my two best ladies gave me a chance to admire them. Jasper’s makeup that night was a drag queen’s wet dream, iridescent glitter and purple smoky eye and long black lashes that made his eyes impossibly beautiful. Athena looked like she always did, which was to say the hottest girl in a fifty-mile radius. I’d gone a little restrained that night, just a pale foundation and sharp cat-eye with bubblegum-pink lips that matched my press-on nails. 

Instantly I felt the eyes crawling all over my body. Athena, Jasper and I shared a smile; they felt it as well. We were passing. Maybe there was a hint of doubt here and there as to whether Jasper and I were biologically female, but as far as the room’s prevailing attitude, we were passing better than we ever had. 

Leaning over to Jasper, I whispered: “Ready to whore it up?”

Jasper grinned and raised his glass. “To the hoe phase.”

We hit the dance floor as a trio of girls but we were not without male companionship for long. We were three girlfriends at the club, and, as if it were meant to be, we happened across three male friends at the club who happened to be stag when we ran across them. The first was tall and gym-built, with shaggy brown hair and a look of entitled boredom that probably betrayed him as a finance bro. That one was Colt, and he attached himself to me. The second was a blonde with freckles and braces, oddly reminding me a bit of Jasper when he looked more
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