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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, institutions, and events are either products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Important Notice

Sissy Factory: The Making of Elly – A Forced Feminization Academy Novel is an illustrated erotic psychological narrative that explores themes of submission, gender identity transformation, institutional feminization, aesthetic domination, and controlled reeducation within an exclusive training facility known as Étoile Nouvelle.

This story unfolds in a world where discipline, elegance, and sensual transformation blur the boundaries between desire, obedience, and identity. The narrative centers on a privileged young man who is drawn into a hyper-feminine academy where dominant, refined women oversee his gradual reshaping into a perfected, obedient creation.

This book contains material intended for adult audiences only, including but not limited to:

• Erotic content

Explicit depictions of sexual tension, psychological seduction, dominance and submission, and intimate power play.

• Forced feminization and identity reshaping

The protagonist undergoes mental and physical transformation, including beauty training, posture refinement, feminized attire, chastity elements, and guided obedience under the authority of female instructors.

• Themes of servitude, discipline, and reeducation

Includes lessons in behavior, elegance, ritualized routines, controlled environments, and sensual obedience within a structured institutional setting.

• Power imbalance

The narrative emphasizes hierarchical dynamics, feminine authority, and the emotional complexities of surrender in both psychological and aesthetic contexts.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.

If you're drawn to high-heeled fantasies of soft silk uniforms, whispered instructions, psychological surrender, immaculate femininity, and the exquisite thrill of becoming someone entirely new…

then welcome to Étoile Nouvelle, where perfect girls are made.


PROLOGUE THE THREAD THAT BEGINS TO PULL

They say every heir carries a destiny, but no one mentions that some destinies come wrapped in pink satin, perfumed and dangerously soft to the touch.
This story does not begin with a victim.
It begins with a boy who believed he had everything: name, money, arrogance, insolent beauty.
A boy who looked at the world from above, convinced that everyone was there to serve him… or endure him.
A boy incapable of imagining that power can change hands in very discreet, very elegant, very feminine ways.
In these pages you will find what happens when pride crosses paths with discipline, when rebellion meets a smile that allows no escape, when an heir discovers that there are threads capable of guiding, but also of tying.
You will see pink rooms, screens that whisper, gazes that command without raising their voice, and rules that are not always spoken, but are always obeyed.
You will see bodies softening, hearts yielding, minds rewritten with cold caresses and warm voices.
You will see the slow, sweet, inevitable transformation.
The seduction of the forbidden, the tremor of the unknown, and the coy shimmer of an identity that awakens without asking permission.
And when the silk begins to slide… when the cage gleams for the first time… everything else starts to fall away, one by one, like unfastened buttons.


CHAPTER 1 – THE SPOILED HEIR

Elliot never walked: he paraded.
He had that way of occupying a space as if the entire architecture were meant to bow in gratitude for his existence, and his temporary penthouse was no exception. He moved from the glass terrace to the living room with his torso barely covered by an unbuttoned shirt that revealed his defined chest, the same one he knew how to display with surgical precision whenever he wanted to unsettle. Or charm. Or both.
Clara and Vivienne watched him from the kitchen counter. Clara pretended to look over her tablet; Vivienne stirred her coffee with a silver spoon. They didn’t want him to notice the tension in their shoulders, but Elliot always found a way to turn any room into a small theatre where he was the undeniable protagonist.
"Up early again, cousins?" he said with a lopsided smile, the kind that seemed rehearsed in front of mirrors far too expensive. "You should sleep more. Dark circles don’t suit you… although in your case, Vivi, everything ends up looking sweet."
Vivienne pressed her lips together. "We’re not up early. You woke up at eleven."
"Genetic blessing." Elliot lifted a shoulder, approaching them with long, slow, calculated steps. "My body knows when it needs rest, and when it needs female company to brighten the morning."
"Stop hitting on us. It’s disgusting." Clara rolled her eyes.
"Disgusting for you. Fun for me." Elliot leaned against the counter, his arm close to Vivienne’s coffee. "Come on, don’t pretend. If I lived with you a couple more months, you’d end up sighing over me. Happens all the time."
Vivienne shifted just enough for him to notice the discomfort and interpret it as a compliment. He always did.
Elliot enjoyed himself. He knew his beauty had an edge: tall, blue-gray eyes, firm jawline, soft lips heavy with arrogance. The kind of man who provokes sighs… and also the urge to punch him in the back of the head.
"I’d rather sigh over a damn industrial fan than over you," Clara muttered without lifting her gaze.
Elliot wasn’t offended. He smiled.
Insults, to him, were just another form of attention.
Marianne entered then, silent as a change of season. She wore a pearl-colored pantsuit, elegant and severe, with her hair pulled back in a tight bun. Her dark eyes didn’t blink once as she assessed the scene: Elliot leaning over the counter, far too comfortable, far too full of himself. Her daughters tense. The air saturated with testosterone and ego.
"Elliot," she said in a restrained voice, "I asked you to be ready at ten. We’re running late."
He turned slowly, giving her a smile that had once been charming but now only showed condescension.
"Aunt, please. My father’s company isn’t going to collapse because I take an extra hour to sleep."
Marianne didn’t respond. She was learning to ration her silences; they said more than any lecture.
Elliot poured himself some water with an excessively theatrical movement, as if the whole scene existed solely to show off his forearms.
"Honestly," he continued, "I don’t understand why I have to be there every day. The lawyer keeps freezing my accounts, the inheritance process is crawling along, and meanwhile I have to live here, under supervision, like I’m some damn teenager. It’s absurd. My parents are already dead; nothing will change that. The least they could do is let me enjoy myself a little while the bureaucracy finishes doing its thing."
Clara let out a slow breath, wounded by the coldness of the comment. Vivienne shifted her gaze to the floor.
Marianne closed her eyes for a second, brief, almost unnoticeable. When she opened them again:
"Finish getting dressed," she said simply.
Elliot laughed. "Don’t get mad, Aunt. When they give me control of everything, I promise I’ll buy you all something nice. All three of you. For the trouble."
Clara squeezed her glass so hard she feared it might break.
Vivienne murmured, "How generous…"
He winked. "You know how I am."
Marianne watched his back disappear down the hallway and felt something very close to disillusionment. It wasn’t just the recent grief or the stress of the company. It was watching her brother’s son become a man without roots, without empathy, without shame. A man who walked through the world convinced that beauty and money were excuses to be cruel.

Later, at the company, while employees greeted her with a mixture of respect and relief, Marianne met with two senior executives: Marcela and Renata, precise women in dark suits with eyes that knew far too much about the family business.
"Sorry for the abrupt way we called you in," Renata said. "But the financial situation requires quick decisions."
Marianne nodded. "I understand. I’m doing what I can, but Elliot… he doesn’t cooperate."
Marcela let out a sigh that was almost amused. "Elliot has never cooperated with anything. And you know that."
Marianne frowned. "He’s young. He can still be corrected."
Renata exchanged a knowing look with Marcela. There was a brief silence, like someone deciding whether to share a secret or not.
"Have you heard of the Étoile Nouvelle Institute?" Marcela finally asked.
Marianne raised a brow. "Of course. A private educational center in Switzerland, right? Something very exclusive."
"Exclusive… yes." Renata smiled in a strange way. "But not exactly educational."
Marianne tilted her head, intrigued. The executives lowered their voices.
"Not all the young women you see graduating from there are voluntary young women," Renata continued. "Many were boys. Troubled boys. Spoiled. Violent. Narcissistic. Or simply… difficult to manage."
Marianne felt a shiver. "Are you talking about… a correctional boarding school?"
Marcela slowly shook her head. "No. We’re talking about something much more sophisticated. And effective."
The silence thickened.
Renata intertwined her fingers on the table.
"The institute has another name, internal. Not public."
Her lips barely curved.
"They call it the Sissy Factory."
Marianne didn’t react immediately. The name sounded like a joke… but the seriousness of the women before her made it far more unsettling.
Marcela continued: "Not everyone knows. Most people hear the elegant version: elite training, refinement, emotional discipline, etiquette."
She smiled with irony.
"But the families who have needed more… definitive solutions… have obtained complete transformations."
"Transformations?" Marianne asked.
"Physical. Psychological. Social. Total."
Renata leaned closer to her. "My son, for example."
Marianne blinked. "Your son? But you… you only have that young assistant who always comes to pick you up."
Renata let out a soft little laugh. "Juliana. My ‘assistant’. Yes, well… she used to be Julián."
Her eyes gleamed with a blend of pride and perverse relief.
"A complete disaster of a boy. Violent, manipulative, impossible to control. I sent him to the institute three years ago. When he came back… he was sweet. Obedient. Delicate. A beautiful, disciplined young woman. The best decision I’ve ever made."
Marianne felt a cold tingle at the nape of her neck.
Marcela spoke then, her voice low, almost confidential: "Several board executives have done the same. What happens at the institute is… effective. No backsliding. They don’t return as better men. They return as women. Docile, refined, useful women."
"Obedient," Renata added, her tone openly satisfied. "And happy. Or at least… functional."
Marianne remained silent.
Her mind processed the information like someone hearing the description of a forbidden myth, something that supposedly shouldn’t exist but nevertheless circulated among powerful women with absolute naturalness.
"And how… does it work?" she asked, barely a whisper.
Marcela opened a discreet folder she had brought with her. Inside were photographs: young women, beautiful, soft-featured… but something in their eyes, something in their posture, something in the artificial perfection of those faces… suggested a previous story that did not match the appearance.

Renata turned the page with the tip of a red nail. "I can’t give you details about the program. They don’t remember much, and the institute is airtight. But all of these used to be difficult boys. At least eight of them, sons of businesswomen we know."
Marianne swallowed.
She had heard rumors, whispers. She had never taken them seriously.
But seeing those photographs was something else.
The femininity of those young women wasn’t merely aesthetic: it was absolute.
It was a reprogramming.
"And no one suspects?" she asked in disbelief.
Marcela shrugged. "The world believes what it wants to believe. Families present the girls as daughters who studied abroad. People accept it. No one asks questions."
Renata placed a gentle hand over Marianne’s. "If you ever want to know more… just tell me. I can put you in contact with the admissions director. But only if you’re sure. It’s not a reversible path."
Marianne didn’t say yes.
She didn’t say no either.
The photos remained open in front of her:
Girls with glossy lips, narrow waists, clean gazes.
Too clean.
As if they had been scrubbed until every trace of what they once were had been erased.
And for the first time, Marianne thought of Elliot not as a difficult young man… but as material.
Not as a victim.
As a possibility.
But she only thought it.
Nothing more.
The meeting ended when she, already alone in the office, flipped through a small dossier Renata had given her “just in case.”
There were the testimonials:
satisfied sponsors, delighted wives, businesswomen who spoke of the program with the same ease others use to recommend a spa.
"Guaranteed transformation."
"Permanent results."
"A new daughter, perfectly trained."
"Submissive. Useful. Obedient."
"No relapses."
Marianne closed the folder slowly, her expression thoughtful.
She made no decision yet.
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CHAPTER 2 – MARIANNE’S DECISION

Evening fell over the city with that golden light that seemed invented to hide secrets. The penthouse was quiet, but not in any peaceful sense.
Marianne opened the door with her usual elegance, ready to set her purse down in the entryway when a scene stopped her cold.
Elliot was leaning over Vivienne.
Very close.
Too close.
She was cornered against the kitchen island, trying to smile, trying to look relaxed, but her rigid posture betrayed her. Elliot, tall, immaculate, wearing that white shirt that hinted at his physique, had one hand placed beside Vivienne’s waist, blocking her escape.
"Come on, Vivi… don’t be shy. I’m not that bad."
His voice was low, silky, almost purring.
Vivienne swallowed. "You’re getting too close, Elliot."
"Too close?" He smiled, tilting his head. "There’s no such thing as ‘too close’ when a girl looks at you like that."
"I wasn’t looking at you like that," she replied, her firmness clearly forced.
"Of course you were." Elliot lifted a strand of her hair and let it slide between his fingers. "Don’t worry, I know perfectly well how to treat a woman… even if you always get nervous when I come near."
Vivienne was about to answer, but then she saw her mother.
Marianne’s expression was like a marble mirror: smooth, impenetrable, frozen.
"Elliot," she said in a soft, almost maternal voice, but with an edge only an idiot could miss. "Step aside for a moment, please."
He turned his head with a charmed smile. "Aunt, I was just—"
"I said step aside."
Elliot raised his hands in a theatrical gesture, stepping back. "I wasn’t doing anything wrong."
Vivienne slipped away quickly toward her room, as if a weight had been lifted from her back.
Clara, from the sofa, looked at her mother with a mix of relief and silent pleading. Putting up with Elliot was becoming exhausting, even for her, who usually wore an iron shell.
Marianne walked calmly toward the kitchen.
"I need to speak with you later. Dress properly. I won’t be long."
Elliot arched a brow.
"Another boring meeting at the company? One of those where they make me sign things I can’t even use because Dad left everything locked up?"
He laughed.
"Great. Maybe this time they’ll speed things up so I can stop living here like a forced guest."
Marianne didn’t respond.
She didn’t need to.
At the company, the cold lights and glass-walled rooms dispelled the fatigue of any mortal—though not of a woman who had spent days carrying the dual burden of the inheritance and a nephew who was absolutely unbearable.
Renata and Marcela were waiting for her in a private room, one that didn’t appear on any official tour. It had soundproofed walls and heavy curtains, as if everything spoken inside had to sink into the shadows.
"Marianne," Renata greeted with a calculated smile. "You look more serious than yesterday. Did Elliot do something again…?"
"Yes," she replied as she set her purse on the table. "And he’s getting worse. He doesn’t respect anyone. Not even my daughters."
Marcela nodded gravely. "Then we assume you’re not here out of mere curiosity."
"I’m here for you to explain exactly what the Étoile Nouvelle Institute is," Marianne said without hesitation. "What they do. How they do it. And what I would need in order to… consider the possibility."
The executives exchanged looks of silent satisfaction.
Not because they enjoyed the boy’s fate, but because they recognized in Marianne that air of a woman who finally accepts that power is far more useful than mercy.

"Sit down," Renata said. "This requires calm."
Marianne settled into her chair.
The folder the executives had shown her the day before reappeared, but this time it was thicker: sealed forms, before-and-after photographs, progress reports, pricing sheets.
Marcela spoke first.
"The Étoile Nouvelle Institute presents itself as an elite center with an academic façade. Families use that façade. But its real function is… redesign."
"Redesign," Marianne repeated, almost clinically.
"Exactly," Renata said, opening one of the files. "They accept young men between twenty-two and thirty. They classify them according to behavior, temperament, emotional history. Then the program begins."
"What is the method?" Marianne asked.
"We don’t know it entirely," Marcela admitted. "Nor do we need to. The success of their graduates is enough. What we do know: there is intensive psychological control, physical training, behavioral re-education, aesthetic shaping, progressive feminization, and… conditioned obedience."
Renata added, "It isn’t cheap. And it isn’t fast. The full process lasts between one and two years. Some take longer. But the results…"
She smiled with unsettling serenity.
"Never fail."
Marianne picked up one of the photographs. A beautiful girl, blonde, with a timid smile and perfect posture. But on the edge of the picture sat the name: she had once been a man—robust, troublesome.
"And how… does it all begin?" she asked.
Marcela slid a form toward her.
"First, the mother voluntarily delivers him to the program. From that moment on, the institute handles the transfer. Discreet. Safe. No one suspects anything."
"And once inside?"
Renata interlaced her fingers.
"They determine the path. You only wait. They’ll send you reports every six months, if you choose to receive them. Many families prefer not to know and simply wait for the final result."
Marianne drew in a deep breath.
"And when the process ends?"
The answer came like a cold caress:
"You receive a daughter. A refined product. Obedient. Charming. Feminine."
Renata smiled.
"A completely opposite version of the insolent boy you delivered."
Marianne lowered her gaze for a few seconds.
She thought of Elliot.
Of his arrogant smile.
Of his perfume—too masculine, too expensive.
Of his mocking voice.
Of the way he looked at Clara and Vivienne… as if he deserved anything he wanted.
"How much does it cost?" she finally asked.
Marcela named the figure.
Marianne didn’t flinch.
Great changes demanded great investments.
"And if I wish to proceed… what is the first step?"
Renata slid another document toward her.
"Just sign here. And the institute will do the rest."
Marianne didn’t touch the paper.
But she observed it with a calm that chilled the entire room.
She didn’t need to sign that day.
But it had stopped being an idea.
Now it was a plan.
When she returned to the penthouse, night had covered the city with an elegant, silent blue. She rode the elevator in composed stillness, though a sweet tension ran down her spine: the anticipation of a woman who has seen the perfect solution to an unbearable problem.
"Elliot," Marianne said softly, though her eyes were pure steel. "Come here a moment."
He turned his head with a confident smile.
"Yes, Aunt?"

"I need to talk to you," she said as she set down her coat. "Good news."
Elliot’s eyes almost lit up.
He loved good news that sounded like they came wrapped in money.
"Good?" He stepped toward her with a broad, sensual stride, like someone already anticipating a reward. "Tell me they finally unlocked my funds."
"No."
Marianne’s smile was impeccable.
"Better."
Clara and Vivienne exchanged a quick glance.
That kind of better didn’t sound reassuring at all.
"Elliot," Marianne said with a warm, maternal tone—almost seductive in its delicacy—"I got you a scholarship."
He raised a brow.
A scholarship?
Elliot had never needed scholarships; he only needed credit cards.
"A scholarship for what?" he asked with confident ease.
"For a very prestigious boarding program," she explained, stepping a little closer. "Abroad. Exclusive. Elegant. Highly sought after. They only select exceptional talents, heirs with potential."
Elliot smiled.
"Oh, of course. Obviously they’d pick me."
Clara huffed softly, though Elliot didn’t hear her.
Vivienne sighed, relieved.
Marianne continued, massaging his ego with surgical precision:
"The director was impressed by your profile. Your presence. The way you speak. Your self-confidence."
He lifted his chin.
"Well, yeah, I do have that."
"They have immediate availability," Marianne added. "And it would be perfect for your future. For the company. For your training as an heir."
"Perfect," Elliot said without hesitation. "Finally someone who recognizes my potential."
Clara couldn’t hide her smile.
Vivienne let out her breath as if someone loosened a knot around her chest.
Marianne kept her sweetest expression.
"Then we’ll prepare everything this week. You won’t have to spend a single cent."
Elliot nodded, pleased with himself.
"Obviously. Scholarships are made for brilliant guys like me."
She smiled, with an almost maternal shine.
Almost.
"Exactly."
Inside her, however, the decision was already made.
The photos.
The reports.
The executives.
The perfect solution.
Elliot kept talking about himself.
Clara and Vivienne quietly slipped away, breathing freely for the first time in days.
Marianne watched the arrogant young man move through the room.
Her future sissy walked right in front of her without suspecting a thing.
She had already decided.
And Elly… was already being born.
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CHAPTER 3 – THE JOURNEY THAT NEVER ENDS

The morning of Elliot’s departure dawned radiant, as if the city wanted to mock everyone involved. The sky was impeccably blue, the air warm, the light filtering through the penthouse windows with an almost theatrical softness.
Elliot, of course, took advantage of the scene as if he had ordered it himself.
He came down the stairs wearing a light linen shirt, sunglasses far too large for the hour, and the insolent confidence of a man who believes the entire world is designed to flatter him.
"Well," he said as he adjusted his sleeves, "I hope you miss me."
Vivienne, behind him, murmured barely audibly, "Thank God."
Clara stifled a laugh, hiding it in a fake cough.
Marianne approached slowly.
"Elliot, the driver is waiting," she said with a serene voice. "Let’s not make the institution think you’re unpunctual."
"Institution," he repeated with a sophisticated air. "Honestly, it sounds grand. I’m sure they want heirs like me. Class, presence, leadership. They might even give me a damn award when I arrive."
Clara looked at him as if she wanted to strangle him with a scarf.
Vivienne merely crossed her arms, resigned to tolerating the final scene.
The driver was waiting at the entrance: black suit, straight posture, expression unshakable.
Elliot threw him a disdainful look.
"Be careful with my bags," he said while pushing past him without waiting for a response. "There are clothes in there worth more than your salary."
The driver didn’t blink.
"Of course, Mr. Elliot."
Marianne moved closer to say goodbye. He leaned in to kiss her cheek, but she kept her body slightly rigid.
Elliot didn’t notice.
"See you soon, Aunt," he said with a smile meant to be charming.
"Of course," Marianne replied, soft as velvet. "Very soon."
Elliot climbed into the car, adjusted his sunglasses, and rested an arm out the window as if posing for a magazine. He raised his hand in a grandiose farewell gesture.
"Take care, girls! Don’t throw too many parties without me."
Clara returned the gesture with a smile that was anything but kind.
Vivienne simply turned her face away to avoid having to respond.
The car started.
Elliot didn’t look back.
During the ride, Elliot spent the first twenty minutes mentally complaining about how slow the traffic was.
He checked his messages, took selfies, admired his reflection in the window, and finally opened the soft drink the driver had offered him upon getting in.
"Finally something decent," he murmured as he drank.
The taste was fresh, with a sweet touch… and a strange undertone he couldn’t place.
Five minutes later, he felt his eyelashes growing heavier.
Ten minutes later, his neck began to relax in a suspicious way.
"So… weird…" he whispered as he tried to focus his eyes.
The car seemed to move in slow motion.
The world turned blurry.
"What… did you… put in…"
Elliot’s body collapsed in the seat with a long sigh, like someone falling limp after a too-deep orgasm.
The driver glanced at the rear-view mirror for just a second.
"Second phase complete," he said to himself with absolute serenity.
He stopped the vehicle in an underground parking lot. There, a black van with no logos and no visible plates waited with the rear doors open.
Two uniformed men stepped out.
The driver opened the car door with a mechanical gesture and helped load Elliot’s inert body.

No one spoke.
Everyone knew their role.
The body was placed inside the van with care.
The door closed.
The van drove off toward a silent destination.
The driver started his car and returned to the mansion.
When he arrived, Marianne was waiting for him in the foyer.
"Did everything go well?" she asked, without a trace of emotion.
"Yes, ma’am," he replied as he extended two impeccably sealed suitcases. "Just as agreed."
Clara and Vivienne looked at the empty suitcases with a mix of shock and confusion.
It was like seeing Elliot’s ghost, without the annoyance of hearing him.
"Thank you," said Marianne as she took the handle of one. "You may go. I’ll deposit your compensation into the usual account."
The driver bowed his head and vanished like a whisper.
A strange silence lingered.
Not heavy.
Not sad.
Just… expectant.
Marianne took a deep breath.
"All right," she said. "Now we can talk."
Clara crossed her arms. "Where is Elliot really?"
Vivienne murmured, "Wasn’t he supposed to go to the airport?"
Marianne walked toward the living room with feline calm, inviting them to follow.
She sat on the main armchair, like a crowned queen, and gestured for them to approach.
Clara and Vivienne sat across from her.
They waited.
Marianne took a sip of tea… and began.
"Elliot is not going to any airport. And he’s not going to any traditional boarding school."
Pause.
"He’s going to the Étoile Nouvelle Institute."
The two girls exchanged looks.
Clara was the first to speak.
"The institute you told us about yesterday… the one that’s not really an institute?"
"Exactly."
Marianne crossed her legs with elegance.
"The institute that takes arrogant, violent, untamable men… and turns them into something much more beautiful, much more useful, much more manageable."
Vivienne felt a shiver run down her spine.
"You mean…?"
"Yes," said Marianne softly. "Elliot will no longer be a problem. Not for you. Not for me. Not for anyone."
Clara placed her hands on her knees, intrigued and disturbed at once.
"What do they do to them exactly?"
Marianne smiled with a coquettish touch, as if the answer were a deliciously improper secret.
"The program is… refined. And very complete. They take the boy and put him through a deep re-education process. They mold him. They soften him. They make him… docile."
Her eyes gleamed with malice.
"And feminine."
Vivienne brought a hand to her mouth.
Clara whispered, "Feminine how? Like… sexy nurse from a costume party or something?"
Marianne laughed, soft, deliciously dangerous.
"Better. Much better. The institute transforms them completely: body, voice, mind. They don’t come back as men. They come back as… perfect little women. Obedient princesses. Refined maids. Sensual secretaries."
She leaned toward them slightly.
"Elliot will return as someone who will never again look at you with that masculine arrogance that defined him so much."
Vivienne swallowed. "And does he… know anything about this?"

"No."
Marianne’s smile was a poisonous flower slowly blooming.
"He won’t know until it’s far too late."
Clara stared at an undefined point on the carpet.
"I don’t like him… but… poor Elliot."
Marianne looked at her with maternal patience.
"He won’t have a horrible life. He’ll have a… different one. Soft. Light. Controlled. He’ll have a role that will make him happy, even if he can’t imagine it now. He won’t lack anything. Not care. Not comfort. Not purpose."
Vivienne, always the more sensitive one, asked quietly, "And if… he wanted to go back to being himself?"
"That’s the wonderful part," said Marianne, leaning forward slightly. "The program leaves no room for that kind of desire. It erases them. Replaces them with others far more… sweet."
Her voice became almost a whisper.
"When Elliot is finished, he won’t even be Elliot. He’ll be a doll with a new name. And he’ll be delighted to be it."
The two girls fell silent for a long moment.
Taking it in.
Shivering a little.
Marianne set the cup down on the table and breathed with happy slowness.
"Soon we’ll announce that Elliot is missing. That he got lost on some trip. Nothing too suspicious. I’ll take care of the company until all the formalities are completed.
To everyone else… Elliot will simply be an irresponsible heir who vanished."
Clara murmured, "And to you…"
Marianne looked at her, gentle, maternal.
"To me, he’ll soon be my new niece."
Vivienne leaned her head back against the seat.
"It’s twisted… but a little poetic."
Marianne smiled.
"It’s not twisted. It’s efficient."
A thick, intimate silence followed, filled with an indescribable mix of guilt, relief, fascination.
"Do you think I did the right thing?" asked Marianne, already knowing the answer.
Clara spoke with bare honesty.
"Elliot was never going to change."
Vivienne added in a thin voice,
"Maybe… this will save him. From himself."
Marianne closed her eyes for a moment, savoring the softness of that verdict.
"Elly will be better this way."
And in that moment, for the first time, the name floated in the air.
Small.
Sweet.
And completely inevitable.
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CHAPTER 4 – PINK WELCOME

Elliot woke as if emerging from a viscous dream, too deep, too dark, too… manipulated.
The first sensation was a dull throb in his temple.
The second, a sweet smell, almost childish, like artificial strawberries mixed with perfumed cotton.
He opened his eyes.
The world was pink.
Pastel pink.
Creamy pink.
Sickeningly pink.
The room looked like it had been designed by someone who adored dolls but also Freud.
A plush bed with a sheer canopy.
Padded walls in a soft, almost tender shade.
A small white vanity with a pearly shine.
A soft rug that invited feet to disappear into it.
There were no windows.
No clocks.
No personal items.
Nothing of his.
"What… the hell…" he muttered as he sat up clumsily.
The movement made him notice a small object on his neck: something cold, firm, tight.
He brought his hand to it.
A collar.
Soft leather.
Pink.
He pulled on it.
It didn’t give.
It had no clasp.
Anger surged up his throat like a contained roar.
"What the hell is this? Take this crap off!"
He stood, staggering, and walked toward the door.
It was white.
Smooth.
Perfect.
He tried to open it.
He pushed.
He pounded.
Nothing.
It didn’t even vibrate.
"Hey! HEY!" he shouted, hitting it with his fist. "Open this damn room!"
The echo died without response.
For a moment, Elliot felt something like fear… but his arrogance crushed it immediately, as always.
"If someone in my family set this up as a joke, I swear I’m going to…"
click.
The vanity screen turned on by itself.
The image was too sharp, too soft. A harp melody floated in the air like a drop of liquid honey.
The voice, feminine and warm, spoke as if stroking the mind.
"Welcome to the Étoile Nouvelle Institute… also known by our privileged members as the Sissy Factory."
Elliot frowned.
A beautiful woman appeared on the screen, glowing skin, elegant posture. She wore a white uniform with pink details, extremely stylized. Her glossy lips curved into a flawless smile.
"If you’re watching this message, it means you have been selected for our comprehensive program of behavioral refinement and aesthetic feminization."

Elliot went still.
He thought he had misheard.
The woman continued softly:
"Here we transform lives… and bodies. We turn problematic, arrogant, aggressive, or simply unsuitable boys… into charming, obedient little ladies perfectly functional for a new future."
The screen changed.
Now it showed white hallways, beautiful girls walking on high heels, sweet smiles, short skirts, perfectly synchronized movements.
Elliot’s heart skipped.
"What kind of… of damn joke is this?"
A new voice, lower, more seductive, slid over the music:
"Our program includes several stages."
On the screen appeared:
• Feminine posture classes
• Immediate obedience training
• Voice correction
• Behavioral hypnosis
• Sensory therapies
• Diet and body control
• Desire management
Elliot took a step back.
The screen now showed a circular room.
Reclining chairs.
Immersive reality visors.
Boys with tense bodies, barely moving, like puppets pulled by invisible strings.
The image became more raw, more intimate, as if the camera had slipped into the very heart of the Sissy Factory.
They were no longer boys. They were half-finished creatures, sweetly broken.
A circle of padded kneeling mats on the white floor. Five, six, seven sissies in pastel-colored transparent lingerie, waists tight in initiation corsets, chests just barely hinted under lace. In front of each one, a bright pink silicone dildo fixed to the floor with a suction cup. The exact same shade as Elliot’s collar.
The first one bent down slowly. Her lips, already swollen, glossy with shine, opened in a perfect O and descended to the base with obscene slowness. A long, wet moan slipped from her throat: Ahhh~… yes, daddy… Her voice was so sweet and so filthy it went straight between the legs of anyone listening.
Beside her, another had already finished her oral practice. She rose with feline grace, turned around, lifted her ruffled skirt, and without using her hands, lowered herself slowly onto her toy. The dildo disappeared centimeter by centimeter between her shaved cheeks as she threw her head back and let out a high-pitched little squeal, almost childlike: It fills me so much…! Thank you for training me, miss…
The others kept pace, synchronized like a pornographic ballet. One licked the tip with her flat tongue, drawing perfect circles. Another swallowed until her eyes watered and still she smiled, happy, grateful. A third was already riding hers, sliding up and down with undulating hip movements, her hard nipples poking through the gauzy blouse, releasing small moans that echoed through the speakers as if they were pressed directly into Elliot’s brain.
Every moan was a lash. Every thank you, a stab. Every time one of them came, trembling, with her little mouth open and her eyes rolled back, the screen zoomed in on her blissed-out face and whispered again: "Good girl… another perfect sissy for the world…"
Elliot felt his mouth go dry. His cock gave a treacherous jump inside his boxers, swelling against his will, throbbing in time with those moans he could no longer force out of his head.
The voice continued:
"During their process, our sissies receive a personalized chastity cage, designed to ensure that feminization is emotional, mental, and physical. Little princesses do not need erections. Only obedience."
The screen showed a class in which instructors were taking roll:
"Lilly?"
"Present."
"Tiffany?"

"Here, miss."
"Bunny?"
"Yes, miss."
All of them, absolutely all of them, wore a pink cage between their legs.
Elliot felt the air thicken.
His breathing sped up.
The voice added, with chilling sweetness:
"The cage ensures that their masculinity stays… asleep, while a new delicate femininity is born."
Elliot felt heat rising to his ears.
"This is insane," he spat. "A fucking insane mess."
The screen then showed a final room:
girls already completed, with perfect makeup, tight little waists, soft hips, sweet empty smiles.
They were beautiful.
They were dolls.
The voice concluded:
"Dear guest, this will be your new home. Relax. Resist if you want… but everyone who arrives here ends up shining."
Elliot shouted:
"Bitch! You fucking bitch! My aunt put me in this, didn’t she?! That fucking bitch…!"
click.
The screen turned off.
Silence.
And then…
The white door opened by itself.
A hallway stretched ahead, perfectly lit, spotless, almost surgical.
The floor shone like liquid porcelain.
Elliot took a deep breath, muscles tensing like a cornered animal.
He stepped out.
Another step.
As soon as he crossed the threshold, he heard a soft voice:
"Please proceed to the assembly point, sweetheart."
Elliot spun around, searching for the person behind that voice, but there was no one.
Only surround sound.
And then he saw them:
a line of young boys, just as confused, just as tense, some with red eyes from crying, others with their jaws locked in mute fury.
They all had the same thing around their necks.
The same pink collar.
The same lost eyes.
They were prisoners in pastel tones.
Elliot felt the urge to shout something at them, anything, but his voice wouldn’t come out.
He only saw in them an uncomfortable mirror of his own fate.
One of them, a tall dark-skinned boy with a panicked expression, touched his collar and murmured:
"It has no clasp… it doesn’t move…"
Another, blond, replied in a trembling voice:
"They’re not going to let us take it off…"
A third, thin and pale, whispered:
"They’re going to turn us into… into…"
He didn’t finish the sentence.
Elliot looked at all of them.
And then touched his own neck again, feeling the soft leather, warm, almost intimate.
Pet collar.
Ownership collar.
His stomach twisted.
Just then, from the end of the hallway, a pink light turned on, accompanied by a childish melody.
A female voice, too sweet to be real, said:
"Welcome, my little future princesses…"
Elliot clenched his fists.
His journey had ended.
His fall was only beginning.
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CHAPTER 5 – SERAPHINE, THE MISTRESS

The white hallway suddenly grew brighter, as if a presence had stirred the sensors awake.
And then they saw her.
Seraphine.
She didn’t walk: she floated.
She didn’t speak: she caressed the air with her voice.
She was the kind of woman who could disarm an army with a blink and turn any arrogant man into a docile whisper. Tall, immaculate, wine-colored lips, white uniform outlining every movement as if she had been born to rule this place.
The boys, the whole group, straightened without anyone having to tell them.
She moved through them like someone inspecting a freshly acquired garden, smelling each flower, evaluating whether it was worth keeping.

"Welcome, little ones," she said with a smile that looked soft… but had an edge. "I’m Seraphine. Mistress Seraphine, for you."

A murmur ran down the line.
Elliot swallowed hard.
The woman had a presence that pierced the chest.
She noticed immediately. She pointed at his pink collar with a gloved finger.

"I see nerves."

Her smile widened.

"Delicious."

Elliot, impulsive, stepped forward.

"Listen to me," he said in a raised voice. "I want to get out of here now. I’m not taking part in any of your craziness."

The other boys looked at him with that mix of hope and fear inspired only by someone either very brave… or very stupid.

Seraphine looked at him like someone examining a flawed gem.

"How charming," she murmured. "We have a little noisy mouth."

Elliot frowned.

"I’m not a…"

zzzzzt.

The pink collar gave off a sharp, precise shock, not violent but intense enough to make Elliot bend slightly and let out an involuntary gasp.
A soft gasp, unexpected, almost embarrassing.

Seraphine stepped toward him.
Very close.
Too close.

"A noisy little puppy," she pronounced, touching his chin with two fingers, forcing him to lift his gaze. "But don’t worry, little one. I adore the ones who think they can challenge me. They’re the most fun to tame."

Elliot opened his mouth to reply; Seraphine lifted a finger.

"No."

And Elliot obeyed.
Without understanding why.

She circled him slowly, examining him like fine merchandise.
As if he were an object someone would pay a great deal for.

"I want you to take off your clothes, sweetheart," she said with the casual tone of someone asking to close a window.

"I’m not going to…"

zzzzzt.

This time the shock was deeper, firmer.
Elliot grabbed his neck and clenched his teeth.

Seraphine tilted her head with delicate patience.

"I asked you for something simple, princess. Do it."

The other boys stared, breathless.
The scene was a silent lesson in power.

Elliot, trembling with anger, humiliation and something darker he didn’t even want to name, began to obey.
Every piece of clothing he let fall to the floor increased the sense of vulnerability crawling up his back like cold fingers.
Seraphine didn’t look away for a single second.
Her eyes captured every detail, every tremor, every quickened breath.
When Elliot was left with nothing protecting him from that gaze, she smiled, satisfied.

"Excellent."

Seraphine smiled with that predatory calm that was already becoming familiar.
She pulled from her belt a remote so small and delicate it looked like a luxury toy: polished titanium, a single pearly pink button.
She stroked it with the tip of her thumb, like someone caressing a clitoris before punishing it.

Click.

There was no metallic snap, no brutal lock.
It was an electronic whisper, almost a kiss.

In that instant, Elliot felt the cage close on its own around his sex.
A network of rings and light-alloy plates, pale pink on the outside, contracted with surgical precision.
It didn’t squeeze… it caressed.
It adjusted millimetrically to every vein, every fold, every treacherous pulse, until his cock was perfectly wrapped, trapped, reduced to a shameful little bulge that could no longer grow even a millimeter.

A gentle warmth began to emanate from inside the cage, as if it were alive.
A faint tingling ran over the sensitive skin, almost pleasant… and therefore unbearable.

Elliot jolted.
His knees bent slightly, as if the floor had turned slippery.
He could only see the tiny pink bulge peeking out, shiny, cute, ridiculous.

Seraphine tilted her head, amused.

"Look how adorable. You already have your first permanent accessory, little princess."

She opened the neckline of her uniform just enough to let a tiny pendant drop inside: the master key, a little pink heart-shaped crystal that swung between her perfect breasts before disappearing into the heat of her cleavage.

"It will be safe here," she whispered, tapping her own chest softly. "Very close to my heart… and very far from your little hands."

Elliot swallowed.
The cage responded to the quickening beat of his pulse with a low, almost imperceptible vibration… but enough to remind him he was no longer the owner of even his own erection.

A hot thread of pure shame climbed his spine.
His cheeks burned.
And between his legs, trapped, throbbing, useless, his caged clit gave another desperate tug against the pink walls that were now his new reality.

Seraphine stepped closer, lifted his chin with two fingers and spoke very softly in his ear:

"Welcome to chastity. From today on, every time you get aroused… you’ll be arousing me."

Elliot clenched his fists.

"This is madness," he managed to say.

"Shhh." Seraphine pressed a finger to his lips.
"Beautiful madness changes the world, little one."

She turned toward the rest of the group.

"Rules for all of you."

Her voice deepened, like a perfect chord:

"First: zero release."

Some boys swallowed.

"Second: zero decisions."

A couple lowered their heads.

"Third: zero privacy."

Elliot felt a shiver run down his entire body.

"From today," Seraphine continued, "I decide what you need. I decide what you learn. I decide who you will become."
She returned to Elliot, who was still trembling between anger, nerves and a strange tension he couldn’t control.

"My little one," she murmured, taking his chin with elegance, "your body reacts even when your mouth says no. The adorable thing about you is that the body always tells the truth."

Elliot tensed his back.

Seraphine stepped back a little, like someone admiring her work before the final touch.

"Now, one last accessory for our new student," she announced with that velvet voice that was already getting under Elliot’s skin.

She took from a velvet case a small, conical piece, a platinum-rose so polished it reflected the light like a diamond.
It was beautiful.
Far too beautiful for what it was.

"This is called the Obedience Bloom," she explained, turning it slowly between her fingers so Elliot could see every detail. "A next-generation plug. It adapts, it warms, it expands… and most importantly, it learns. It records every contraction of your little ass and alerts me when you’re being a good girl… or when you try to misbehave."

Elliot’s eyes widened.

"Don’t you dare," he growled, his voice shaking with anger and with something else he refused to name.

Seraphine only smiled, sweet and lethal.

"Love… I already dared."

She positioned herself behind him with the elegance of a dancer.
A gloved finger brushed the base of his back, slid down the curve of his buttocks and gently parted the cheeks.

There was no violence.
Only a firm, slow, inexorable pressure.

The plug was warm, almost hot, coated in a self-renewing gel.
The tip slid in with insulting ease, as if his body had already decided to open before his mind granted permission.

Elliot let out a broken gasp, half cry, half moan.

The toy went in completely in one single, fluid movement, unhurried, merciless.
When the base touched his skin, a barely audible click sounded inside him: the Bloom had anchored itself, unfolding four microscopic internal petals that hugged his walls like a flower opening.

Suddenly, a very low vibration, almost a purr, began to emanate from deep inside.
It wasn’t strong.
It was constant.

Elliot bent forward, hands braced on his thighs, breathing in short, wet gasps.
His knees shook.
His eyes welled up without permission.

Seraphine crouched to his level, lifted his face with two fingers and whispered against his lips:

"Just breathe. You’re full now. And this is only the beginning: Every time you misbehave, it will give you a reminder. And every time you obey…"

The plug pulsed warm, deep, deliciously, right against his prostate.

"…it will reward you."

Elliot let out a sharp, feminine moan he didn’t recognize as his own.
His hips moved back on their own, seeking more, betraying him completely.

Seraphine slid her hand down his back, soft as silk.

"Very good, little one."

Elliot wanted to scream, insult, kick, destroy the place.
But no words came out.

His mind fractured into a thousand sparks of fury and shame.

Seraphine stepped back, assessing him from head to toe.

"That’s how I like it," she said softly. "For you to understand from the beginning that you no longer have control over anything. Not your clothes. Not your posture. Not your reactions."

She looked at the whole group.

"From today on, you are no longer boys. You are students. And I will be the woman who decides how much of your former selves deserves to be preserved."

She gestured toward the end of the hallway.

"Come on, dollies. It’s time for your first evaluation."

Elliot didn’t move.

Seraphine pressed a button on her remote.

zzzzzt.

Elliot trembled, letting out an inaudible, brief, strangled moan.
The rest of the students straightened, terrified.

Seraphine clicked her tongue.

"Like that," she said with sweet malice. "Much better."

And Elliot, humiliated, invaded, controlled, trembling inside…
took his first step toward the end of his freedom.
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CHAPTER 6 – THE FIRST HYPNOSIS

The white hallway stretched out like a luxurious hospital corridor, silent and cold, but dotted here and there with pink lights pulsing like little electric hearts. Seraphine walked at the front of the group with the natural rhythm of a woman who never needed to check whether anyone followed her: the invisible strings of fear, early humiliation, absolute disorientation pulled everyone behind her.

Elliot tried to hold himself together, though each step reminded him of the invasive reminder Seraphine had left inside his body, that small silent intruder that didn’t hurt… but was there, forcing him to be aware of every motion of his hips. With every step his muscles adjusted his posture, his back tightened, his breathing became too conscious.
It was as if his own body was no longer an ally but an extension of someone else’s control.

The other boys walked the same way, with vacant stares, some trembling, others trying and failing to maintain dignity. The corridor split into several frosted-glass doors where soft, almost maternal phrases could be read:
“Breathe.”
“Keep letting the light in.”
“Your new form is being born.”

Elliot felt his pulse speed up.
Everything was designed to soften, to wrap, to corrode resistance without physical violence.
A seduction of thought.

"Keep the rhythm, dollies," Seraphine sing without even turning. "The booths won’t wait."

One of the boys, a tall, dark-skinned one, maybe twenty-something, eyes a bright green full of panic, made the mistake of falling half a step behind. Seraphine’s hand moved with the precision of a pianist: she pressed a button on the control hidden in her palm.

zzzzzt.

The boy folded as if his muscles had melted for an instant. He didn’t scream, but he let out a muffled moan and remained with trembling knees.

Elliot felt the shiver run down his back with such clarity it made him flinch.

Seraphine gave the boy nothing more than a look of satisfaction.

"So sensitive," she said. "That’s adorable."

The group continued walking in silence, and when she stopped before a row of numbered doors, everyone held their breath.

There were ten booths.
Ten doors.
Ten sealed destinies.

Seraphine slid a finger across a touchscreen protruding from the wall. The doors lit up with a rosy halo, as if activated by the warmth of her presence.

"One per student," she announced. "This is your first session of cognitive adaptation. Be brave. Being docile requires more strength than your old lives ever demanded."

Seraphine pointed to one of the doors.

"Elly."

The name cracked like a whip.
He swallowed. Stepped forward.

The door slid open by itself, silent, as if it had been waiting for him.

Inside was a dim room.
A single hanging lamp illuminated a reclining chair—wide, cushioned, much too comfortable for a place that radiated danger.
It had leather straps around the arms, ankles and waist, arranged with unsettling order.

Behind the chair, a visor hung from a mechanical arm, glowing with a faint bluish light.
And beside it, a pair of oversized ivory-toned headphones rested like soft hands waiting to touch him.

Seraphine entered behind him, closing the door.
The sound of the closure was soft.
Final.

She walked toward him with the cadence of a human whisper.

"Sit down, sweetheart."

Elliot didn’t move.
His lips tightened. His knuckles went white.

Seraphine smiled and stroked his chin with the tip of a finger, forcing him to lift his gaze toward her.

"Just breathe…" she murmured. "Let someone else think for you."

Elliot felt a shiver run through him, an involuntary stab mixed with shame and fury.
She knew exactly where to touch, how to tilt her voice, how to slide power into him without needing violence.

"Sit," she repeated.

This time, Elliot obeyed.

His body sank into the cushioned chair, which closed lightly around him like an artificial embrace.
The straps adjusted automatically, in a soft mechanical whisper.

click. arms.
click. ankles.
click. chest.

Elliot’s eyes flew open.

"What…?"

"Ssshhh," Seraphine sing, sliding a finger over his lower lip. "It’s not pain, my love. It’s structure."

She reached for the visor, lowering it gently over Elliot’s eyes.

"You’re so beautiful when you fight," she whispered near his ear. "That’s why the program loves starting with you."

Elly no. Elliot. He blinked rapidly inside the dark visor.

The screen lit up.
First: white light.
Then: pink light.
Then: a soft gradient.

Images formed.
Not full scenes, but packaged sensations:
a delicate hand teaching someone to walk;
perfectly made-up lips forming a sweet smile;
a mirrored room where feminine silhouettes practiced elegant postures;
a heel sliding its shadow across polished floor;
a voice saying "softer";
another saying "more docile";
another saying "very good, princess."

Seraphine’s voice emerged now from the headphones.
But it wasn’t her raw, dominant tone.
It was a silky murmur, almost maternal, almost dangerous.

"Let go…"

Elliot tightened his fingers against the straps.

"Listen. You don’t need to think. Only feel."

The screen began displaying layered words, drifting softly like feathers:

Obey
Soften
Breathe
Let go
Be delicate
You are beauty
Don’t fight
Float

Elliot tried to look to the side, but the visor covered everything.
He tried to close his eyes, but the light seeped through his eyelids with warm insistence.

Seraphine, still in the room, touched his shoulder.

"Just like that…" she murmured. "Very good."

The tone of her voice and the light of the screen began to sync, as if pulsing from inside his chest.
Everything became rhythm, like a new heartbeat.

Inhale.
Exhale.

Inhale.
Exhale.

The words multiplied on the screen:
obedience in golden tones, softness in bluish tones, beauty in pinkish tones.

And among them, images growing more and more suggestive:
feminine silhouettes moving with grace, hands learning delicacy, hips aligning, straight backs, elongated necks, light laughter trapped in rosy echoes.

Elliot tried to scream.
Tried to remember he was a man.
Tried to remember his name.

But the voice continued.

"Let your mind slide…
Let us think for you…
You don’t have to carry anything…
You are soft matter…
You are a half-open flower…"

Elliot’s breathing became erratic.
He wanted to hate that voice.
He wanted to tear off the visor.
But his hands were tied.
And his strength was beginning to feel distant.

The screen flickered with a more intense glow.
A face appeared:
not a specific one, but an ideal.
Large eyes, long lashes, painted lips, luminous skin.
A delicate version of someone.
A promise of someone.
A possibility.

The voice returned.

"This is what you can be…"

Elliot felt a strange warmth in his chest.
A slight vibration.
An exquisite confusion he couldn’t push away.

"Just breathe…"

The screen lowered its intensity.
Dimmed.
Glowed.
Dimmed again.

Elliot’s thoughts began to break into soft pieces.
Name.
Gender.
Pride.
Resistance.
Everything mixing with the light, the pulse, the voice.

"Don’t worry about remembering," Seraphine said beside him, touching his hair softly. "That only gets in the way. Let me hold your head for a moment. That’s it."

The cool hand in his hair was the last defined sensation Elliot had before the session swallowed him completely.

And then…
Nothing.
Or everything.
Pink fragments floating in the sweet darkness of a new birth.
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CHAPTER 7 — THE BODY THAT ADAPTS

The cabin door opened with a whisper as soft as a caress.
Elliot stepped out staggering, as if gravity had changed direction during the session. His breathing was uneven, his shoulders tense, and the world seemed slightly tilted, as if every wall were either too close or too far at the same time.

He didn’t know whether minutes, hours or days had passed.

The hallway was lit with softer tones than before, as if the building itself were breathing in rhythm with the minds it was molding. Seraphine waited there, leaning against a white column, arms crossed, calm smile.

"Very good, little one," she said without asking how he felt. "You’re beginning to understand."

Elliot wanted to speak, but his tongue felt wrapped in cotton.
He didn’t remember what he had seen inside the cabin.
Only sensations.
And the unsettling doubt of whether he had dreamed a voice calling him by a name that wasn’t his.

Seraphine snapped her fingers softly.

"Come. It’s time to rest."

The whole group gathered before her: ten staggering figures, glassy-eyed, skin slightly goosebumped, breathing irregular. None of them seemed fully in control of their own body. None spoke.

Seraphine guided them down the hallway, her movement so elegant she seemed to glide over silk.
The doors opened automatically as the group passed.

The rooms where they had first awakened were still there, identical, pink, soft, deceptively sweet.

Elliot entered without protesting.

The wall screen lit up the moment he crossed the threshold.

"Good night, darling," said a feminine voice. "Rest. Tomorrow will be an important day."

Elliot felt a shiver crawl up the back of his neck.
Darling.
The word embedded itself somewhere in his mind he couldn’t locate.

The light dimmed.
Silence wrapped around him.

And then the nightmares came.

First, soft ones:
hands tying a bow behind his head;
painted lips smiling without asking;
feminine gazes assessing him from ankles to crown.

Then, deeper:
He—or she?—serving tea on a golden tray.
A black-and-white dress moving with his breathing.
Soft hair brushing his neck.
The smile… that smile he couldn’t control, that sweet curve that didn’t belong to him.

And in front of him, seated on plush armchairs:
Clara.
Vivienne.
Marianne.

The three of them drinking tea, murmuring compliments without truly looking at him, as if he were part of the décor.

Elliot tried to scream, but in the dream he could only say:
"Shugar, madam?"

He woke up gasping, heart hammering against his chest.
The room was still pink.
And the sensation of that phantom smile clung to his skin.

An alarm sounded suddenly.
Not a beep.
Not a mechanical tone.

It was a feminine voice, warm, almost sung:

"Good morning, darling. It’s time to get up."

Elliot clenched his fist against the mattress.
Every word was an invasion.

The door opened on its own when he stood up.
The other boys came out at the same time, each with a mixture of sleep, confusion and the same slightly trembling breath he carried.

Seraphine waited for them in the corridor.

"Come on, dollies," she said. "We have a full schedule."

She led them to a wide room where long white tables displayed individual trays. On each tray sat a light breakfast: small carefully measured portions, cut fruit, soft rolls, cups of aromatic tea.
And beside each plate, a small glass of pearly liquid.

"Personalized supplements," Seraphine explained, walking among them with the bearing of a queen. "They help the body find the form it needs. Don’t question them. Just drink."

Elliot saw his.
Something inside him rebelled.

But the memory of the collar’s shocks shut his mouth.

He picked up the cup. Drank.
The taste was sweet, surprisingly pleasant.

"Very good," Seraphine approved. "Now, to the showers."

She led them down another hallway.
The smell changed: a warm, floral, enveloping aroma.

The showers were large, filled with soft steam and the atmosphere of a luxury spa.
But they weren’t empty.

Several adult women, uniformed in white and pink, waited there.
Their expressions were calm—almost too calm.

Elliot felt a knot rise in his throat.

"It’s simple," one of them explained. "Today we begin the deep cleaning."

Seraphine stepped forward.

"If any of my girls has doubts," she said while lifting the shock remote, "I assure you this little device reacts faster than you do."

No one hesitated.

One of the women took a tube of thick white cream.

"Extend your arms," she said.

Elliot obeyed.

The cream was warm when they spread it over his skin.
Absolute softness.
And a gentle scent, almost childlike.

Within seconds, a tingling spread through his body.
And then…
Pure smoothness.

The hair vanished effortlessly, as if it had never been there.
The woman’s hands guided him calmly, almost with professional affection.

"Just like that…" she said. "Very good."

Elliot swallowed.
His skin felt different—too smooth, too vulnerable.

Seraphine approached, evaluating the scene.

"Don’t be sad," she said in a playful voice. "I promised you a gift today, remember?"

She snapped her fingers.

The staff women opened some side compartments.

A huge tub filled with warm, bubbling water, with perfumed salts floating like petals, waited inside.

"Assisted bath," Seraphine announced. "Not negotiable. And I want to see you relax."

Elliot felt an impulse to step back.
But a gentle hand took him by the forearm and guided him forward.

The water was perfect: warm, enveloping, almost numbing.
The staff’s hands lowered him slowly, with an almost maternal care.
Nothing invasive.

Nothing aggressive.
Only a disorienting closeness.

Warm hands washing his arms.
Hands massaging his tense shoulders.
Hands rubbing his back in slow, steady movements.
All of it with professionalism, subtlety, absolute control.

The cage Seraphine had placed on him earlier prevented any involuntary reaction.
There was no relief.
Only pressure.
Only the awareness that his body was being tended to as if it were a fine piece of porcelain that needed polishing before being displayed.

One of the women brushed his hair back.
Another ran a soft sponge over his chest in a hypnotic rhythm.

Seraphine watched them from a calculated distance, arms crossed, satisfied smile.

"Do you feel it?" she said without raising her voice. "The body learns before the mind. You believe you are resisting, but your skin… ah, your skin has already decided to surrender."

Elliot closed his eyes for a moment.
Not because he wanted to.
Because the warm water surrounded him like a cradle, and the hands holding him seemed to know each muscle better than he did.

One woman whispered to him:
"Easy, girl…"

The word pierced him.
But he didn’t have the strength to correct her.
Nor to speak.
Nor to think beyond the subtle tremor running down his back as the bath continued.

Because in that moment, in that warm tub, with those hands guiding him, Elliot didn’t know whether he was still himself.
Or whether he was already beginning, very slowly, to become something softer.
Something the Sissy Factory could mold.
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CHAPTER 8 — ROBE, HEELS AND NOTHING MASCULINE

The warm water was still sliding down Elliot’s thighs when one of the staff women offered him her hand to help him out of the tub.
He hesitated, as if still afraid that hand might want something more than to hold him, but the woman only smiled, calm, professional.
"Up you go, sweetheart," she said with that soft tone that made every phrase feel like it stroked the skin. "We have to get you ready."
Elliot swallowed.
"I… I need my clothes," he murmured, trembling a little. "The real ones."
The woman simply tilted her head with sympathy, as if listening to a child insisting on something adorably impossible.
"There are no clothes from before," she replied. "All the girls start clean."
Elliot.
He shuddered.
Behind him, Seraphine walked between the tubs, inspecting with the sharp gaze of someone evaluating delicate merchandise.
Her heels echoed like a soft metronome.
"Masculine clothes?" she repeated with an amused glint on her lips. "We don’t deal in antiques here."
Elliot flushed with fury and shame at once.
The staff woman then handed him a robe.
Pale pink.
Short.
Light.
Its fabric had something of soft satin, almost cool to the touch. When he put it on, Elliot felt the air slide over his freshly shaved skin with an unsettling closeness.
The robe fastened with a thin ribbon that, although supposedly unisex, shaped the silhouette with an unmistakably feminine wink.
Then came the sandals.
They weren’t exactly heels… but they weren’t flat either.
A delicate lift, barely a few centimeters, forced him to walk with a different posture:
straighter,
more balanced,
more… aware.
Elliot swallowed.
He looked down.
The contrast between those sandals and the metallic cage, cold, bright, still clasping his intimacy with absolute authority…
wrapped him in a knot of humiliation.
The cage was the last hard reminder on a body that was beginning to look far too soft.
Seraphine clapped once, soft, like a silk click.
"Perfect. Come along, girls. Time to continue."
She led them back to the room where they had eaten breakfast.
Everything was just as orderly, just as neat, just as pink.
But now, in robes and soft heels, the atmosphere felt different.
As if the building were testing them, evaluating each step.
Seraphine walked in front, tall as a queen.
"Listen carefully," she said, her voice silky but firm. "From now on you’ll have intense days. Very intense. The routine is strict, the schedule too, and the mental refinement sessions will be long."
A trembling murmur rippled through the group.
"But don’t worry," she added with a deliciously cruel glimmer in her eyes. "You’re doing very well. Your bodies have already begun to respond."
A boy, a small one with round eyes, began to sob.
"I don’t want to go on," he cried. "I’ll be good… I promise… let me go… I… I’ll be a good boy…"

"Seraphine approached him with an almost maternal slowness.
She took him into her arms, cradled him with a calculated sweetness.
"Shhhh, my love," she whispered. "Frightened girls are my favorites. Come with me."
She stroked his hair.
He trembled.
She wrapped him in an embrace that seemed like protection but was a sentence.
And she led him toward a side door.
The door closed.
Silence grew heavy.
Elliot felt a shiver slide down his spine and gather right where the cage imprisoned him, as if the tension were trying to escape through some place that could no longer move.
Seraphine returned to the center of the group with the same serene smile.
"The rest," she said, "to the booths."
The booth doors lit up in a perfect row.
Elliot felt his breathing quicken.
The lights again.
The visors again.
The voice again, slipping between his thoughts like an overly sweet perfume.
Seraphine placed a hand on his shoulder.
"You here," she said.
The door opened.
Elliot stepped inside.
The straps welcomed him as if they had missed him.
The reclining chair adjusted to his body once more.
When the visor descended over his eyes, a deep pulse seemed to activate inside the device.
The screen lit up with a faint pink.
A pink that seemed to flow, breathe, move with a life of its own.
The first images were soft:
feminine silhouettes moving like ballet shadows,
hips that swayed in elegant motions,
necks tilted with delicacy,
backs arched with grace.
Elliot felt his breath catch in his throat.
The voice came after.
But it wasn’t Seraphine’s this time.
It was another, younger, lighter, like an older sister who was far too affectionate.
"Very good, little one… let the mind float…"
Elliot tried to close his eyes, but the light seeped through his eyelids.
"Imagine…"
The screen showed an elegant hall, lit by golden lamps.
In the center, a feminine figure, her silhouette diffuse, wrapped in shimmer, moved forward with a grace so perfect it seemed to float.
Elliot wanted to deny it, wanted to turn away.
But the visor held him trapped.
The figure grew more defined.
Long hair.
A shaped waist.
Soft lines.
And a blurred face…
but with smiling lips.
Soft.
Painted.
Delicate.
"That could be you…" murmured the voice. "Look at yourself."
The figure moved among shadows that resembled masculine bodies: broad shoulders, firm torsos, silhouettes that radiated presence.
But there were no explicit acts.
Only proximity.
Only hands extending toward her, without touching."

"Only close breaths.
Only shadows leaning in like curious predators.
The feminine figure, that silhouette Elliot knew he should not recognize, tilted her head, smiled, extended her hands with the innocent flirtation of someone who knew exactly the effect she created.
Elliot felt a heat rising through his chest.
A part of him screamed that it was absurd.
That it was impossible.
That it wasn’t him.
That he would never be that soft, smiling, provocative thing.
But another part…
a part the visor was beginning to caress…
felt the sequence like a silk thread wrapping around the mind.
The voice continued:
"Don’t be scared, sweetheart. This isn’t desire. This is destiny."
The feminine silhouette approached a masculine shadow.
Very close.
Close enough that the tension between their bodies became almost electric.
As if the air vibrated.
Elliot swallowed.
His neck trembled against the strap.
The shadows lifted their hands without touching her, only outlining her shape, like admirers who couldn’t decide whether they wanted to possess her or worship her.
The voice returned, softer:
"Do you see? It isn’t you who desires…
It’s you who will be desired."
Elliot wanted to scream.
He wanted to pull away.
He wanted to beg for it to stop.
But the feminine figure appeared again, now closer, clearer.
And for an instant, an exquisite terror pierced him:
The smile…
that smile…
looked far too much like the one he had worn in the dream,
serving tea without meaning to.
His breathing sped up.
The images slowly dissolved into pink, golden, white lights.
The shadows faded.
The feminine figure multiplied, spinning like in a kaleidoscope.
The world became a whirl of softness, obedience, beauty, surrender.
Elliot felt his name unravel at the tip of his tongue.
The final voice descended like an invisible kiss:
"Very good. Release what you were.
Let what you will be be born…"
And Elliot, trapped, wrapped, suspended among pink lights inviting him to lose himself…
let go a little more.
Just a little.
But enough for the Sissy Factory to take another step inside him."
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CHAPTER 9 — FIRST LINGERIE

Elliot woke with the sensation of having slept too long and yet not having rested at all. The screen in his room said “Good morning, sweetheart,” a greeting that slid into his consciousness as if it wanted to stick there.
He tried to remember the exact day he arrived, how many nights had passed, whether it was Monday, Thursday, or a day invented by the factory… but his mind didn’t respond.
Eleven days.
Or maybe more.
Time had become a pink liquid, viscous, impossible to grasp.

In the showers, the steam wrapped around his body even faster than the water.
The products lined up on the shelves had changed: translucent bottles with delicate labels, names written in elegant calligraphy, pastel tones.
When he pressed the shampoo dispenser, a floral fragrance, something between peony and fresh vanilla, spread like a soft cloud.
“Seriously… flowers?” murmured Elliot, his voice almost hoarse.
He washed his hair, and the foam slid down his neck like a touch that was far too intimate.

Then came the coconut cream, thick and silky, leaving a faint sheen on the skin; afterward, a sugar scrub scented with red fruits that made his hands glide smoothly over his freshly shaved body.
And the most disturbing part wasn’t the scent.
It was how smooth his skin was.
How soft it felt even under the hot water.

When he stepped out, a factory employee waited with a warm towel and a professional smile.
“Your complexion looks wonderful today,” she said as she applied a light cream to his face with circular motions. “Girls’ skin responds quickly.”
Elliot tensed.
“I’m not a—”
The woman placed a finger on his lips with a gentle gesture.
“Don’t waste energy on that, sweetheart.”
Then she applied a perfumed toner to his neck and shoulders.
Elliot wanted to pull away.
But the sensation was strangely… relaxing.

When he arrived at the dining hall, breakfast was the same: small, delicate portions accompanied by the shiny supplement that tasted sweet, too sweet, almost childish.

Seraphine appeared with a smile of pure anticipation.
“Today is a special day,” she announced, walking between the tables like a satisfied goddess. “You’ve completed your first real week with us, and that deserves a reward.”
One boy swallowed.
Another froze.
Elliot felt a shiver travel from his nape down to the cold cage still gripping his intimacy.

“Follow me,” Seraphine said.

They were taken to a different room, wider, with soft carpet and warm lighting.
In the center, several racks awaited, full of garments in pastel shades: pink, peach, cream, lavender.
Soft music floated like perfume.
The lingerie dressing room.

Elliot felt the air grow thicker.
“No,” he murmured, barely audible.

Seraphine extended her arms toward the racks.
“Princesses… your first uniform.”

Panties.
Small, delicate, lace barely suggested along the edges.
Pink, with the silky texture of a freshly opened flower.

Then thigh-high stockings with a satin-shining band at the top.

And finally, a light corset, thin as a whisper, designed to give a gentle curve to the waist.

Elliot looked at the garments as if they were poison.
“I won’t put that on,” he said.

"Seraphine raised an eyebrow.
"I didn’t ask."
He stepped back half a step.
She pressed a button on her remote.
zzzzzt.
The shock ran through him like a lash of soft, deep, irresistible electricity.
The punishment cage amplified the sensation.
Elliot fell to his knees for an instant, gasping.
Seraphine leaned down and took his cheek between her fingers, as if he were a small creature incapable of understanding its own fate.
"Stand up, Elly."
The name.
That poisonous diminutive.
The soft teasing his cousins once used, now turned into an official sentence.
Elliot felt a stab in his chest.
"Don’t call me that."
"Of course I will," Seraphine replied in a syrupy voice. "Because it’s exactly what you are."
Two employees approached.
They weren’t aggressive; they were worse.
They were delicate, professional, efficient.
They took the panties with movements so soft they seemed choreographed.
"Legs, sweetheart," one said.
Elliot shook his head.
Seraphine lifted the remote.
zzzzzt.
Elliot’s legs yielded involuntarily.
The employees took advantage of the moment to slide the silky fabric up his thighs.
The material embraced his smooth skin like a second breath.
The sensation went through him entirely.
Too soft.
Too intimate.
Too… perfect.
The metal cage contrasted with the pink lace, creating a visual humiliation that burned on his cheeks.
Then came the stockings.
They were pulled up slowly, deliberately, as if every centimeter of skin were being inspected by the warm hands adjusting them.
Elliot let out a trembling murmur he couldn’t stop.
"Just like that…" one employee whispered. "Very good."
And finally, the corset.
Light, barely structured, but enough to shape his torso into a softer line.
The material was creamy satin, with almost invisible seams.
They fastened it with delicacy.
Elliot gasped when he felt the corset force him into a different posture:
straight back, lifted chest, softened waist.
It wasn’t tight.
It was… suggestive.
Seraphine approached, slow, evaluating him from the tips of his fingers to his neck.
"Let me see you…"
Elliot stayed still, breath trembling.
Seraphine took his chin and turned him toward a large mirror at the back of the room.
"There you are."
The image paralyzed him.
Soft panties hugging his skin as if they had been made for him.
Pink stockings climbing up his thighs.
Corset shaping an emerging silhouette, but already… feminine.
Robe hanging open over his shoulders, revealing lingerie that shouldn’t exist on his body.
Elliot opened his mouth to protest.
But only a strangled whisper came out."

"Seraphine hugged him from behind, her silky voice sliding into his ear:
"It’s not so terrible, Elly."
Elly.
Again.
Filled with honey and contempt at the same time.
Elliot lowered his gaze, his face flushed, his breath unsteady, his heart beating against the corset as if it wanted to escape.
The dressing room lights glowed in pink tones, reflecting on his freshly shaved skin.
The lingerie, soft as foam, became a second skin that betrayed him.
Seraphine traced a finger along the corset’s strap, right where it tightened against his side.
"It looks lovely on you," she said. "You’ll deny it now… but your body feels it. It recognizes it. And it will accept it before you do."
Elliot clenched his teeth.
But the mirror…
the mirror didn’t lie.
There was something strange, a tiny spark of intrigue buried in his expression.
A sweet poison, indeed.
Seraphine stepped back.
"Very well, girls. To the booths."
Elliot wanted to protest, but the group was already moving.
He was pulled along by inertia, by the warm humiliation still burning on his skin, by the corset’s ribbons that held him without permission.
The booth door opened.
The visor descended.
The straps closed.
The session unfurled:
Pink light.
Feminine whispers.
Rippling images.
Soft silhouettes approaching.
Masculine shadows watching.
A version of him, in the same lingerie, moving with impossible grace…
…smiling.
And as the lights danced, Elliot felt something inside him loosen.
A thread.
A name.
A certainty.
Elly."
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CHAPTER 10 — STOP PLAYING ELLY

Elliot returned to his room with his chest tight, his breathing uneven, his fingers clenched around the soft ribbons of the corset.
The screen greeted him before he even reached the bed.
"Relax, sweetheart," said the feminine voice, too sweet to be real. "There’s no reason to be tense."
Elliot gritted his teeth.
"Shut up," he muttered.
The screen insisted:
"Please regulate your breathing. Stress levels do not benefit your process."
He let out a broken, bitter laugh.
"My process? Go fuck yourself. And fuck Seraphine. And this whole—"
The collar responded.
Not with a shock.
Not with electricity.
With a prick.
Not painful, but deep.
Direct.
Exact.
Elliot opened his mouth, startled, but he already felt the wave of drowsiness rising through his torso like thick velvet.
"No… wait…"
The screen’s voice became a lullaby:
"Sleep, Elly."
Darkness claimed him.
Sleep arrived without transition, without clear borders, as if his mind had been ripped out and thrown into a pink, perversely luminous stage.

First, the sensation of the corset.
Then, the soft brush of the stockings.
After that, the movement of a black-and-white dress… far too familiar from the previous nightmares.

Elliot, or the dreamed version of himself, appeared in a large hall carpeted in cream tones, with crystal lamps hanging like petals.
He wore a perfect maid uniform: fluffy skirt, lace apron, flawless hairstyle.
His smile was painted on his face, fixed, sweet, obedient.
He tried to erase that expression at once.
But he couldn’t.
It was as if his face no longer obeyed him.

On one of the sofas, Marianne sipped tea.
Beside her, Clara and Vivienne crossed their legs with careless elegance.

"She serves so well now," Marianne commented, without looking at him directly. "Much better than before."
Clara laughed softly.
"I love when she tilts her head like that. She looks so… willing."

Elliot felt a knot in his throat.
He wanted to drop the tray.
He wanted to run.
But his dreamed body, the feminine version that kept moving with silky grace, knelt softly to continue serving.

"Very good, Elly," Vivienne said with a light clap. "That posture is perfect."

Elly.
The sound shot through him like a hot bolt.
The dream grew denser, heavier, as if the air had turned into warm honey.

Suddenly Elly was there, complete.
High, round breasts trembling beneath the black satin neckline of her maid uniform.
An impossible waist, long legs wrapped in stockings with white garters."

The lace apron barely covered the pink cage that imprisoned his micropenis, now so tiny it looked like a swollen, desperate clitoris.

The cousins were seated on a pink velvet sofa, dressed as cruel little princesses, fanning themselves while giggling.

Marianne, the aunt, presided from a tall armchair, champagne glass in hand, smiling as if she were attending her favorite niece’s recital.

Then He arrived.

He was no longer a shadow.

He was a real man, tall, broad, wearing an open white shirt that revealed a hard, hairy chest.

Faceless, yet with a presence that filled the entire room.

One large, confident hand settled on the nape of Elly’s neck and guided her downward with a single hoarse word:

"Kneel, little slut."

And Elly obeyed instantly.

Her knees touched the floor with the soft sound of stockings against marble.

Her hands, long nails painted pearl pink, rose trembling to the zipper.

The cousins let out giggles.

"Look how fast the little vixen learned!"

"She used to think she was a man and now she can’t even wait!"

Elly pulled out the thick, heavy, veiny cock.

She looked at it for a second with watery eyes full of adoration, as if it were the most beautiful thing she had ever seen.

Then she opened her glossy little mouth and took it.

First just the tip: soft lips, painted cherry red, sealing tenderly around the head.

A wet, long, reverent kiss.

Then her tongue, flat and hot, licking the underside in slow circles, exactly as she had been taught.

The man growled in approval and pushed a little deeper.

Elly took it all.

Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, her eyes filled with tears of effort and pleasure, yet she never stopped looking up at him, pleading, grateful.

"What a well-trained throat!" Clara applauded, clapping her hands.

"Listen to those little noises! She’s like a kitten purring with her mouth full," Vivienne mocked.

Elly moaned around the cock, wet and muffled sounds:

"Gluck… gluck… mmmph…"

Every time it reached the back of her throat, her maid bell tinkled and her breasts bounced inside the corset.

The man began fucking her face with a steady, deep rhythm.

Elly didn’t fight.

She simply kept her hands behind her back, raised to head height, palms facing her male, but without touching anything.

Her eyelashes fluttered, mascara ran in perfect black streaks, and still she smiled with her mouth full.

Marianne raised her glass.

"Let’s toast to our Elly! From useless Elliot… to the best cocksucker of the family."

The cousins clapped louder, laughing and shouting:

"Deeper, whore!"

"Swallow it all, show how grateful you are!"

And Elly obeyed.

When the man tensed and growled, she tightened her lips, swallowed once, twice, three times, her throat working visibly.

A single thread of cum escaped the corner of her shiny lips… and Elly caught it with her tongue, delicate, happy, before opening her mouth to show nothing was left.

The man caressed her cheek with his thumb.

"Good girl."

Elly melted.

A long, feminine, broken whimper escaped her throat as her cage throbbed uselessly, dripping a thin clear thread onto the polished floor.

In the dream, Elliot felt that same spasm in his real body.

A ruined orgasm, hot and shameful, squeezed and crushed by the cage until it became nothing.

And his cousins’ laughter kept echoing, eternal, inside his head.

He woke up jerking as if he had surfaced from water.

Breathing came in gasps.

His heart pounded against the corset.

His legs shook.

The sheets were…

wet.

messy.

He looked down.

The cage was still locked.

Tight.

Cold.

But his body had reacted somehow.

A shiver of panic ran down his spine.

"No…" he whispered. "No. No."

The screen lit up softly.

"Good morning, Elly," said the same sweet voice. "You slept intensely."

Elliot wanted to scream.

He couldn’t.

He dressed in silence, trembling.

The hallway was already full of girls in training, all wearing the same light lingerie beneath their pink robes.

Seraphine waited at the far end.

"Today we start something new," she announced with an amused glint. "Basic feminine activities. Nothing complicated… if you cooperate."

First, posture.

"Straight back, soft wrists," Seraphine said, walking behind each one. "You’re not little soldiers. You’re flowers."

Elliot pressed his lips together, trying to hold the position, but the corset forced him to arch his torso in a way that didn’t feel masculine.

An instructor corrected him with two fingers:

"Like this, precious. Your waist looks prettier when you breathe from here."

The touch was gentle.

Too gentle.

Then, walking.

Low heels, short steps.

Relaxed hips.

Toes pointed forward.

Elliot stumbled once.

Seraphine lifted his chin.

"A girl doesn’t drag her feet," she said. "Let your body guide you. It already knows more than you do."

Next, delicate hands.

The instructors moved his fingers one by one, teaching him how to hold a cup, how to brush fabric, how to avoid stiffness.

"Like this," one murmured, sliding her fingers over his. "You’re more refined than you think."

The cage felt heavier with every correction, as if it responded to the rhythm of his frustration.

Immediate obedience.

Every order was an invisible string pulling at him.

Sometimes he resisted.

But every time, the collar gave a small warning tick.

"Such an impatient girl," Seraphine said. "Submission is learned too."

Finally, practical submission exercises.

Nothing explicit.

Just gestures.

Bows.

Practice in bodily obedience.

Knees that bent softly.

Upward glances.

Controlled breathing.

Elliot felt something inside him burning…

not from desire, but from pure frustration.

Because his body responded.

Because the postures became natural too quickly.

Because every touch seemed to awaken an echo the cage made impossible to ignore.

Seraphine passed behind him and traced a nail along the edge of the corset.

"Stop fighting, Elly," she murmured with a dangerous smile. "Your body already decided."

Elliot trembled.

And the day had only just begun.
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CHAPTER 11 — HEELS AND GLANCES

The morning hypnosis session had left Elliot in a strange state, as if he had been dragged through a silky dream and dropped at the edge, trembling between what he remembered and what he didn’t.
The pink light of the visor still vibrated in his mind like a lingering echo.
When the straps opened, he staggered out, taking a deep breath to rebuild the tough façade he so desperately needed to hold. But the hallway greeted him with a blow of reality: all the girls in the program, himself included, were gathered wearing the same soft lingerie as the day before.
Panties, stockings, light corsets.
Nothing else.
The collective sight was unsettling and somehow hypnotic.
Some had changed slightly: softer hips, a straighter back, longer hair.
Elliot felt a tightness in his throat when he noticed changes in his own body too: his walk was less rigid, his posture more relaxed, his skin… too smooth.
"This isn’t real," he told himself. "It’s the damn hypnosis."
But he couldn’t deny the most obvious fact: every time he moved his legs, the brush of the stockings sent a strange current through his stomach.

Seraphine entered the room as if she were floating.
She carried a long, elegant box decorated with delicate pastel-colored bows.

"Girls," she said, "today we take another step."

A nervous murmur rippled through the group.
Seraphine opened the box.
Elliot felt the air catch in his chest.

Heels.
They weren’t high.
Just a slight lift of a few centimeters: enough to alter posture, raise the hip, change balance.
They were cream-colored with a pearly shine.
The ankle strap had a small pink bow.
Subtle, suggestive, feminine.

"These are the initiation heels," Seraphine explained. "At first you will feel like you’re walking on air. Then, when you understand your body… it will be as if you were born for them."

Some boys swallowed hard.
Elliot clenched his teeth.

"I’m not going to…"

Seraphine turned her head toward him without even acknowledging the others.

"You’ll put them on, Elly."

Elliot felt the cage react with an alien, humiliating throb.

"My name is Elliot."

Seraphine raised an eyebrow.

"Not anymore."

Two instructors approached.
Elliot stepped back on instinct, but the heels he was already wearing —the previous sandals— didn’t give him the stability he expected.
He ended up caught in the women’s soft but firm grip.
In seconds, the sandals were removed.
The new heels slid onto his feet with insulting ease; the curve of the shoe seemed made for him.

Elliot held his breath as he felt the elevation.
It was minimal… but significant.
His hips tilted naturally, his knees sought softness, his spine arched.

Seraphine stepped behind him, placing a hand on his waist.
Too close.
Too warm.

"Walk."
Elliot didn’t move.
Seraphine smiled.
"I won’t repeat myself."

Elliot took a step.
He wobbled.
Another step.
The stockings slid deliciously against his skin.
The corset forced him to swing his hips in a soft motion he hated… because it felt natural.

Seraphine watched him with a gentle smile, eyes half-lidded, savoring every clumsy shift.
"Very good, girls," she said, raising her voice. "Now, balance."

The instructors placed small markers on the floor.
Each girl had to walk in a straight line, short silent steps.

Elliot tried.
But the heels, though low, demanded a new kind of precision.
A tiny stumble was enough to trigger a wave of giggles from the others.

Elliot flushed.
"Don’t laugh at me."

Seraphine appeared at his side.
"Little one," she whispered, taking his waist again with an expert hand, "if you fall, fall pretty."

He wanted to pull away.
But Seraphine’s touch was…
control.
Dominion.
Fascination.
And he couldn’t deny that some ridiculously hidden part of his mind reacted to that closeness.

She straightened him with a subtle pressure.
"Relax your hip," she said. "And stop tensing your shoulders. Girls don’t march. They glide."

Elliot swallowed.

"Elly, darling… let your body remember."

"I don’t call myself that," he muttered through his teeth.

"Your body does."

Elliot took three more steps.
Silent.
Slow.
Curved.

The group watched.
Some with complicity.
Others with the same confusion he felt.

But when he stumbled again, a girl let out a soft, almost tender giggle.

Elliot clenched his teeth, irritated.
"You think that’s funny?"

The girl smiled.
"It’s just that you look… cute when you get upset."

The word cute pierced his chest like a sweet dart.
And the cage answered with a tiny tug, a cruel reminder:
Here you’re not a man.

Seraphine heard it.
She always heard.
She touched the cage lightly with a finger, just a brush.

Elliot let out an involuntary gasp.

"See, my little one?" she murmured. "Your body already knows whose territory you’re in."

The room went silent for a moment.
Seraphine smiled as if she had been waiting for exactly that reaction.

"There you are."

Elliot felt heat rising in his face.
In his neck.
In his chest.
It was anger.
Yes.
But not only that.

There was something else.
Something small, poisonous, delicious.
A timid pleasure, shameful… and treacherous.
The pleasure of doing it well.
Of the posture working.
Of the eyes following him.
Of Seraphine holding his waist again.

"Very good, Elly," she murmured, leaning close to his ear. "Much better."

And although Elliot kept his hard expression, his lips trembled.
Because he knew that a part of him, a very deep, very hidden, very dangerous part, had enjoyed the sound of that praise.
Just a little.
But enough for Seraphine to smell it.

And in the Sissy Factory, a little was all they needed.
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CHAPTER 12 — THE HALL OF A THOUSAND FACES

Elly didn’t know how many weeks had passed.
Or months.
Time in the Sissy Factory didn’t move in a straight line, but in pink curves: hypnosis sessions, heel classes, posture training, body care, feminine whispers sliding through her mind like silk ribbons.
The only certain thing was that no one called her Elliot anymore.
Not once in weeks.
“Good morning, Elly.”
“Ready, Elly?”
“How pretty you look today, Elly.”
Seraphine, of course, pronounced it with almost artistic pleasure.
That day, Seraphine opened a new door.
One they had never seen in any previous tour.
“Girls… welcome.”
The room was enormous.
Bigger than any other inside the institute.
And completely empty.
There were no furniture.
No decorations.
Only mirrors.
Thousands of them.
On every wall, from floor to ceiling, forming a perfect labyrinth of reflections.
A cathedral dedicated to the female body… or the idea of it.
Elly swallowed.
The soft lights gave the mirrors a pearly glow that seemed to caress the skin.
Every reflection multiplied, every gesture repeated in infinite versions.
Seraphine stepped to the center, so light she seemed to walk on water.
“This is the Hall of a Thousand Faces,” she announced. “Here you will see what you are… and what you will become.”
The girls murmured, impressed.
Elly’s hands trembled.
Seraphine lifted her chin, pleased.
“I want you to look at yourselves. To observe yourselves. To recognize yourselves.”
One of the instructors pointed at the perimeter.
“Walk,” she said. “Slide your fingers along the glass. See every angle.”
Elly took a step.
Then another.
The pink stockings reflected from a hundred directions.
The corset traced a more delicate line; her waist was not as angular as before, her shoulders were no longer tense, her posture looked… soft.
Too soft.
“This is because of the hypnosis,” she murmured, stuttering a little. “It’s just… suggestion.”
But in the mirror, the figure she saw was not suggestion.
It was real.
It was her.
Her hips hinted at a light curve, barely perceptible but undeniable.
Her arms rested in a more orderly position, her fingers naturally relaxed.
The line of her neck was more upright.
Her hair, longer, fell with a grace she didn’t remember ever having.
And the face…
That face.
It wasn’t completely feminine.
Nor masculine.
It was a soft, harmonious mix, an in-between that had its own beauty.
A beauty Elliot had never had.
Something warm rose through Elly’s chest.
“No…” she murmured. “I don’t like this…”
But her eyes couldn’t look away from the mirror.

Something inside her, that core that had resisted for so long, vibrated with a dangerous emotion.
Pride.
Shame.
Curiosity.
Desire for belonging.
A sweet, forbidden pleasure that settled in her stomach as if it had been there all along.
Seraphine appeared behind her in silence, reflected in a hundred mirrors like a sinful angel.
“You like it,” she whispered in her ear. “Even if you don’t want to admit it.”
Elly pressed her lips together.
“No…”
Seraphine smiled, placing her hands on her shoulders.
“The body never lies, precious.”
Elly swallowed.
The mirrors kept returning that image of her that was new, soft, dangerous.
She felt electricity run up her spine, as if her own reflection were touching her.
“Walk to the center,” Seraphine ordered.
Elly obeyed.
The whole room seemed to lean toward her, as if it were watching her.
As if the entire room were whispering her new name.
“Elly…”
“Elly…”
“Elly…”
Seraphine raised a small remote in her hand.
The same one she used for the cage.
And also for…
Oh.
Elly felt her breath catch when she understood what that meant.
Seraphine circled her slowly, like a predator playing with its prey… a prey that was beginning to desire the game.
“One last test, little one,” she said. “I want to see how far your body goes… when you look at yourself.”
Elly opened her eyes, alert.
“Seraphine… what are you going to do?”
The instructor’s smile was a weapon.
“Remind you that you are no longer Elliot.”
And then she pressed a button.
The world contracted.
It was not pain.
Not a shock.
Not a blow.
It was… something deeper.
An inner wave.
A tingling that spread from the center of her body down to her legs, up her back, across her chest.
A vibration she could not define, soft, warm, invasive.
Her knees buckled.
“Oh…”
A gasp escaped her throat, soft, almost musical.
The other girls turned toward her.
Elly clenched her teeth, trembling.
“Seraphine… please…”
“Shhh,” Seraphine murmured, approaching from behind. “It’s just accumulated sensitivity. Your body needs to express itself.”
The wave returned.
First as a soft pulse inside her belly, then as a caress that became a fist.

Elly brought her hands to her lips, desperate to silence what she already knew was going to come out.
But the second pulse was sweeter, deeper, crueler.
A sharp, crystalline, feminine moan escaped her throat and bounced across the mirrors like a broken little bell.
"Ahhn…!"
The other trainees turned. Some bit their lower lip, others pressed their thighs together with envy. One whispered, "They’ve already broken her…"
Elly tried to close her legs, but the plug didn’t allow even that.
Another moan slipped out, longer, wetter.
"Please… stop it…" she begged with a trembling little voice that no longer sounded like hers.
Seraphine crouched down to her level, stroked her cheek with the back of her fingers, and spoke into her ear like someone calming a frightened pet.
"Why, darling? You’ve never looked so alive… or so pretty."
And then she pressed the button a third time.
This time it wasn’t a wave.
It was a tsunami.
The Obedience Bloom swelled inside her, heated up, began to vibrate in perfect pulses against her prostate while a warm, electric current spread through her whole pelvis.
Elly collapsed to her knees instantly.
Her hands fell to the floor.
Her back arched backward like a cat in heat, her breasts pushing against the corset, her nipples hard like tiny stones.
"No aaahh… yes… no… yes…!"
The moans were no longer hers.
They were from a whore she had seen a thousand times on screens and who now lived inside her skin.
Her hips began to move on their own: slow, obscene circles, as if she were riding an invisible cock.
She rose, lowered, rocked forward and back, offering herself to the air, to the emptiness, to anyone who wanted to watch her.
She drooled shamelessly, a shining thread falling from her lower lip to the floor.
Another pulse.
Another.
Another.
And it came.
The orgasm tore through her like a pink lightning strike.
Her thighs opened wider, her knees slipped, and her little ass lifted high, trembling, while the plug milked her without mercy.
A clear, hot, humiliating squirt shot out of the cage, splashing her stockings and the floor.
She writhed completely: her back arched until she almost touched her head to her heels, her face red and tear-streaked with pure pleasure.
When the last spasm left her, she collapsed onto her side, gasping, trembling, her hips still giving tiny involuntary thrusts, as if her body were still begging for more.
Seraphine turned off the remote with a soft click and crouched to caress her sweat-damp hair.
"Very good, Elly," she whispered, kissing her temple. "That was your first real girl orgasm. And it won’t be the last."
Elly could only sob, hug herself, and nod, lost between shame and a dirty, deep, irreversible happiness.
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CHAPTER 13 — New Names, Soft Voices

Elly woke with an unsettling sensation: a lightness in her breathing, as if she had slept inside a warm bubble.
Maybe it was the mirror room still lingering in her mind, with all those reflections of herself multiplying like butterflies trapped in glass.
Or maybe it was simply… that she was beginning to get used to it.
She shook her head.
No.
She couldn’t allow that.
The sweet alarm, that feminine voice that always sounded too close to the ear, announced shower time.
Elly walked with the soft tremor still in her thighs, a bodily memory she didn’t know whether she wanted to accept or erase.
The showers were empty of staff that day.
Only steam, white light, and the delicate echo of minimal heels on the wet floor.
And her companions.
They had changed as much as she had.
The names started first as timid murmurs, almost like a mischief allowed only because no instructors were present.
The first to speak was a girl with a round face and huge eyes, always eager to please.
She used to be called Carlos; now she smiled with an adorable blush when she confessed:
“Well… I’m Lía.”
Then the tall one spoke, a sissy with an elegant neck and a naturally delicate walk.
“I… prefer to call myself Marise.”
Another, small, nervous, with long lashes that trembled even without makeup:
“My name is Sofi.”
And the last of that little group, the one who always seemed to observe everything with calculated attention:
“Lucienne.”
They all said their names as if trying them for the first time, letting them fall into the humid air of the shower, proud, shy, a little happy.
Elly looked at them, wrapped in steam, feeling the voices float around her with a dangerous charm.
Marise laughed softly.
“Elly, and you?”
“That’s a nickname they gave me,” she replied, crossing her arms. “It’s not my name.”
Lía looked at her with a sad, almost worried shimmer.
“Elly… sounds pretty.”
“It sounds manipulated.”
The shower filled the silence.
It was Lucienne who finally spoke, with a voice so thin it almost blended with the sound of the water.
“Elly… you’re right about one thing. We shouldn’t forget where we are.”
The others looked at her, surprised.
It was obvious they forgot at times.
It was obvious that, for a few minutes, the world in here seemed more colored than dangerous.
Elly took a deep breath, gathering courage.
“We need to talk about escaping.”
The word fell like a piece of breaking glass.
Escape.
The girls looked at each other, confused, disturbed, as if a repressed memory had suddenly stabbed them in the chest.

“Escape… yes,” Marise murmured, as if waking from a dream. “It makes sense. For a moment… I almost forgot.”
“It’s the hypnosis,” Lía added in a thin voice. “It’s putting ideas in us… softening everything.”
Elly felt a small relief.
At least she wasn’t alone in trying to stay sane.
But then…
The door opened.
No hurry.
No noise.
No need to impose herself with sound.
Seraphine.
Always perfect.
Always in the center of the frame as if the light leaned forward to clothe her.
The voices died instantly.
Even though none of them had done anything wrong, they all lowered their faces with the same mix of shame and involuntary adoration that filled the air every time she entered.
Seraphine smiled, soft, almost maternal.
“My little ones, don’t take too long. The next class begins in a few minutes.”
Elly swallowed.
Seraphine had the remote in her hand.
She never raised it in a threatening way; she didn’t need to.
Just seeing it reminded everyone that a word, a step, a wrong gesture could bring a shock.
“Remember: those who finish getting ready first may choose their seat in class,” she added with a sweet smile. “You don’t want to be late.”
The girls practically ran to their towels, trembling.
Seraphine watched them go, and only when Elly passed in front of her did the woman tilt her head slightly, smiling with a tone far too intimate.
“Elly… today you have something special to learn.”
Elly blinked.
“Me?”
“Yes,” Seraphine replied, and her voice had a texture so soft it was impossible not to shiver. “Today you’ll see how well delicacy suits you.”
The makeup room was a temple of warm light, illuminated mirrors, soft perfumes, and an endless collection of brushes, palettes of pastel colors, and subtle shimmers.
The girls took their seats at little vanities, each with a name written in cursive on a sign.
And yes: hers said Elly.
An instructor with a singsong voice explained:
“Today you will learn to play with the softness of your faces. We want harmony, sweetness, elegance.”
Seraphine walked behind each station, observing like an artist looking at her canvases before beginning.
When she reached Elly’s vanity, the woman placed a hand on her shoulder, applying no pressure, but making it clear that the attention was on her.
“I want you to observe everything you’re capable of,” she whispered. “Don’t underestimate yourself, little one.”
The class began:
• Soft eyeliner to widen the gaze.
• Pink and peach shadows.
• Subtle, glossy lipstick.
• Brushstrokes that transformed the expression.
Elly tried to deny to herself what she saw in the mirror.
She was good.
Too good.
Her hand didn’t tremble.
Her strokes were firm, polished, delicate.
As if she had been born knowing how to do it.
Marise glanced at her from the side.
“Elly… how do you make that eyeliner so clean?”

“I don’t know,” she answered, a knot in her stomach. “It just… comes out.”
Another instructor passed behind her, looking at the result.
“Oh, darling, you have a natural sensitivity for the face,” she praised. “How lucky.”
That word, natural, fell like a poisonous caress.
Seraphine, who had heard everything, let out a soft laugh.
“Elly always had potential. She just needed a place where she could bloom.”
That sentence burned in her chest.
Potential.
Bloom.
As if all this had been in her from the beginning.
Lucienne smiled shyly from the neighboring vanity.
“The pink gloss looks very good on you.”
“Don’t say nonsense,” Elly replied, but her cheeks warmed anyway.
And she didn’t know if it was because of the light, the makeup, or the compliment.
The class continued.
The instructors corrected posture gently:
a lifted chin here, a relaxed eyelid there, a hand too rigid softened with a touch.
Every contact was minimal, professional… but deeply humiliating.
Because Elly felt her body respond as if that kind of treatment were the most natural thing in the world.
When the session ended, Seraphine positioned herself at the front.
“Today,” she declared, “you have taken an important step.”
Seraphine’s gaze swept through the group, but it stopped on Elly, as if an invisible light were pointing at her.
“You’re beginning to look as you should look. And the best thing is that you do it gladly.”
Elly opened her mouth to deny that…
but something got stuck in her throat.
Because there was a fragment of truth.
A fragment that unsettled her.
The other girls stood up, giggling softly, comparing their results, admiring their reflections as if they were seeing improved versions of themselves.
Seraphine approached Elly from behind, leaning until her mouth was next to her ear.
“Do you know what I like most about you, little one?”
Elly didn’t answer.
Seraphine smiled.
“That you’re the one who fights the most… and therefore, the one who will be the most beautiful when you stop doing it.”
Elly’s skin tensed.
A tremor, soft and uncomfortable, ran down her back.
“Come, girls,” Seraphine finally said. “The next lesson awaits.”
Elly lowered her gaze, taking a deep breath, trying to hold inside herself something that was slipping through her fingers.
She no longer knew if it was resistance…
or fear…
or a dark pleasure she didn’t want to name.
But she did know one thing:
With each passing day…
there was less Elliot in her.
And more and more Elly.
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CHAPTER 14 — Corrections and Confirmations

Elly dreamed.
It wasn’t a simple dream, nor a faint one, nor one of those blurry ghosts that hypnosis left floating in her head.
It was a vivid dream, luminous, with colors that seemed to breathe over her.
She was at a party with her companions.
Lía, Marise, Lucienne, Sofi.
All of them in short, shiny dresses, soft heels that sounded like music on the polished floor.
There was laughter, sweet perfumes, a cozy atmosphere that wrapped around her like a hug.
The dream grew slower, denser, as if time had turned into hot honey.
Elly wore a little pale-pink chiffon dress, so short that every breeze lifted the hem and revealed the edge of her white garters.
The heels forced her to walk on tiptoes, with that sway of hips she could no longer avoid.
Then they entered.
The tall men, with broad shoulders, black shirts open down to the chest.
No clear faces, only perfect mouths and big hands that knew exactly what they wanted.
Elly found herself between two of them as if she had always belonged there.
One positioned himself in front.
The other behind.
The one in front brushed her cheek with his knuckles, just a touch, and Elly already tilted her head, seeking more.
Their lips met in a slow, deep kiss, a tongue tasting faintly of whiskey.
Elly moaned into his mouth, a soft, sweet sound that vibrated against the man’s lips.

“What a delicious little mouth you have, princess,” he murmured, and kissed her again, harder, as his hand slid down her neck, down her neckline, and squeezed one of her breasts with calm, absolute possession.
The one behind pressed his body to hers.
She felt the hard heat against her back, the erection pushing right against the plug that still hummed faintly.
A big hand slid along her waist, rose up her flat stomach, and slipped under the dress to caress the bare skin of her ribs.
Elly trembled all over.
Another kiss, this time on the neck.
Teeth grazing, tongue licking, lips sucking until they left pink marks.
“Look how the little girl melts,” the one behind whispered, and his fingers slid down to the edge of the cage, barely brushing the warm metal.
Elly’s tiny penis tried to swell, throbbed desperately, but the cage didn’t give a single millimeter.
A long, delicious moan escaped her throat.
“Shhh… stay still,” said the one in front, and devoured her mouth again while the two big hands roamed her entire body: breasts, waist, hips, thighs.
They lifted her slightly off the floor, as if she weighed nothing, and Elly let them, legs open around one man’s hips, her ass pressed against the other.
Her moans were already continuous, little “ah… ah… ah…” that came out with every touch, with every tongue licking her earlobe, with every finger pinching a hard nipple.
The cage throbbed, throbbed, throbbed…
And suddenly, without warning, a hot, transparent thread slipped out from the tip, dripping slowly onto the thigh of the man in front.
Elly shuddered completely.
“Good girl,” one whispered.
And just as she felt she was about to faint from pleasure, everything turned white.

A soft white, sweet, full of promises.
She woke up gasping.
Her hands gripped the sheets, and her chest rose and fell with quick, confused breaths.
The room was still pink, tidy, perfect… but she was trembling.
She tried to speak.
“I… I am…”
She wanted to say Elliot.
She needed to say it, like an anchor.
“Ell…”
Nothing.
Her throat didn’t respond.
It was as if the name had been ripped out, erased, pulled out by the root.
A knot of fear tightened in her chest.
She went to the mirror.
Her reflection looked back at her with an unsettling sweetness.
“I’m… Elly.”
The word came out on its own.
She covered her mouth with her hands.
At shower and preparation time, Seraphine wore a satisfied expression.
“Today we will begin body corrections, girls. It is essential that your bodies accompany the delicacy already blooming in your minds.”
The massages were the beginning.
First the hips.
Expert fingers shaping the pelvic area with rhythmic, soft, almost hypnotic movements.
Elly felt her natural posture adjust without her being able to stop it.
Then the torso.
Upward massages, warm, awakening sensitivity where there had been none before.
Sofi, beside her, breathed deeply with her eyes closed.
Marise already seemed used to the routine.
Elly tried to resist, but the expert touch made her skin react on its own, goosebumps rising.
Then, the vocal cords.
Fingers pressing lightly on her neck, massaging points that made her voice soften almost instantly.
“Speak,” an instructor ordered.
“Li… like this?”
The voice came out more delicate than expected.
“Perfect,” she said, with an approving smile.
Elly swallowed.
She felt that something inside her throat had changed.
Not physically… but in intention.
As if her body wanted to sound like that.
The hall of mirrors received them again, shining as always.
Seraphine stood in the center, waiting.
“Today… I want a volunteer.”
They all looked away.
All except Elly, who kept her eyes fixed on the floor.
Seraphine smiled.
“Elly, of course.”
Elly lifted her gaze, horrified.
“No… I don’t…”
A click of the remote.
A light shock, enough to make her kneel by reflex.
“Up, girl.”
Elly stood, trembling.
Seraphine extended a hand and guided her to the center of the hall, where hundreds of reflections surrounded her.
“We’re going to show your sisters how much you’ve progressed.”

The screen behind them lit up.
Elliot appeared.
Bulky Elliot.
Arrogant Elliot.
Masculine Elliot.
Elly pressed her lips together.
It was painful to look at him.
Seraphine stepped forward slowly and, in front of all the others, began pointing.
“The hair. Longer, softer.”
Elly saw her reflection.
The old haircut looked crude compared to the silky fall she now had.
“The musculature. Lighter, more flexible.”
The reflected body looked thinner, more elegant without losing harmony.
“The hips. They’re already beginning to adjust.”
The silhouette showed a slight curve where before there had been a firm straight line.
“And, of course…”
Seraphine slid her fingers along Elly’s side, reaching the laced corset she wore.
She untied it slowly, as if unwrapping a gift.
The corset fell.
The air froze.
Elly’s chest, once flat, now had a subtle volume.
Not exaggerated.
Not grotesque.
Simply… soft.
Faintly feminine.
Elly opened her eyes in horror.
“No… no, that’s not…”
Seraphine traced a finger along the contour.
The tiniest touch.
Barely a brush.
A sigh escaped Elly without permission.
A soft sound, delicate, almost musical.
A gasp that made Sofi blush, that made Lucienne cover her mouth, that made Marise lower her gaze.
Elly felt her legs tremble.
“No… I didn’t… I…”
Seraphine smiled with quiet triumph.
“Natural reactions never lie.”
Then she looked at the rest of the group.
“Observe her. Look at her shape. Her skin. Her delicacy. This is femininity in growth.”
Elly wanted to cry.
She didn’t know if from shame…
or from the intensity of the moment.
Seraphine placed a hand under her chin, forcing her to lift her face toward the mirror.
“Say goodbye to Elliot.”
Elly swallowed.
“And welcome… Elly.”
The whole room held a reverent silence.
The mirrors returned her image from a thousand different angles.
And for the first time…
Elly didn’t know if she hated what she saw…
or if she wanted it.
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CHAPTER 15 — The Sweet Breaking

The room breathed with her.
That was how Elly felt as she dozed, wrapped in the rosy warmth that had already become a constant, inevitable embrace.
The air carried a soft, almost floral scent, the dim light filtered a tactile shimmer across her eyelashes, and the bed was so plush it seemed to hold her with deliberate intent.
But what truly enveloped her was the sound.
That almost invisible melody.
A thin, silky thread vibrating at the head of her bed.
It wasn’t music… not exactly.
It was a voice.
A feminine voice whispering words she couldn’t distinguish, yet they filled her all the same.
Each note stroked her mind like a finger drawing a secret across her skin.
And the collar warmed her neck with slow, measured pulses, as if it breathed too.
Microdoses.
Stimuli.
Little insinuations that mixed with her dream and shaped it at will.
Elly didn’t know how long she had been like that.
Floating between soft music, gentle warmth, images born and dying in her mind like petals carried by a current.
When she woke, she did so with a smile.
A sweet smile.
Unconscious.
She sat up, stretching her arms, letting the pink robe fall open a little over her soft thighs.
The cold floor greeted her on the tips of her toes with a delicate touch, and her body responded with a step that was almost a dance.
“Good morning, Elly,” murmured the screen.
She tilted her head naturally.
“Good morning…”
Then she stopped.
Good morning what?
She blinked.
A shiver ran down her spine.
She looked at her hands… her posture… the way she breathed.
Too… sweet.
Too feminine.
Too natural.
No.
No, no, no.
She walked to the mirror without thinking, almost running, her heart prickling her skin.
Her reflection received her.
Elly.
Soft hair falling over her shoulders.
Smoother skin.
More hinted hips.
Slightly pinker lips.
A way of standing Elliot had never had.
And then it happened.
The memory.
All of it.
It entered like a massive wave crashing against her chest.
All the sessions.
All the whispers.
All the sweet orders.
All the smiles.
All the femininity lessons.
All the mirrors.

And the room.
The hall of a thousand faces.
Her body trembling.
Her soft voice.
Her name.
Elly.
Her breath stopped.
“I… am…”
The word tried to come out.
“Ell…”
Her throat closed.
As if an invisible hand wrapped around it and forbade her to continue.
Elly opened her mouth a second time, desperate.
“Ellio…”
Nothing.
Only a strangled thread of sound.
Panic rose in her chest so fast she thought she would faint.
“I’m… I’m…”
And her voice, when it finally emerged, was a scream.
But not a masculine scream.
Not aggressive.
Not harsh.
A high-pitched scream.
Childlike.
Sweet.
The kind of sound a frightened little girl would make.
The door opened immediately.
Seraphine entered without hurry, as if she had been waiting for that moment all night.
“Elly, darling,” she said in a soft, almost sung voice. “Easy, easy…”
The young woman—because there was no longer any other way to call her—backed away until she hit the wall, her face pale with terror.
“I’m not… I’m not…!”
Her throat broke again.
The forbidden word would not come out.
Seraphine approached slowly, hands raised in a calming gesture.
“My girl, breathe. You’re fine. You just woke up before your mind finished settling.”
Elly shook her head furiously, tears forming at terrifying speed.
“No… I’m not… fine…”
When Seraphine wrapped her in her arms, Elly wanted to resist.
She wanted to push her away.
Hit her.
Scream.
But her body… didn’t respond as before.
Not violently.
Her crying came out as a small, muffled whimper.
“Shhh,” Seraphine murmured, stroking her back. “Shhh, little one, look at me.”
She took her gently by the chin.
“Tell me your name.”
Elly opened her mouth.
She tried to fight.
Tried to gather what was left of Elliot.
“My… name is…”
Silence.
And then:
“Elly…”
Her knees gave out for an instant.
Seraphine held her.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “That’s it, my girl.”
“Please,” Elly murmured between sobs. “Please… help me… I don’t know what’s happening…”
“Oh, yes you do,” Seraphine answered, kissing her forehead with an unsettlingly maternal gesture. “You just need a little push to accept it gracefully.”
Elly lowered her gaze.
She felt her pulse racing, her heart pounding against the corset, her breath unsteady.
The remote appeared in Seraphine’s hand.
“Come with me.”
Elly stepped back instinctively.
“No… not again…”
“Yes, my girl,” she said with dangerously gentle sweetness. “Right now you need it more than ever.”
And she took her —almost carrying her— toward the hallway.
The hypnosis booth was lit in soft tones, as always.
The reclining chair waited with its embrace of metal and leather.
The visor rested on the table.
The headphones gleamed like two hands ready to take her mind.
Elly trembled.
Seraphine settled her in place with a tenderness that disarmed her.
“You’ve come very far,” she said. “But there are still parts of your mind that fight. That makes you suffer… and I don’t want you to suffer.”
“Me neither…” Elly murmured, strengthless.
“Then let me help you.”
The visor descended.
The headphones covered her ears as if sealing the outside world away.
Elly’s breathing grew fragile.
And then it began.
They weren’t clear images.
They weren’t direct orders.
They weren’t explicit scenes.
They didn’t need to be.
They were sensations.
Warmth.
Whispers.
Feminine tones brushing the inside of her mind.
Soft words, repeated in waves:
“You are delicate…”
“You are soft…”
“You are beautiful…”
“You are mine…”
“Let yourself fall…”
“Let yourself go…”
“Stop fighting…”
Elly closed her eyes under the visor, but that didn’t save her.
They wrapped around her.
The sounds became a symbolic touch, caressing her mind.
Blurred images of feminine bodies in elegant gestures.
Silhouettes of tall men looking at her as if they knew her.
Shadows surrounding her with warmth.
Echoes of sweet laughter.
Echoes of her own moan in the hall of mirrors.
Elly dug her fingers into the fabric of the seat.
“No… no… I…”
But the feminine voice returned, warmer, deeper.
“This is you.”
“No…”
“You are Elly.”
“I… I’m not…”
“You are sweet.”
A tremor ran across her chest.
“You are soft.”
Her lips quivered.
“You are mine.”
Elly let out a twisted, helpless sigh.
“You are Elly.”
And for the first time…
…she could not find the strength to deny it.
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CHAPTER 16 — Services

She didn’t know how long she had been in there.
It was a warm, pink ocean with no shores.
Phrases floated like bubbles that burst in her mind: feminine voices, sweet tones, words impossible to retain but impossible to ignore.
Every time she tried to think about something concrete, her name, her past, her identity, the inner voice erased it gently as if it were chalk on a wet board.
Elly stopped trying.
She surrendered.
When she was hungry, someone touched her cheek and a warm spoon brushed her lips.
She opened her mouth without questioning.
When she needed to wash, careful hands held her body, guiding it under the water, cleaning her skin with soft sponges.
Elly sighed, though she didn’t know if it was from pleasure or habit.
When she needed to sleep, they tilted her slightly and she felt soft pillows supporting her head.
The visor was never removed.
It only changed its light, its rhythm, its texture.
Sometimes she heard Seraphine’s voice.
"Very good, little one."
"So docile."
"So pretty when you relax."
Those words were more penetrating than any image.
Stronger than any shock.
Because Elly wanted to please.
She wanted to be good.
She wanted Seraphine to keep using that tone.
One day, the visor was lifted.
Elly blinked.
At the soft light.
At the world.
And when she saw herself, she felt a tremor run down her spine.
She was in pastel lingerie.
Thigh-high stockings.
Small heels.
Her hair longer, loose.
Her chest gently lifted by the corset.
The light perfume the staff usually dabbed behind her ears seemed to float around her face.
But the most important thing wasn’t the clothing.
It was how she moved.
Her body didn’t obey like before.
She didn’t walk: she glided.
Her hips traced a gentle feminine balance without her commanding it.
Her chin was high.
Her shoulders relaxed.
Her fingers slightly parted, delicate.
"Like that," Seraphine said from the door, watching her with exquisite pride. "Very good, Elly."
Elly lowered her gaze immediately, but her posture remained perfect.
It was as if her body had learned a melody it could no longer unlearn.
"Come with me, darling," Seraphine said, offering her hand.
Elly took it at once.
Seraphine held Elly’s hand with the natural ease of someone taking a child to school on the first day.
Her long, cool fingers wrapped around Elly’s (perfect pearl-pink nails) and pulled gently.
"Come on, my little star. Today you have Advanced Oral Techniques class. You wouldn’t want to be late, would you?"
The hallway was a dream of white marble and pink lights.

Each click of Elly’s heels echoed like a nervous little heartbeat: click… click… click…
They reached a double door with a small golden sign:
Practice Room Lolita
Seraphine opened it, and a scent of vanilla, strawberry, and desire drifted toward them.
Inside, sissies perfectly aligned in two rows, all on their knees over pastel-pink cushions.
Identical uniforms: short little apron, mid-thigh stockings, white garter, shiny cages fully visible.
In front of each one, a silicone dildo stuck to the floor with a suction cup, generous in size and bubblegum-pink in color.
The teacher, a tall and curvy woman named Miss Vivienne, clapped softly.
"Welcome, my loves! Today we’ll work on rhythm, depth, and… gratitude.
I want to hear lots of thank you, sir and see happy little faces."
Seraphine led Elly to the first empty spot, right in the center of the front row.
Elly felt the blush rise all the way to her ears.
Seraphine crouched, gave her a tiny kiss at the corner of her lips, and whispered:
"Behave nicely and I’ll let you choose lubricant flavor tomorrow."
Then she stepped back and Miss Vivienne began the class.
"First phase: greeting and introduction."
The girls leaned forward, kissed the tip of their dildo with shiny lips, and said in angelic voices:
"Good afternoon, sir, and today I’m going to take very good care of you…"
When it was Elly’s turn, her voice came out trembling and sweet:
"G-good afternoon, sir… I’m Elly and… and I want to make you feel very good…"
A chorus of "How adorable!" went through the room.
"Second phase: tongue warm-up." Miss Vivienne pressed a remote and all the dildos began to warm and secrete a strawberry-flavored edible lubricant.
Tongues came out immediately: slow circles, long licks from base to tip, wet little kisses.
Elly imitated as best as she could, her tongue flat as it slid, her eyes watery with concentration.
"Third phase: progressive depth."
A soft beep.
They all went down at the same rhythm: first a third, then halfway, then all the way to the base.
Elly felt her lips open, felt her throat relax on its own, felt the plug vibrate harder each time she reached the bottom.
"Gluck… gluck… mmmph!"
Miss Vivienne walked among them, correcting postures.
"Back straight, Elly… hands behind your back… that’s it, precious. Look how quickly you learn. You’ll be the best in the class."
One of her classmates winked and whispered without taking the dildo out of her mouth:
"If you get all the way down without breathing, they give you a gold star…"
Elly tried.
Down, down, down… until her little nose brushed the base.
Her eyes watered, her throat tightened… and the plug rewarded her: a long, sweet pulse that made her moan around the toy.
"Very good, Elly! Gold star for you!" Miss Vivienne applauded.
The other girls applauded as well, happy, jealous, proud.
Elly remained there, on her knees, mouth full, plug humming softly, cage dripping, her face red from effort and pleasure.
And for the first time she thought, deep inside, with a timid little voice she could no longer silence:
"I want more classes… please…"
As if she had been born for it.
As if Elliot had never existed.
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CHAPTER 17 — The Pleasure of Not Coming

The days began to glide into one another like ribbons of silk.
Elly no longer counted hours or classes: she simply woke up, put on her makeup without complaining, showered with soft movements, walked in heels, smiled when appropriate.
It was strange, but not unpleasant.
Her gestures were automatic.
Programmed.
Beautiful.
The other sissies seemed genuinely happy.
Lía hummed while lining her eyes.
Sofi showed off her new stockings every morning.
Marise walked as if she had always been a woman.
Lucienne wore her hair up with such elegance she looked like a little ballet doll.
Elly wondered when they had crossed the border she was still trying to resist.
And whether she had already crossed it without realizing.
Seraphine closed the door of the Room with a soft click and lowered the lighting until only a violet and golden glow remained, like the inside of a flower at sunset.
The scent was new: jasmine petals, warm vanilla, and a hint of something else… almost aphrodisiac, clinging to the skin and making every breath feel a little deeper.
In the center, a long table covered in pale pink velvet.
On it rested the “Lotuses”: soft glass cylinders, without any explicit phallic shape, ranging from the size of a pinky finger to that of a forearm.
Pastel gradient colors, warm to the touch, with an inner light that flickered to the rhythm of a slow heartbeat.
Seraphine stood at the front, dressed today in pearl white, wearing a smile that seemed to know all the secrets of the universe.
"Good morning, my little flowers.
Today’s class is called Internal Harmony.
We’re not going to swallow, or ride, or moan like desperate little sluts…
…though, if you behave very well, I might let you moan a little at the end."
A chorus of nervous giggles moved through the room.
Lía covered her mouth with her hand, her perfect eyeliner trembling with excitement.
Sofi adjusted her pleated skirt and crossed her legs as if she were on a runway.
Marise already had her back straight and shoulders relaxed, ready to shine.
Lucienne, with her high ponytail and satin bow, looked like a ballerina waiting for the music.
Seraphine clapped very softly.
"First part: awakening the Lotus."
Each girl received her personal cylinder.
Elly got a medium one, rose quartz, which warmed in her hands as if it were alive.
"Now take your seats on the cushions, legs open in butterfly position, back nice and straight.
The Lotus goes here…" Seraphine pointed to the lower belly, right above the cage. "…without penetrating. Just resting. We’re going to learn to dance from the inside."
She turned on almost inaudible music: a very slow harp and a deep beat, like a distant heart.
"Inhale… gently with the pelvic floor. Exhale…"
The apprentices began in unison.
The Lotus vibrated just slightly, responding to the first squeeze.
Elly felt a warm tingling rising from her little cage up to her navel.
"Very good… now tiny circles with the hips. Imagine you’re drawing little hearts in the air with your cute little butt."
Seraphine approached Elly, crouched down, and adjusted her posture with two fingers under her chin and a hand on her lower back.
"Breath with me, darling… There… feel how your Lotus kisses you from the inside when you squeeze… and how it misses you when you release…"
Elly obeyed.

A warm liquid heat began to spread through her pelvis, soft, sweet, almost unbearable.
Her nipples hardened beneath the lace top.
The cage gave a little tug, reminding her she couldn’t grow… but she could melt.
"Second part: the waltz of the three speeds."
The music shifted to a more sensual rhythm, still slow, but with a bass that seemed to caress the bones.
"Slow… medium… fast… and stop at the precise moment."
The girls began to undulate.
Slow: a big, delicious circle.
Medium: two quick circles and one long one.
Fast: an almost frantic tremor…
And stop.
Elly felt a sharp little moan slip out when she had to stop at the edge.
Her thighs trembled.
A crystalline thread slid down the cage and wet the cushion.
"Elly’s already crying from wanting it!" Lucienne sang, laughing.
Seraphine smiled proudly. She let the silence vibrate a few seconds more, savoring how her little sluts trembled on the edge, cheeks flushed and their tiny cages dripping shamelessly.
Then she clicked her tongue playfully.
"Well, well… just look at those horny little slut faces you all have today. You behaved like princesses… now you’re going to work like the whores you are."
With a theatrical gesture she lifted the cloth covering the second table and revealed a row of hyper-realistic dildos, all different: marked veins, soft silicone skin, realistic colors, sizes ranging from ‘generous’ to ‘please have mercy’.
Each one was warm, lubricated, and had a suction cup at the base that gleamed under the violet light.
The girls let out a chorus of sighs and nervous giggles.
"Yes, my loves! Now we are going to dirty those pretty little mouths and something more."
She went to Elly first, lifted her chin with two fingers, and spoke very close to her lips:
"You, my little star, are going to break in the big one in the corner. Look at him… he’s dying to meet you."
The dildo was thick, veiny, a deep bronze tone that contrasted deliciously with Elly’s pale skin.
Seraphine stuck it to the floor right in front of her with a wet plop.
"First rule today: no using your throat yet. Only kisses, licking, and tongue caresses. I want to see you all in love with these beautiful cocks."
Elly felt her dress slide up to her waist, leaving her pink cage and her plug exposed to everyone.
Lía was already giving wet kisses to the tip of hers, whispering "hi, daddy…" between licks.
Sofi drew circles with her flat tongue.
Marise licked from the base up with torturous slowness, eyes closed in pure pleasure.
Lucienne, elegant even in this, kissed the tip as if it were a gentleman offering her his hand.
Elly leaned forward slowly.
The smell of strawberry lubricant and warm skin made her a little dizzy.
She gave a timid kiss on the glans… then another, longer and wetter.
She opened her mouth and let the tip brush her lips, painting them with shine.
"Just like that, Elly! Make him fall for you, little slut… make him beg to slide into your little throat…" Seraphine sang, pacing among them.
Elly obeyed.
She stuck out her tongue and licked the whole length from bottom to top, slowly, as if she were savoring the most delicious ice cream in the world.
A tiny moan escaped her by accident when she felt the texture of the veins against her tongue.

Seraphine crouched behind Elly, stroked the back of her neck, and pressed something.
The plug gave a more intense buzz and Elly let out an “ahhh…!” with her mouth full of cock.
"Second rule: whoever manages to make her new cock shine the most gets a very special prize tonight…"
And so began the sweetest, dirtiest competition in the world.
Little tongues flying, lips glistening, drool falling, soft moans here and there.
Elly licked, sucked the tip, went back to licking, traced circles, kissed the silicone balls as if they were treasures.
Her eyes watered from concentration and pleasure.
In less than five minutes the dildos were gleaming like mirrors, covered in shiny saliva and sissy affection.
Seraphine applauded, delighted.
"What a lovely group of hardworking little sluts I have!
Elly… come here, my love."
She lifted her off the floor, turned her around so everyone could see her red little face and the strings of drool dripping from her chin.
"Look how pretty my girl is when she really works.
Today you all won… but Elly gets the big prize: tonight she sleeps without a cage."
A chorus of jealous “oooh!” filled the room.
Elly stayed there trembling, with her mouth swollen, her tongue out, her little cage dripping uncontrollably…
and a silly smile she couldn’t erase.
Seraphine wiped her chin with her thumb and put it in her mouth for her to suck.
"Good little slut. Now go clean your pretty mouth… we still have the whole afternoon to play."
After that intense session, Seraphine led them to the gym.
It was a huge room filled with white light, shining mirrors, and padded floors.
The instructor in charge had an athletic body and movements so fluid she seemed to dance even while breathing.
"Girls," she said with a smile, "today we will work on feminine flexibility."
The girls settled onto pastel-colored mats.
First came gentle pilates.
Slow movements that sculpted the silhouette without demanding brute strength.
Synchronized breaths.
Hips opening, torsos stretching.
Elly surprised herself by enjoying it.
Her body felt light, pliable, as if it had been designed for that kind of discipline.
Then, leg and back stretches, all meant to refine the figure.
The mirrors reflected beautiful lines, delicate bodies bending like flowers in the sun.
The instructor approached to correct Elly’s posture.
"Don’t let your shoulders drop," she said. "Your figure is more elegant when you lengthen your neck."
Elly obeyed, raising her chin.
She saw herself in the mirror.
And her reflection gave back an image feminine, subtle, delighted with itself.
The final blow was the last exercise:
hip movement to the rhythm of soft, almost imperceptible music.
It wasn’t an explicit dance, but an elegant undulation that worked almost like an internal massage.
The girls laughed, encouraged each other, turned with growing ease.
Elly barely recognized her own body, so comfortable in that softness.
Seraphine watched them from the door.
Proud.
Serene.
Satisfied.
Her smile was directed especially at Elly.
Who felt…
again…
that internal pulse.
That held-back heat.
That pleasure that didn’t end.
The sweet torture of the edge.


[image: ]


CHAPTER 18 — The Revelation of the Sissygasm

Elly, who at first had fought to remember the calendar, now only counted the hours by the classes:
Makeup.
Heels.
Pilates.
Hip refinement.
Sweet breathing.
Vocal modulation.
Soft hypnosis in the dorms, almost like lullabies.
And, more and more, something new:
a desire.
A kind of warm impulse in the chest, a happy tremor when seeing her companions, a sparkle in her eyes when Seraphine said her name.
That day, Seraphine led them to a different room.
One where the walls were covered in perfectly lit and arranged shelves.
Garments.
Garments perfectly folded, hung, displayed:
• airy dresses,
• flared skirts,
• tight sportswear,
• delicate tops,
• high socks,
• pastel lingerie,
• dance shoes,
• short shorts,
• shiny sets like sugar.
The girls entered as if stepping into a sanctuary.
Elly felt something inside her ignite when she saw a lavender dress, light, with very thin straps.
Seraphine smiled.
"You may choose whatever you desire today."
The others ran with sweet giggles.
Lía picked a sky-blue set.
Sofi, a pink pleated skirt.
Marise, a sports outfit that hugged her newly shaped waist.
Lucienne chose white stockings with discreet lace.
Elly walked slowly, but her hands knew exactly where to go.
She took that lavender dress.
She pressed it a little against her chest.
It was… perfect.
Seraphine watched her.
"Your instinct is beautiful," she said softly. "It leads you exactly where you belong."
Elly didn’t answer, but the fabric between her fingers made her smile.
The next morning, Seraphine gathered them in another room, more intimate.
The light was dim, the music barely perceptible, the atmosphere filled with a floating softness.
"Today," the instructor announced, "you are going to learn a very particular kind of release."
The girls looked at each other with nervous curiosity.
Elly swallowed; something in her stomach vibrated.
Seraphine positioned herself at the center like a ballet teacher before an important routine.
"The purpose today is to understand the limit."
Her voice, soft and dangerous at the same time.
"The exact edge where the body wants to surrender… and where you must learn to hold yourselves."
The girls inhaled in harmony.
Seraphine began the demonstration:
• slow hip undulation,
• deep breathing,
• relaxed jaw,
• open but controlled posture,
• soft hands,
• steady rhythm.

Elly, almost without thinking, began to follow her.
Her body already understood that melody.
It had become part of her.
The instructor approached and corrected her posture with a touch at her side.
"Like that, little one. Let yourself be guided."
Seraphine watched her and smiled.
"I… can’t…" Elly murmured, her voice cracked.
"Yes, you can."
The pulse grew, grew, grew…
until it became a wave that seemed ready to break.
Seraphine extended her hand and touched her back with a firm gesture.
"Stop."
Elly trembled violently, as if the world had been halted just centimeters from a luminous abyss.
A soft moan slipped from her throat, sweet, broken, impossible to contain.
Her legs nearly gave out.
Her chest rose and fell uncontrollably.
Her face was flushed.
Seraphine took her chin.
"That you’re feeling, little one," she whispered with gentle triumph, "is an emotional sissygasm. A feminine release. It no longer depends on what you were… but on what you are."
Elly breathed in shuddering gasps.
"What… am I?"
Seraphine kissed her forehead.
"This."
The word fell like a seal.
After that experience, they took her back to the hypnosis booths.
Elly entered without resistance.
The visor descended.
The voices embraced her.
Her mind opened like a book.
New lines were written along its edges.
The following days passed like a pink dream:
• Gymnastics for a narrow waist.
• Pilates for feminine posture.
• Makeup every morning and every afternoon.
• Practice heels.
• Sessions of rhythm, breathing, undulation, and penetration.
• Exercises with phallic objects.
• Sweet conversations among the girls.
• Laughter.
• Confessions.
• Light hypnosis while they slept, breathing guided by soft voices.
Elly began to feel something surprising:
comfortable.
Lía sought her out to practice makeup.
Sofi to talk about new clothes.
Marise to correct posture.
Lucienne to walk together in heels.
They were friends.
They were sisters.
They were a collective mirror where Elly saw herself each day more natural.
One day, as she tried on a flared skirt in front of a mirror, Lucienne commented:
"Elly… it really suits you better than any of us."
Elly blushed.
"Don’t say that…"
"It’s true," Sofi said. "You have something… I don’t know… a delicacy that feels innate."
Seraphine appeared behind her, silent as always.
"It’s because she doesn’t fight," she said softly. "Not really."
Elly opened her mouth to protest.
But she said nothing.
Because she knew, in her heart, that she had stopped fighting long ago.
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CHAPTER 19 — Graduation of the First Stage

Elly looked at herself in the mirror, a peach-colored training dress hugging her figure, short, light, mischievous, revealing more than it hid.
The stockings fit her thighs with a discreet shine.
The medium heels lengthened her legs, giving them that feminine curve she no longer needed to practice.
Her makeup was soft: pink lips, defined lashes, cheeks with a blush that looked natural, her own, blooming.
And under the fabric… the cage gleamed.
Not hidden.
Elly took a deep breath, her lips trembling—
more from emotion than nerves.
Seraphine approached from behind, placing her hands on the sissy’s newly refined shoulders.
"One year, little one," she murmured in that voice that knew exactly where to touch. "Look at yourself. Really look."
Elly obeyed.
She stared without blinking.
The reflection wasn’t Elliot in costume.
It was a complete sissy.
A perfectly molded pink doll, delicate, sweet, slightly trembling.
And smiling.
"Where… does this smile come from?" Elly whispered.
It wasn’t a question for Seraphine.
It was for herself.
The instructor squeezed her shoulders.
"From what you are now."
Then she clapped.
An elegant, slow, deliberate clap that echoed through the mirrored room.
All the other girls—Sofi, Lía, Lucienne, Marise—turned toward Elly as if the clap were a sacred announcement.
They smiled too, happy for their sissy sister.
Seraphine raised her voice.
"A year has passed. I found you as hardened clay… and now you are soft, polished, ready."
The side door opened.
And they walked in.
They weren’t ordinary men.
They wore perfectly tailored dark suits, gleaming watches, polished shoes.
Their expressions were interested, satisfied with curiosity, holding a certain silent power.
The sissies held their breath.
Not from fear.
From anticipation.
Seraphine smiled.
"A little gift to celebrate your graduation from the first stage. Official evaluators."
Elly felt her legs turn light.
Two men approached her.
One in front.
One behind.
The one in front took her chin with two fingers, with delicious gentleness.
He looked at her like someone examining a jewel.
"What a transformation," he murmured.
Elly lowered her gaze, naturally adopting the taught posture:
• knees slightly together,
• soft hands,
• sweet breathing,
• lips parted with trained innocence,
• neck exposed, inviting,
• chest tilted forward just a little.

The man behind her slid a palm down the small of her back, not indecent yet, but deeply possessive. 

His warm voice leaned into her ear. 

“You’re gorgeous.” 

Elly let out a moan that wasn’t sexual… but emotional. 

A sweet jolt from her stomach to her throat. 

As if every cell understood she was exactly where she belonged. 

She was incredibly nervous… and, strangely, wetter than ever inside her little cage. 

A sweet heat rose through her belly just from imagining that these two wanted her. 

“Attend to them, my love,” Seraphine repeated, soft but firm. “And remember: you are the gift.” 

Elly took one small step forward, heels clicking, pale-pink satin dress floating around her thighs. 

The evaluators sat on a black velvet sofa, legs spread, looking at her like someone waiting for the richest dessert on the menu. 

The blond spoke first, his voice low and warm: 

“Come here, precious.” 

Elly approached, trembling with anticipation. 

She knelt gracefully between the blond’s legs, hands on her own thighs, gaze lowered. 

“May I… serve you, Sir?” she whispered in that sweet little voice that now came out on its own. 

The dark-haired one stroked the back of her neck from behind. 

“First the mouth, then the little ass. We want to see how well you’ve learned.” 

The blond calmly unbuckled his belt, pulled out his thick, already hard cock, and stroked it once in front of Elly’s pretty face. 

Elly opened her little mouth, tongue out, and took him slowly. 

First just the head: wet little kisses, long licks, soft sucking. 

Her eyes lifted to him, shining with adoration. 

“What a delicious mouth you have,” the blond growled, gently grabbing her ponytail to guide her deeper. 

Meanwhile, the dark-haired one positioned himself behind her. 

He lifted her little dress, pushed the thong aside with one finger, and turned off the plug with a click. 

He pulled it out slowly; Elly moaned around the cock she was sucking at the sudden emptiness. 

“Breathe, little slut,” the dark-haired one whispered in her ear as he pushed in centimeter by centimeter. 

“We’re going to fill you from both ends.” 

Elly let out a long, muffled moan when she felt him slide all the way in. 

Her hips moved back on their own, begging for more, while her mouth rose and fell in perfect rhythm on the blond. 

“Gluck… gluck… mmmph…” 

Her small breasts bounced under the dress, her cage dripped nonstop, and every thrust from the dark-haired one made her take the blond deeper. 

The blond caressed her cheek, looking at her with pure desire. 

“You suck so well, princess… yes, just like that…” 

The dark-haired one picked up the pace a little, gripping her waist with both hands. 

“And what a tight, obedient little ass… it feels like it was made for us.” 

Elly was in heaven. 

Two gorgeous, elegant men using her at the same time. 

Fucking her in perfect rhythm, one in her mouth, the other in her ass, as if they were synchronized just to give her pleasure. 

Her moans were constant, sweet, feminine: 

“Yes… yes, Sirs… more… please…!” 

The dark-haired one gave her a soft little spank. 

“You love having two daddies at once, don’t you, little whore?” 

Elly nodded with her mouth full, tears of pleasure in her eyes. 

The climax crashed over her like a giant wave. 

The dark-haired one buried himself to the hilt and stilled, filling her with heat.

The blond thrust one last time and came down her throat with a low growl. 

Elly swallowed every drop, trembling, as her own sissy orgasm exploded without being touched: a long, hot spurt shot from her little cage, soaking the floor and her stockings. 

She stayed there on her knees, filled from both ends, panting, smiling like an idiot, cum on her lips and deep in her little ass, utterly blissful. 

The evaluators stroked her, kissed her forehead. 

“Perfect,” said the blond. 

“Ready for the next step,” added the dark-haired one. 

Seraphine came over, beaming with pride, and gently helped her stand. 

“Look how well you did, my love. 

Two gentlemen absolutely enchanted with you. 

I’m so, so proud.” 

Elly clung to her, still shaking with pleasure, her voice tiny and happy: 

“Thank you, Seraphine… I felt… so wanted… so much a woman…” 

Seraphine kissed her forehead. 

“Because you are, Elly. 

And this is only the beginning.” 

That night, in her pink bedroom, Elly sat in front of the mirror. 

She gazed at her reflection for a long time. 

Her curved lips. 

Her shining eyes. 

Her dress lifted just slightly by the sigh that rose within her. 

The cage gleaming like a jewel between her smooth thighs. 

And she whispered, her voice firm, sweet, authentic: 

“I’m a sissy. And I want to keep going.” 

A full, radiant smile spread across her face. 

Elly was ready. 

Ready for the next level.
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AFTERWORD

Thank you for reaching this point, sweet reader, sweet voyeur, sweet accomplice.
You have accompanied Elliot, or rather, Elly, through her fall, her molding, her first surrender.
You watched her squirm, resist, give in, transform.
You saw her discover that femininity wasn’t a costume… but a destiny that had chosen her long before she finally yielded.
Each page was a button undone,
each scene a heel learning to hold her weight,
each whisper from Seraphine a silk thread binding her before she even realized she couldn’t escape.
Now Elly sleeps with the smile of a sissy who no longer fully remembers what it was like to deny what she is.
And while she curls up in her pink bed, you’re left with that mischievous sensation that this… is only beginning.
Because the next book won’t be gentle.
It will be deeper, more pink, more sissy.
Elly isn’t going to stop.
And you don’t want her to.
Thank you for accompanying this first stage.
Thank you for letting yourself be carried away with us.
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