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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, institutions, broadcasts, production systems, locations, and events portrayed in this book are either products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, organizations, media platforms, or events is purely coincidental.

Important Notice

Sissy Reality Show: The Obedience Trials – A Feminization Training Story continues the provocative dystopian narrative introduced in The Enrollment, expanding the controlled and highly visible world of the Reality Show—an immersive system where identity, performance, and submission are shaped under constant observation.

In this second installment, selected contestants advance into the Obedience Trials, a new and more demanding phase of the program where discipline intensifies, expectations rise, and transformation becomes not only external, but deeply psychological. Under the scrutiny of an unseen audience and the direction of authoritative figures, participants are guided through structured routines designed to refine behavior, presentation, and compliance.

Within this manufactured reality—where every gesture is evaluated and every hesitation corrected—the boundaries between personal identity and assigned roles begin to dissolve. As the trials progress, contestants must confront not only the rules of the Show, but the quiet reshaping of who they are becoming.

This book contains mature themes and is intended strictly for adult audiences (18+), including but not limited to:

• Psychological and emotional intensity – Scenes involving control, pressure, identity conflict, and internal transformation.
• Forced feminization and identity reshaping – Characters undergo progressive changes in behavior, presentation, and self-perception within a structured system.
• Training, discipline, and behavioral conditioning – The narrative includes guided routines focused on posture, appearance, conduct, and compliance.
• Public exposure and performative identity – Participants exist within a monitored environment where actions are observed, evaluated, and judged.
• Power dynamics and authority structures – Figures of control enforce rules and expectations in a hierarchical and regulated setting.
• Themes of submission, adaptation, and transformation – The story explores the gradual transition from resistance to acceptance within an imposed identity framework.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.

If you are drawn to stories of control and transformation, structured discipline, identity reshaping, and the quiet tension of becoming what the world demands…

then welcome back to the Show.
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I have a little something wrapped just for you...

You’ve been such a wonderful accomplice that I couldn't let you leave empty-handed. I’ve prepared a special gift to welcome you into my private circle.

Claim your FREE copy of The Demon’s Daughter

[UNWRAP YOUR GIFT]


Prologue

They called it Liberation Day.

The day Ethan disappeared.

Taken—not violently, not chaotically—but with the same elegant efficiency that defined everything about the System. A selection. A correction. A necessary step forward.

That was what the documents said.

That was what the signatures claimed.

But Dahlia knew the truth.

She had never signed anything.

No consent. No approval. No quiet agreement to surrender the man she loved to a program she barely understood. And yet, the System insisted. The records were flawless. Untouchable. Immutable.

Ethan had enrolled.

The lie was perfect.

At first, she fought it.

Endless messages. Appeals. Questions that dissolved into silence. Every door led her deeper into a maze of polished responses and smiling assurances. Everything is proceeding as intended. Your support is appreciated. Transformation is a gift.

A gift.

Dahlia used to hate that word.

Now… she wasn’t so sure.

Because sometimes, late at night, when the city lights softened and the broadcasts played their endless stream of curated lives… she would see them.

The contestants.

Perfect posture. Soft voices. graceful movements. Beautiful in a way that felt… deliberate. Refined. Complete.

Happy.

Or at least, convincingly so.

And then came the moment she wasn’t ready to admit.

The moment she saw her.

Not Ethan.

Not anymore.

Holly.

The name appeared softly beneath the image, as if it had always belonged there. As if it had simply been waiting to be revealed.

Holly didn’t look lost.

She didn’t look afraid.

She looked… right.

That was the most dangerous part.

Dahlia told herself it was an illusion. Conditioning. Careful editing. A performance crafted for an audience that wanted to believe.

But doubt is a subtle thing.

It doesn’t arrive as a storm.

It lingers.

It whispers.

What if Ethan isn’t trapped?

What if he’s… becoming?

And worse…

What if he doesn’t want to come back?


Chapter 1: The Echo of Applause

Waking did not come as a sharp break, but as a slow, tepid, almost indulgent seep that drifted through Holly’s consciousness while her body remained sunken in a surface far too soft, far too perfect to be real. The mattress yielded beneath her weight with a practiced docility, enveloping her in layers of comfort that bordered on the artificial, as if every fiber had been designed to soothe… and at the same time, to restrain.

She opened her eyes with a heavy blink.

The ceiling was pink.

Not a flat pink, but one with depth, featuring soft veins that seemed to stir ever so slightly as the light shifted, like velvet brushed in opposing directions. The illumination was diffused, lacking a clear source, embracing every corner of the room with a warmth that felt intimate… but wasn't.

It never was.

The first sound she perceived was a low hum—constant, nearly imperceptible if one wasn't listening for it. Then came the blinking. One, two, three red lights positioned in the upper corners. Small mechanical eyes, fixed and attentive.

Holly did not move immediately.

Her breathing became conscious. Slow. Measured.

The name… took a moment to surface.

Ethan.

The word crossed her mind like an old echo—worn out, devoid of real weight. It didn't hurt. It didn't burn. It felt distant, like a story someone else had told her once.

Her fingers moved over the sheets. Satin fabric, cool, gliding easily beneath her fingertips. They trailed down her own body with caution, as if she expected to find something different.

Her skin was sensitive. Too sensitive.

A faint trace of physical memories vibrated beneath the surface: lights, hands, voices, the stage, the heat of a thousand stares. The applause.

The applause.

That sound returned with force, expanding inside her chest like a pressure that was sweet and piercing all at once. Absolute recognition. Total surrender.

Her hand descended a little further.

There it was.

The device.

Cold. Firm. Present.

Confining.

A sigh escaped her lips, involuntary and soft, laden with a mixture of feelings difficult to name. The sensation wasn't just discomfort. There was something else, something crawling through her nervous system like a thin, electric current.

Her thighs tensed slightly, brushing against one another. The fabric she wore—a light, barely-there garment—slid with that minimal contact, amplifying the sensitivity.

Holly closed her eyes for a second.

The memory of the final ceremony returned in fragments: the stage, Ava smiling from on high, the audience begging for more, begging to see her break, begging to see her… bloom.

Her chest rose and fell more rapidly.

The cameras were still there.

Always there.

One of the red lights blinked with a different rhythm, as if it had detected the change in her breathing.

Holly turned her head just a fraction.

"Are they… watching?" she murmured, her voice still raspy from sleep, yet possessing a soft, rounded edge that didn't quite match the memory of herself.

Silence answered.

But it wasn't an empty silence. It was a heavy silence, thick with expectation.

She sat up slowly, feeling every muscle respond with an exaggerated sensitivity, as if her body had been fine-tuned during the night. The sheets fell away, revealing more of her skin to the warm air of the room.

There was no cold.

There was never any cold there.

Her feet touched the floor. A polished surface, warm, almost alive beneath her soles. She took a step. Then another.

Every movement seemed amplified.

As if someone were watching every detail.

As if someone… were enjoying every detail.

The screen flickered to life without warning.

A flash of pink, followed by a cascade of text that began to flow rapidly—overlapping lines, usernames, icons, hearts exploding in tiny digital bursts.

Holly stood still.

Reading.

"She’s awake."

"She’s perfect even like this."

"I want to see her confused again."

"Can she feel the device yet? 😈"

"Her legs… god."

"Make her cry."

"Make her smile."

Her throat tightened slightly.

A brief, nervous laugh escaped her lips before she could catch it.

"I…"

She didn't finish the sentence.

Her eyes continued to roam over the comments, unable to pull away. There was something hypnotic about that constant stream of attention, the way every gesture of hers was returned, amplified, devoured.

An invisible caress trailed down her spine.

There were no hands.

But the sensation was there.

Like velvet gliding over exposed skin… with tiny, hidden thorns that pricked just enough to keep her alert.

Holly took a step toward the screen.

"Do you want to… see me?" she asked, barely conscious of what she was saying.

The response was immediate.

Thousands of reactions. Hearts. Messages.

"Yes."

"Move."

"Get closer."

"Talk to us, princess."

The nickname made her stomach contract softly.

It felt… warm.

Her fingers rose to her neck, grazing the skin slowly. They descended again, tracing her own body with a newfound curiosity, as if she were exploring a territory that belonged to her… but that she no longer fully controlled.

The device was a limit.

But it was also a definition.

The echo of the applause remained there, pulsing in her chest. And every word on the screen fed it.

Outside, the world was anything but silent.

The complex was surrounded.

Lights, cameras, drones floating in perfectly choreographed patterns, capturing angles that were then replicated on giant screens distributed throughout the city. Holly’s name was already repeating in headlines, on luminous banners, in live broadcasts that analyzed every second of her presence.

And in the middle of that whirlwind: Dahlia.

Her name was uttered before she could even force her way through the crowd.

"Dahlia, over here!"

"Dahlia, a statement!"

"How does it feel to have nominated the star of the season?"

Flashes hit her without pause.

She had chosen her clothes with care.

Shorter.

Tighter.

More visible.

The fabric hugged her body with a precision that left no room for doubt, and every move she made seemed designed to be captured. Her makeup was heavier than usual—glossy lips, sharp eyes—a version of herself that understood perfectly how this world operated.

But her hands… they were trembling just a fraction.

"I didn't..." she began, her voice firm at first but with a crack she barely managed to hide. "This got out of hand. Ethan didn’t—"

She stopped.

The name sounded strange in her own mouth.

A reporter leaned forward, a perfectly practiced smile on his face.

"Ethan? Or should we say Holly?"

The crowd reacted with soft, expectant laughter.

Dahlia held his gaze a second longer than necessary.

"Holly," she finally corrected, and something in her tone shifted, adjusted, snapping into place with the rhythm surrounding her. "She… she wasn't prepared for this."

Another voice cut in.

"But you did sign the application, correct?"

The air grew tense.

Dahlia inhaled.

The cameras were already focusing on her face from every possible angle.

Then she appeared.

An elegant woman, impeccable suit, calculated smile. She made her way through with ease, as if the crowd itself parted by instinct.

"Dahlia Hartmann," she said in a soft voice, leaning in close enough to speak without shouting. "I represent Velour Maison."

The name had an immediate effect. Murmurs. Glances.

Luxury.

Prestige.

Power.

"We are launching a global campaign," she continued, sliding a card between Dahlia’s fingers with an almost intimate naturalness. "The 'Bride of the Year' figure. Someone who represents… this cultural moment."

Dahlia looked down at the card.

The logo shimmered.

"We were thinking of you."

The noise around them faded for a second.

"Initial contract. Exclusivity. Access to events, platforms, international collaborations."

A pause.

"And a fitting compensation."

Dahlia looked up.

"In exchange for what?" she asked, though she already sensed the answer.

The woman smiled.

"For continuing to be exactly what you already are."

A subtle gesture toward the cameras.

"Beautiful. Relevant. And linked to the story everyone is watching."

Holly.

The name wasn't spoken, but it was there.

Present.

Dahlia felt something stir inside her chest.

Guilt.

Yes.

But also something else.

Softer.

More dangerous.

Like velvet sliding between her fingers… with tiny thorns that made her refuse to let go.

She looked at the card again.

Then at the cameras.

Then, for a fleeting instant, toward the building.

Toward where she knew she was.

Observed.

Molded.

Turned into something the entire world wanted to consume.

Dahlia smiled.

Small.

Controlled.

"I’m not closing any doors," she finally said.

And the cameras captured it all.
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Chapter 2: The Algorithm of Purity

The Psychological Evaluation Wing breathed in silence.

There was no music, no sweet colors, no surfaces that invited rest. The pink remained, but here it turned paler, more clinical, diluted until it seemed like a superficial coat over something much colder. The walls were smooth and bare, interrupted only by translucent panels where lines of data ran in real-time.

Holly walked barefoot.

The floor, polished to an extreme, threw back her fragmented reflection with every step. Ceiling lights fell in vertical beams, marking her path as if she were being constantly scanned.

Because she was.

The device remained fitted to her body, reminding her of its presence with every movement, every involuntary twitch. The light fabric they had given her barely covered the necessities. Her skin, still sensitive since waking, reacted to every temperature shift, every stray draft.

"Posture," a voice said behind her.

Holly straightened her back immediately.

Mistress Jade appeared at her side as if she had always been there, her steps precise and measured. The black latex reflected the lab’s white light, creating harsh glints that clashed with the softness of the surroundings.

"Breathe slower," Jade added, watching her in profile.

Holly obeyed.

In, out. Her chest moved with a rhythm that tried to stabilize, but something inside her vibrated—an anticipation she couldn't quite extinguish.

They reached the center of the room.

A circular structure descended from the ceiling, a metallic hoop covered in sensors as fine as needles. Beneath it sat a reclining chair, padded, with multiple points of attachment.

Holly looked at it in silence.

"Sit," Jade directed.

There was no resistance.

She settled in, feeling the material mold to her body. The straps closed softly over her wrists, her thighs, her waist. They didn't squeeze too hard, but they restricted her enough to remind her that she had no control.

A mechanical arm descended slowly, positioning itself near her temple.

"Feminine reflex evaluation," Jade explained in a calm, almost didactic voice. "Sensory response under controlled stress."

Holly swallowed hard.

"Is it going to hurt?" she asked, unable to help herself.

Jade tilted her head slightly, observing her.

"That depends on how you respond."

The first stimulus arrived like a whisper.

A scent.

Sweet, warm, enveloping. Something floral, but with a depth that slid directly into her nervous system. Holly inhaled despite herself, her shoulders relaxing just a fraction.

Her body reacted before her mind did.

A softness spread across her chest, descending slowly, touching every sensitive point as if invisible hands were tracing her skin.

"Emotional openness recorded," a voice murmured from an unseen point.

Holly closed her eyes for a second.

Then came the feather.

She didn't see it coming. She only felt the brush.

Light. Precise. Gliding along the inside of her thigh, ascending with a calculated slowness. Her breath hitched, a soft sound escaping her lips.

"Mm..."

Her fingers tightened against the straps.

The device responded with minimal pressure, just enough to send a spark straight to her abdomen.

Holly’s eyes snapped open.

"Relax," Jade said, stepping a little closer. "Your body knows what to do."

The feather continued.

Up, down, and up again. Every pass slower, more deliberate. Holly tried to resist, to maintain her composure, but her hips shifted ever so slightly, searching for… something.

The sensation wasn't simple.

There was shame.

There was exposure.

But there was also a warm current growing without permission, expanding beneath her skin like damp velvet… pierced by tiny thorns that pricked every time she tried to hold back.

"Adequate response," the voice recorded.

The third stimulus was different.

A shock.

Not strong. Not enough to cause real pain. But precise enough to activate every nerve ending at the exact point where the device restricted her.

Holly arched her back.

"Ah…"

The sound came out louder than she expected.

Her lips parted; her breathing grew ragged. Her body tensed… and then it gave way.

It yielded.

That was the moment that surprised her.

Not the shock. Not the feather. Not the scent.

The way her body chose to surrender.

A sudden softness, an internal collapse, as if a part of her had recognized something inevitable… and had decided to accept it.

Jade watched her with absolute focus.

"Interesting," she murmured.

She stepped closer, her gloved fingers grazing Holly’s chin, lifting it slightly.

"Look at yourself," she said, pointing toward one of the panels.

The image appeared.

Holly.

A light sheen of sweat on her skin, lips glistening, eyes slightly unfocused. Her chest rose and fell with a rhythm that betrayed every stimulus she had received.

"Your body responds with consistency," Jade continued. "There is no significant motor conflict."

Holly held her gaze on the screen.

Something about that image… didn't feel foreign to her.

The voice returned.

"Initiating cognitive stimulus."

The lights shifted.

The screen in front of her transformed into something else.

Images.

Rapid.

Fragmented.

A university classroom. An open notebook. A hand writing.

Ethan.

A reflection in a window. His face. Stiffer. More restrained.

Dahlia laughing.

The apartment.

The morning.

The skirt.

The gloss.

Holly blinked.

Her breathing altered again, but this time in a different way. Shallower. More confused.

"Recognition of prior identity," the voice stated.

"Do you recognize yourself?" Jade asked.

Holly watched.

The images kept passing, but they didn't feel entirely like her own. There was a distance, a slight disconnection, as if she were viewing borrowed memories.

"It’s..."

She hesitated.

"It’s someone… I used to be," she finally said, her voice dropping lower.

Jade offered a thin smile.

"Notable progress."

In another part of the complex, the light was different.

Colder.

Harder.

The Data Lab had no intention of being pleasant. Stacked screens, exposed wires, servers vibrating with a constant pulse. The air smelled of hot metal and electricity.

Dahlia stood with her arms crossed while the man in front of her typed rapidly.

"Are you sure you want to see this?" he asked without turning around.

"I’m already here," she replied.

The researcher let out a short laugh.

"Still the same. Direct."

An old colleague. Systems department. Always on the verge of getting into more trouble than was advisable.

On the screen, a file opened.

"Application Form. Ethan Hale."

Dahlia stepped closer.

The signature was there.

Her signature.

Perfect.

Exact.

"I didn't write that," she said immediately.

"I know," he replied, zooming in on the image. "Deep-fake. It replicates biometric patterns. Pressure, speed, micro-variations. Legally indistinguishable."

Dahlia felt the pulse in her temples.

"Then this is fraud."

"It’s more complex than that," he murmured.

He opened another file.

"Classified Attachment. Internal Level."

The name appeared at the top.

Sissy Potential Chart: Ethan Hale.

Dahlia frowned.

The screen filled with data.

Neural maps. Hormonal responses. Behavioral history. Micro-expressions captured in old recordings.

"What is this?" she asked.

"A predictive profile," he replied. "The network’s algorithm."

He enlarged a section.

"Baseline: high aesthetic sensitivity. Low reactive aggression. High response to external validation."

Another section.

"Biological markers of behavioral submission. Tendency toward arousal under social pressure."

Dahlia felt a chill run down her spine.

"This… they had this before."

"Before the selection," he confirmed.

Silence.

"I thought they were looking for chauvinists," Dahlia murmured.

The researcher shook his head.

"No. That’s just the public narrative." He finally turned around, leaning against the table. "They look for compatibility. Bodies that respond well. Minds that can be molded without breaking."

He pointed to the screen.

"Ethan wasn’t chosen by mistake."

Dahlia swallowed hard.

"So…"

"He was perfect," he concluded.

The words hung in the air. Dahlia looked at the chart again. Every line. Every point. Every prediction that was now… coming true.

In another room, Holly remained bound. Sweat ran down her skin in thin, glistening trails. Her breathing had yet to fully stabilize.

Jade stepped back, observing the data appearing on the panels. Holly closed her eyes. Her body was still vibrating. The echo of the applause was still there.

But now there was something more. An invisible structure. A pattern. Something that had brought her to this point long before she understood it herself.

Her lips parted.

"Was this… always in me?" she asked, almost in a whisper.

Jade didn't answer immediately. She observed her. Evaluated her. And then, with a softness that did nothing to diminish her control, she said:

"It was always waiting."

Mistress Jade watched the monitor intently as she adjusted the sensors connected to Holly's body. The princess was now completely immobilized in the sophisticated analysis chair: legs spread and secured, wrists fixed to the armrests, and a collar that kept her head upright. Holly’s perfect makeup highlighted her full, glistening lips, now slightly parted by her ragged breathing.

"Let’s see how my little princess responds to this…" Mistress Jade murmured with a satisfied smile.

She took a thick, black silicone dildo with realistic, prominent veins and brought it slowly toward Holly’s mouth. She brushed it against her painted lips.

"Open up, Holly. Show me how you suck now."

Holly no longer hesitated. There was no wincing of disgust or rejection. Her lips parted naturally and enveloped the head of the dildo softly. She began to suck it slowly, sliding her tongue around the glans as her cheeks hollowed slightly. Little by little, her rhythm grew more eager. Her eyes lidded with pleasure, and a soft moan vibrated around the faux member.

"Mmm… look at that," Mistress Jade commented, clearly pleased. "There’s no trace of that disgusted little girl from before. Now you suck it like a well-trained little slut. Deeper, darling. Swallow it."

Holly obeyed without protest, lowering her head as much as her restraints allowed, letting the dildo invade her throat with wet, obscene sounds. Small tears of effort shimmered in her eyes, but her expression was one of evident arousal. Her clitoris, locked away in its pink cage, throbbed visibly.

Satisfied with the first test, Mistress Jade withdrew the dildo from her mouth, leaving a string of saliva hanging from Holly’s swollen lips. She then took a bottle of lubricant and poured a generous amount over her gloved fingers. Slowly, she spread the sissy’s exposed buttocks and began to lubricate her anal opening, inserting first one finger, then two, moving them in circles.

"Ahh…" Holly moaned in a high, feminine voice, slightly arching her back.

"So sensitive… so receptive," Mistress Jade noted aloud as her fingers slid in and out with ease.

Suddenly, a smooth mechanism activated within the chair. A thick dildo, already lubricated and slightly curved, rose from the seat and pressed against Holly’s entrance. The sissy let out a longer moan as she felt the wide tip begin to force its way inside her.

"Oh… God…" Holly whispered, her voice trembling.

The dildo continued its ascent until it was completely buried inside her. Holly, far from remaining still, began to move her hips—timidly at first, and then with more abandon. She sought the friction greedily, riding the artificial member with circular and up-and-down motions, biting her lower lip as she moaned shamelessly.

Mistress Jade crossed her arms and smiled with delight, making a note on her tablet:

«Subject Holly: Positive and enthusiastic oral reaction. Total absence of rejection. Excellent anal lubrication. Natural and eager riding instinct. The princess is rapidly turning into a true anal slut. Progress: Excellent.»

"Very good, little princess…" Mistress Jade said in a husky, approving voice, stepping closer to caress Holly’s flushed cheek. "Keep moving those hips. Show me exactly how much of a slut you want to be."

Holly could only moan louder, completely surrendered to the pleasure as the chair’s dildo fucked her with deep, precise thrusts.
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Chapter 3: The First Crack

The dressing room was silent, but it was not an empty silence.

It was dense, heavy with intent.

Holly stood in the center, surrounded by mirrors that cast her image back from every possible angle. Her body still held the heat from the testing—a light moisture clinging to her skin that refused to dissipate. The fabric she wore was minimal, designed more to expose than to cover, and every small movement made the device between her legs respond with a constant, firm presence that was impossible to ignore.

In front of her, a screen flickered.

The pre-show broadcast was already underway.

"The Aftermath."

Intense lights. Soft music. A stage that blended luxury with intimacy, designed to make the audience feel as though they were stepping into something private… even if every second was perfectly calculated.

Holly could not look away.

"Posture."

Jade’s voice sliced through the air.

Holly reacted instantly.

Her knees hit the padded floor, spreading just slightly. Her back straightened, shoulders back, chest high. Her hands rested on her thighs, palms open, vulnerable.

"Wider."

Holly obeyed.

The movement was small, but it was enough.

The device vibrated.

A brief, precise pulse surged through her body like an electric line, igniting every nerve ending. Her lips parted, a sigh escaping without permission.

The floor beneath her knees held the warmth of her skin. Every second in that position made her body more self-conscious, more exposed, more… available.

On the screen, the guest dressing room appeared.

And there was Dahlia.

Holly felt the impact before she understood it.

The air seemed to change.

Dahlia didn't move as she used to.

Her posture was different. Slower. More deliberate. Every gesture carried a new weight, an intent that held its ground in the space.

The dress was black.

A deep black with a faint sheen that slithered over the fabric when she moved. It hugged her body with absolute precision, tracing every curve, every line, enveloping her like a soft, flexible, dangerous suit of armor.

Her back was bare.

The neckline was restrained yet suggestive.

The fabric embraced her waist and descended firmly, allowing her to walk with long, confident strides, elevated by heels that completely shifted her center of gravity.

Holly swallowed hard.

Her fingers tensed against her thighs.

The device responded with another pulse.

"Mm…"

This time the sound was lower, more contained.

Jade did not intervene.

She only watched.

In the dressing room, Ava Monroe circled Dahlia with the calm of someone who knew exactly what she was creating.

"Breathe," Ava said, lightly adjusting the way the dress draped over her hip. "Don’t think of him as you did before."

Dahlia looked at herself in the mirror.

Her lips, now more defined, shimmered under the light. Her eyes, lined with precision, seemed darker, deeper.

"And how should I see him?" she asked.

Ava smiled.

"As something that belongs to you."

Dahlia didn't answer immediately.

Her fingers traced her own reflection without actually touching it, stopping at the line of her waist.

"If I want to help him…" she murmured.

Ava stepped closer, her voice dropping to a near-whisper.

"Then you have to enter his world. And in that world, power is not begged for."

A brief silence.

"It is exercised."

Dahlia held her own gaze.

Something settled inside her.

A decision.

When she spoke again, her voice carried a different tone.

"And if I can't get out afterward?"

Ava tilted her head, a slight smile curving her lips.

"Then you won't want to."

The show’s theme music swelled.

An assistant poked her head through the door.

"Thirty seconds."

Dahlia nodded.

Holly wasn't breathing.

On the screen, every small movement of Dahlia's seemed amplified. The way she crossed a leg. How her shoulders remained steady. The way her chin lifted just so.

The dress didn't just cover her.

It molded her.

It taught her how to move.

How to take up space.

The device vibrated again.

Longer this time.

Her abdomen contracted.

Her breathing grew irregular, but it didn't break. It held. It adapted.

On the set, the introduction began.

"And tonight, we have the woman who is on everyone's lips..."

Applause.

Dahlia stepped onto the stage.

The sound tore through the screen.

Holly felt the echo directly in her chest.

The audience received her with an almost devout energy. Voices, hands, flashes. Dahlia walked toward the center with a calm that absorbed all that noise and transformed it into something that revolved around her.

She sat down.

Legs crossed.

Back straight.

Hands relaxed in her lap.

"Welcome," the host said.

Dahlia smiled.

A measured smile.

"Thank you."

Holly felt something tighten inside her.

"Everyone wants to know how you feel," the host continued. "After everything that’s happened."

Dahlia tilted her head ever so slightly.

Her eyes shimmered under the studio lights.

"It’s intense," she said. "But also… revealing."

The word hovered in the air.

Holly swallowed hard.

"Your relationship with Holly has captured global attention," the host added. "How do you see her now?"

A second.

Just one.

But in that second, Dahlia made her choice.

"My little Holly," she said finally.

The studio reacted instantly.

Applause. Sighs. Soft laughter.

Holly felt the blow strike directly in her chest.

The device vibrated with force.

Her body responded.

Without resistance.

An immediate heat spread from her core outward, racing through her thighs, her abdomen, her chest.

Her back arched just a fraction.

Jade stepped closer.

"Still."

Holly forced herself to remain motionless.

But her breathing was no longer steady.

On the screen, Dahlia continued.

"She’s… in a process," she said, her voice soft yet firm. "And that process requires guidance."

Every word seemed chosen with surgical precision.

"It requires structure. It requires… limits."

Numbers appeared in the corner of the screen.

Real-time ratings.

Climbing.

Digital gifts.

Flowing.

Dahlia’s name appeared alongside figures.

Holly could not pull her eyes away.

Every time Dahlia spoke, something in her body answered.

It wasn't just recognition.

It was reaction.

"Do you feel responsible?" the host asked.

Dahlia held her gaze.

"Yes," she replied. "And also… invested."

A brief pause.

"Because now, I know her in a different way."

Holly felt the air grow denser.

Her thighs tensed.

The device responded with a continuous, low, persistent vibration.

Her head tilted back slightly.

Her lips parted.

The sound that emerged was softer, more contained, but heavy.

"Ah…"

Jade observed every detail.

She didn't intervene.

She let it happen.

On the set, Dahlia slowly crossed one leg over the other.

The movement was minimal.

The effect, immediate.

"And that way…" she continued, her voice dropping just enough to become more intimate, more direct, "requires me to be firm."

The audience reacted.

The numbers spiked again.

Holly trembled.

Her body no longer tried to resist.

It adapted.

It followed.

It responded.

Every word from Dahlia was a command that didn't need to be explicit.

It filtered in.

It took root.

The echo of the applause returned, mingling with her voice.

The heat inside grew, concentrating, becoming more intense, harder to contain.

"I want to see her grow," Dahlia said. "I want to see her… become what she is capable of being."

Holly closed her eyes.

Dahlia’s image remained.

Sharper.

Larger.

More… important.

Her breathing broke.

The final pulse arrived without warning.

Her body tensed completely, a tremor racing through her from her chest to her legs—trapped, contained, amplified by the device.

A sound escaped her lips.

Low.

Deep.

Inevitable.

And when it passed, when the wave slowly dissipated, Holly remained motionless, her body still vibrating with the residue of the sensation.

The screen stayed on.

Dahlia kept talking.

But something had shifted.

The distance between what she was… and what she was now… had split wide open.

And in that crack, Holly was no longer looking for a way out.

She stayed there.

Watching her.

Breathing for her.

Responding to her.

As if every word… were enough.
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Chapter 4: The Idol of the Masses and the Sissy Catwalk

The Grand Hall of Mirrors breathed light.

Every surface threw back multiplied, infinite reflections, creating a visual labyrinth where every body replicated itself over and over, distorted by angles, magnified by the brilliance of the glass. The suspended catwalk cut through the center like a fragile, transparent line, elevated over a pit of dark water that mirrored the ceiling lights with a constant tremor.

The audience surrounded the space in ascending tiers.

Giant screens projected every detail: the movement of the legs, the sway of the hips, the tension in the faces.

And the sound.

The first heel struck the glass.

A clean click.

Sharp.

Amplified.

Holly felt the echo in her own body before taking the first step.

The footwear elevated her posture, forcing her calves to maintain a constant tension—a contraction that stayed alive every second. Balance was not natural. It had to be constructed.

She breathed.

The device was active.

Synchronized.

The music began.

A sharp, pulsing beat with a cadence that demanded precision. Every measure sent a light vibration, a constant reminder that her body had to align itself.

"Walk," said Jade’s voice from an invisible point.

Holly advanced.

First step.

The heel impacted the glass with a high-pitched sound that rippled through the room.

Second step.

The transparent surface beneath her feet revealed the void and the water below, a shimmering reflection that amplified the sense of exposure.

Her calves burned.

But her body… responded.

The sway of her hips adjusted naturally, following the rhythm. Her shoulders remained steady, her chin lifted just enough.

The device vibrated in perfect synchronicity.

A soft pulse.

Approval.

The audience reacted.

Contained applause at first, then more open.

Holly did not look down.

She did not look to the sides.

She looked straight ahead.

Every step was a measured surrender.

Every sound of a heel on glass was an affirmation.

Behind her, the next turn.

Tiffany.

The shift was immediate.

Tiffany’s first step sounded heavier.

Harder.

Her body—larger, more rigid—did not flow with the same ease. Her muscles, marked and tense, seemed to resist the imposed rhythm.

The heel struck the glass with too much force.

Her balance wavered.

The music played on.

The device responded.

A shock.

Tiffany grit her teeth.

"Damn it…" she muttered, trying to regain the beat.

Her next step was shorter, more hesitant.

The audience began to react.

A few murmurs.

Real-time votes.

Another shock.

Her body tensed again, a spasm racing through her legs.

Holly reached the end of the catwalk and turned smoothly, the movement clean and fluid. Her hair brushed her shoulders in a delicate arc.

As she returned, her eyes met Tiffany’s.

One second.

Holly leaned in just close enough to speak in a low voice, without breaking her posture.

"Relax your knees," she said softly. "Let the step… flow with the rhythm."

Tiffany glared at her.

Her eyes burned.

"Go to hell," she spat under her breath.

Holly felt the impact.

Not like a blow.

Like a brief vibration.

Her expression did not change.

The device pulsed once more.

Her body responded with a slight shudder.

She continued walking.

Behind her, Tiffany missed another step.

The shock was more intense.

The sound of her heel became irregular, broken; her breathing heavy and out of sync.

The contrast was glaring.

At the other end, Nicole appeared.

The shift in energy was immediate.

A tight pencil skirt, fabric hugging her hips with absolute precision. A light blouse, buttons straining just slightly over her chest. Glasses that framed her gaze with a professional air.

Every step Nicole took was calculated.

Controlled.

Her heels marked the rhythm with a confidence that transmitted to the audience.

Click.

Click.

Click.

Her hips moved with a soft, contained cadence—a sway that wasn't exaggerated but was sustained with intent.

A hand slid along her waist as she turned.

A small gesture.

The audience responded instantly.

Applause.

Whistles.

Nicole offered a thin smile.

A subtle curve of the lips.

It was enough.

The screens amplified her.

Her reflection multiplied in the mirrors.

The device vibrated in perfect harmony.

She did not react in any visible way.

She simply continued.

Dominating.

Roxy appeared next.

Proper.

Precise.

Without error.

Without moments that stood out.

She delivered.

But she left no mark.

Holly moved back into position.

The music shifted slightly.

A deeper rhythm.

Slower.

Her final turn.

The air seemed denser.

The audience more attentive.

She took the first step.

The sound of the heel was clearer this time.

Firmer.

Her body was no longer seeking to adapt.

It moved.

Every muscle found its place without visible effort.

Her calves remained tense, but that tension had become part of the movement—a firm foundation upon which everything else flowed.

The device vibrated with a constancy that integrated into her breathing.

Her chest rose and fell with the beat.

Her lips remained parted.

The heat in her body distributed itself evenly, envelopingly.

The audience fell silent for a second.

Then they reacted.

Louder.

More unified.

Holly reached the center of the catwalk.

She stopped.

She turned slowly.

Her gaze swept the space.

She wasn't seeking approval.

She was receiving it.

The sound of applause filled the hall.

The echo climbed the glass walls, bounced off the mirrors, and returned amplified.

Holly felt that sound settle inside her.

As if every strike of a palm became an invisible caress upon her skin.

In the marketing offices, the atmosphere was different.

Screens filled with graphs.

Ascending lines.

Numbers changing in real-time.

Dahlia watched.

Seated on a high chair, one leg crossed over the other, the black dress adapting to her body with the same precision as on the set.

An assistant leaned toward her.

"The peaks coincide with your posts," he said, pointing to the screen.

Dahlia looked.

Her recent comments appeared in a side column.

"More control, Holly."

"Posture."

Each was accompanied by an immediate surge in metrics.

Views.

Interactions.

Revenue.

A new number appeared.

A deposit.

Higher than the last.

Dahlia held her gaze on the screen.

Her reflection appeared at the edge.

Her lips curved just a fraction.

She picked up her phone.

The broadcast of the catwalk was still live.

Holly in the center.

Perfect.

Open.

Available.

Dahlia typed.

Her fingers moved with calm.

She posted.

The effect was immediate.

On the catwalk, Holly felt the pulse.

The device vibrated with a different intensity.

Deeper.

Her breathing hitched just slightly.

Her eyes softened.

A sensation descended through her body, slow and enveloping.

The echo of the applause mingled with this new signal.

With that voice.

With that presence.

Holly didn't need to read it.

She felt it.

And she responded.

Her body leaned forward just a fraction.

A minimal gesture.

It was enough.

The audience erupted.

At the edge of the catwalk, Tiffany managed to finish.

Her breathing was irregular.

Her body tense.

Her eyes heavy with a contained fury that found no outlet.

She looked at Holly.

She saw the difference.

The acceptance.

The surrender.

And something in her expression broke for a second.

Then it hardened again.

Holly stepped down from the catwalk.

The heat in her body was still present.

The sound of the applause was still vibrating in her chest.

And somewhere, beyond the mirrors, beyond the glass, beyond the noise…

Dahlia’s voice was still there.
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Chapter 5: Ava’s Lab and the Service Test

The Gala Dining Room shimmered with an opulence carefully designed to impress and subdue all at once.

Crystal chandeliers cascaded from the ceiling in layers, filtering light into warm tones that reflected off endless tables draped in ivory linen. The dinnerware gleamed, aligned with millimetric precision. Tall stemware, polished silver, and plates exhaling delicate steam laden with complex aromas.

Searing meat with sweet spices. Thick sauces. Freshly baked bread.

Holly perceived it all.

Every scent arrived with an almost cruel intensity, enveloping her sense of taste without allowing her to partake. Her stomach reacted with a faint emptiness, but her body… was not focused there.

The uniform she wore was different.

A tight black garment that cinched her waist and lifted her chest, with a short skirt that left her legs completely visible. Fine stockings clung to her skin, and the heels… always the heels.

Her calves no longer protested as they once had.

They had learned.

"Back straight," Jade indicated as she walked among them like a silent supervisor.

Holly adjusted her posture immediately.

A tray rested upon her left hand. The weight was light, but it required constant balance. Her other hand remained free, ready to serve, to adjust, to offer.

"Today you do not eat," Jade continued, her voice low yet perfectly audible. "Today, you nourish."

A soft murmur rippled through the line of sissies.

Lilith stood a few paces from Holly.

Her presence was unlike anything else in the room. Dressed in dark tones, with black lace embracing her arms and neck, her gothic aesthetic created a hypnotic contrast with the warmth of the surroundings. Her movements were slow, almost ceremonial, as if every gesture were laden with meaning.

She took a bottle of wine.

She tilted it with precision.

The red liquid descended in a perfect thread into an investor’s glass, without a single drop out of place.

"Thank you," the man said, watching her with interest.

Lilith inclined her head just slightly.

"It is a pleasure," she replied, her voice soft, carrying a melancholy that seemed to wrap around every word.

The man did not look away.

Holly felt the atmosphere react.

There was fascination.

And something more.

Roxy, in contrast, moved differently.

Lighter.

More… exaggerated.

Her uniform featured more striking details, tighter in specific areas. Her expression seemed vacant at times, with a smile that bordered on the naive.

"And what did the gentleman order?" she asked, leaning slightly toward a guest.

"The truffle risotto, but without parmesan, and the steak medium-rare, sauce on the side."

Roxy blinked.

"Of course," she replied with a soft smile.

She turned.

Her eyes shifted just a fraction.

She memorized.

She returned seconds later with every detail exact, placing the dishes with impeccable precision, without a single visible doubt.

The guest raised an eyebrow, surprised.

"Well now."

Roxy smiled again, with that same light expression.

"I only follow instructions."

Holly moved between the tables.

The aroma of the food continued to envelop her, mingling with delicate perfumes—floral and sweet notes emanating from the other sissies.

It was a strange combination.

Warmth.

Desire.

Privation.

She stopped beside a table where several investors were conversing.

She served water.

She adjusted a glass.

Her hand moved with precision, but her breathing was more present than usual.

The device was still there.

Active.

Every time she hesitated, every time her posture deviated even slightly, it sent a light signal—a constant reminder.

Not pain.

Direction.

A man watched her as she placed a napkin.

"What is your name?" he asked.

Holly lifted her gaze.

"Mh… Holly," she replied, her voice soft, aligned with what now emerged from her without effort.

The man smiled.

"You fit in well here."

Holly felt a slight warmth in her chest.

She didn't answer.

She moved toward the next table.

Then it happened.

The sound wasn't loud.

But it was enough.

A sharp thud.

A container toppling over.

Hot liquid sliding away.

The guest stood up abruptly.

"What the hell?!"

Tiffany stood before him.

Motionless.

The soup still dripping from the edge of the tray.

Her eyes showed no regret.

Only a contained tension that had finally found an outlet.

"It slipped," she said, but her tone did not match the words.

Silence fell over the room.

Jade appeared in seconds.

She didn't run.

She didn't raise her voice.

She approached.

She observed.

Then she took Tiffany’s wrist firmly.

"Come with me," she said.

Tiffany did not resist.

But she did not lower her gaze either.

The "corner of shame" was at the front of the hall.

Elevated.

Visible from every angle.

A simple structure.

Illuminated.

Jade placed her there.

Tiffany took a second.

The device responded.

A brief shock.

Her muscles tensed.

Then she obeyed.

Knees apart.

Back straight.

Head bowed.

The audience watched.

The investors watched too.

Some with discomfort.

Others with interest.

Holly felt the weight of the scene in her chest.

She didn't look away.

She couldn't.

Tiffany remained there.

Exposed.

Controlled.

And the service continued.

As if nothing had happened.

On another level of the complex, far from the warm glow of the dining room, the atmosphere was completely different.

Dahlia descended through a narrow hallway.

The walls were smooth and cold, with hidden panels that responded to her temporary access. The card she held between her fingers vibrated slightly as she approached each door.

The sound of the banquet faded behind her.

Here, there was only a constant hum.

Technology at work.

She reached a wide room.

Dark.

Screens suspended in the air, projecting data in translucent layers.

She stepped closer.

The chill of the place seeped through her exposed skin.

Her fingers touched one of the surfaces.

The response was immediate.

Files.

Lists.

Names.

She opened the first.

Lilith.

Data organized with surgical precision.

"High aesthetic melancholy."

"Deep emotional response to artistic stimuli."

"Capacity to generate visual empathy in the audience."

Dahlia slid her hand across.

Another file.

Tiffany.

"High resistance."

"Tendency toward behavioral opposition."

"Ideal profile for narrative antagonism."

Dahlia frowned.

"Antagonism…?" she murmured.

She opened another.

Roxy.

"High cognitive capacity."

"Adaptability under pressure."

"Compatibility with ‘functional bimbo’ archetype."

Dahlia exhaled slowly.

Every file… every profile… had already been written.

Before.

Long before.

Her fingers stopped.

A different file.

Highlighted.

Golden seal.

Project Orchid: Guaranteed Success.

The name beneath it.

Ethan Hale.

Her pulse quickened.

She opened it.

The screen responded with an expansion of data that was more complex, more detailed, more… profound.

Neural maps.

Behavioral projections.

Response simulations.

"Exceptional compatibility."

"Elevated sensory synchronization."

"Erotic response to structured validation."

Dahlia felt the chill of the screen pierce her skin. Her fingers remained pressed against it, as if she could feel something more through that surface.

"Preselected," she read in a low voice.

The word took root.

Her reflection appeared on the screen.

The black dress.

The defined lips.

The harder gaze.

Dahlia did not pull her hand away.

"So all of this..."

The sentence remained unfinished, but the answer was already there in front of her.

Above, in the dining room, Holly continued to move between the tables.

Serving.

Breathing.

Responding.

The echo of the applause had changed. It was no longer just a memory. It was a structure. A system. And somewhere deep within her… it was beginning to feel… right.

Meanwhile, at the "corner of shame," the platform stood elevated in the center of the hall, fully illuminated and visible from every table. Several discreet cameras broadcasted every detail live to the complex's monitors and the most elite investors. Tiffany remained on her knees, legs apart, back straight, and hands on her thighs. The uniform had been tightened even further, marking every curve of her body.

Mistress Jade approached with slow, deliberate steps. Without a word, she moved behind her and began to tighten the laces of the black corset with expert force. The leather creaked as it cinched brutally around Tiffany’s waist, forcing her to exhale all her breath at once.

"Ahh…" Tiffany moaned, her voice catching.

Jade smiled and activated the remote control in her hand. The anal plug Tiffany had been wearing since morning began to vibrate at medium intensity, sending deep, constant waves through her.

"Mmm… Fuck!" Tiffany gasped, biting her lower lip hard. Her clitoris, locked in the small cage, throbbed painfully against the metal.

Every vibration made her hips move by instinct, searching for more friction. But there was nothing. Only the corset preventing her from breathing normally and the plug stimulating her without mercy. Her cheeks burned. Frustration grew with every passing second.

"Don’t worry, little rebel," Mistress Jade said in a sweet, mocking voice, stroking her hair. "I know you're so hot. Today, I’m going to give you exactly what you need."

Jade made a gesture with her hand. From the side of the hall, a tall man stepped forward—broad-shouldered, impeccably suited, with a sharp jawline. A carefully selected male: attractive, dominant, and well-endowed.

Tiffany looked at him. Her eyes widened, and her cheeks flushed even deeper. The plug continued to vibrate relentlessly. Her breathing became jagged.

"No… I…" she tried to protest, but her voice sounded weak and broken.

In less than a minute, necessity outweighed pride. Tiffany collapsed fully to her knees, lowering her forehead until it almost touched the floor.

"Please…" she begged with a trembling voice. "Please, fuck me… I can't take it anymore."

Mistress Jade let out a soft, satisfied laugh.

"Look at this," she said, addressing both the man and the cameras. "This is Tiffany. So rebellious in front of the other sissies, so full of pride and resistance… and here she is, begging like a bitch in heat. Isn't it beautiful?"

The man smiled with superiority as he unfastened his trousers, releasing his thick, hard member.

"Instructions," Jade continued calmly. "Fuck her hard, without mercy. I want you to make her moan like the little slut she truly is. And you will come inside. All the way. Understood?"

"Understood," the man replied in a deep voice.

Tiffany looked up, biting her lip so hard she nearly drew blood. Her eyes shone with shame and arousal.

The man didn't wait any longer. He moved behind her, lifted the short skirt of the uniform, and yanked the plug out. Tiffany let out a sharp moan. Seconds later, she felt the thick head of his cock pressing against her lubricated and dilated opening.

"Ahhh… yes!" she cried out as he penetrated her in a single, deep thrust.

He began to fuck her hard, gripping her by the hips. Each thrust made her breasts bounce within the tight corset and caused her moans to become higher, more feminine, more desperate.

"Like that… like that… harder…" Tiffany pleaded through her moans, completely surrendered.

Mistress Jade watched with a proud smile, arms crossed. She made a mental note of every detail: the way Tiffany pushed back searching for more, how her voice broke into moans of pleasure, how her resistance had completely melted away.

The man picked up the pace, grunting. Finally, he buried himself to the hilt and came with force, filling Tiffany’s interior with hot, abundant jets of semen.

Tiffany trembled violently, reaching a dry orgasm that left her gasping with her eyes rolling back.

When the man withdrew, Mistress Jade approached again. Gently, she replaced the anal plug, sealing the warm semen inside her.

"Good girl," Jade whispered near her ear. "Now you’re going to wear this all night. I want you to feel it dripping inside you while you keep serving."

Tiffany could only moan softly—exhausted, ashamed, and strangely satisfied—as the cameras captured every second of her humiliation and pleasure.

Down in the lab, Dahlia watched the broadcast on one of the screens. She said nothing. She only pressed her lips together slightly.
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Chapter 6: The Loyalty Test and the Pink Labyrinth

Night fell with a calculated slowness. And with it came a new trial, a new broadcast to enchant the public and sink the sissies to the very bottom.

The exterior of the complex was transformed under an artificial light that mimicked the moon, bathing the hedge maze in a silvery glow that made every damp surface shimmer. The leaves, perfectly trimmed, formed high, dense walls that absorbed sound and threw back distorted echoes.

The air was colder.

But upon the sissies' skin, that cold failed to fully settle.

The latex clinging to their bodies trapped their heat, retaining it and redistributing it in a constant layer of fine sweat that glistened under the dim light. Every breath left a faint condensation on their collarbones, their necks, and the line of their shoulders.

Holly took a step into the labyrinth.

The ground was damp earth, slightly soft, absorbing the impact of her heels unevenly. Every step required more attention, more control. Her calves tensed immediately.

The collar on her neck emitted a brief beep.

Activation.

The clock was running.

"Find the exit," Ava’s voice announced from hidden speakers. "And remember… no one gets far by sharing the path."

Silence returned.

But it was not absolute.

Breaths.

Steps.

The brush of bodies against leaves.

Holly moved forward.

Her senses were sharper than ever. Every sound was amplified in her mind; every shadow seemed to move a second before stabilizing.

The device was still there.

It didn't need to activate to remind her it existed. Her body was already responding in anticipation.

She turned a corner.

The passageway narrowed.

The smell of the earth intensified, mingling with the perfume she still wore—a sweet note that now seemed deeper, more humid.

In the distance, a flash.

A drone.

Floating in silence, its lens rotating slowly, searching.

Holly stopped.

Her breathing became more controlled.

She waited.

The drone passed by.

She continued.

In another sector of the labyrinth, Nicole advanced with a different kind of confidence.

Her steps were more calculated, less rushed. Her eyes sought not just the exit, but opportunities.

She detected movement.

A guard.

She approached.

Her posture shifted instantly. Soft shoulders, hips slightly tilted, a smile drawn with precision.

"Is it always this difficult?" she asked, her voice light and enveloping.

The guard did not respond immediately.

Nicole stepped a little closer.

"Just one hint," she added, tilting her head.

The collar emitted a beep.

Warning.

Too close.

Nicole stepped back just a fraction, maintaining her smile.

The guard did not yield.

But the drone camera floating nearby captured every angle.

The viewers were reacting.

Nicole knew it.

And she was playing for them.

Further in, Tiffany advanced with a different energy.

More direct.

Rawer.

Her steps were firm and fast, ignoring as much as possible the instability of the terrain. Her muscles continued to stand out under the latex, every movement charged with a tension that would not dissipate.

She turned a corner.

And there she was.

Holly.

The two of them stopped.

The air between them grew tense.

For a second, only their breathing could be heard.

Ragged.

Heavy.

Tiffany spoke first.

"There’s a blind spot," she said in a low voice, barely stepping closer. "In the back, near the north wall."

Holly did not answer.

She watched her.

"The drones don't go in there," Tiffany continued. "I can climb out. You provide the distraction."

A faint beep.

Warning.

Both stood still for a second.

Then Tiffany lowered her voice even further.

"We can get out of here," she whispered. "For real."

Holly felt something stir inside her.

A memory.

Ethan.

The idea of escaping.

Of breaking the system.

Her fingers tensed slightly.

"And then what?" she asked.

Tiffany looked her straight in the eye.

"Then we'll see."

The answer was imperfect.

But it was real.

A distant sound.

A drone changing direction.

Time was running out.

Holly inhaled.

The cold air filled her lungs.

And then…

The voice.

A whisper in her memory.

Clear.

Precise.

"A queen doesn’t need friends… only subjects." Ava’s words.

The echo slid through her mind softly.

Not as a command.

But as a truth that was already there.

Holly looked at Tiffany again.

She saw the tension in her jaw.

The urgency.

The resistance.

The profile she had seen in the files.

The antagonism.

The obstacle.

The game.

The sound of the drone grew closer.

Nearer.

The dim light began to filter through the leaves.

Tiffany turned her head slightly.

"Decide now," she murmured.

Holly took a step.

Closing the distance.

Her hand moved.

For an instant, it seemed she was going to touch her.

To help her.

The drone appeared.

Its lens focused.

And in 그 precise second…

Holly pushed.

It wasn't an exaggerated gesture.

It was precise.

Directed.

Tiffany lost her balance.

Her foot slipped on the damp earth.

And she fell.

The sound was heavy.

A body entering mud hidden beneath the surface.

A trap.

The mud closed around her legs, absorbing her weight.

"What…?!" Tiffany gasped, trying to move.

The mud resisted.

The drone descended.

The light bathed her completely.

Tiffany’s collar emitted a sharp beep.

Penalization.

Her body tensed.

A shock.

Her back arched slightly, a stifled sound escaping her lips.

Holly remained standing.

Watching.

Her breathing was rapid.

But stable.

The drone pivoted toward her.

It captured her.

And on the control screen, her action was multiplied.

In the control room, Dahlia did not blink.

Beside her, Ava watched with absolute calm.

The image of Holly, standing, illuminated by the drone, was reflected across multiple monitors.

And below…

Tiffany trapped.

Exposed.

Punished.

Dahlia felt something in her chest.

It wasn't guilt.

It was a different pressure.

Warmer.

Sharper.

"She learns fast," Ava murmured.

Dahlia did not look away.

Holly had not hesitated.

Or she had hesitated… and yet she chose.

She chose the game.

She chose to win.

The numbers began to climb on one of the screens.

Interactions.

Reactions.

The audience was responding.

Dahlia felt the impulse before she even thought it through.

She took her phone.

She typed.

"That’s how it’s done. Queens don’t wait; they act."

She posted.

The reaction was immediate.

In the labyrinth, Holly felt the shift.

The device vibrated.

Deeper.

Longer.

Her body reacted with a slight tremor that ran through her abdomen.

Her eyes closed for a second.

When she opened them, Tiffany was still there.

Trapped.

Staring at her.

With a mixture of fury… and something else.

Something breaking.

Holly held that gaze one second longer.

Then she turned.

And she kept walking.

The labyrinth opened up before her.

Clearer.

More defined.

As if every decision had aligned the path.

Her breathing stabilized.

Her body moved with more confidence.

Behind her, the sound of Tiffany struggling faded away.
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Chapter 7: Glamour and Darkness

The Grand Banquet Hall was steeped in an unnatural silence.

It was not an absence of sound, but absolute control over it. The clinking of crystal glasses marked the rhythm of the evening—delicate, precise, like an invisible choreography that everyone present followed without question. Every small collision between glass and glass resonated clearly, amplified by the impeccable architecture of the space.

The sissies moved between the tables like polished shadows.

Soft heels on marble.

Held breaths.

Lowered gazes.

Holly held a bottle of wine with both hands.

The gold label shimmered under the dim light. The cold glass contrasted with the constant heat of her skin, trapped beneath the tight uniform that outlined every curve of her body.

She could not speak.

None of them could.

Communication was reduced to measured gestures, inclinations of the head, and small bows that replaced words. Every movement had to be clear, elegant, and understandable without breaking the aesthetic.

Holly leaned toward an executive.

Her hands were firm.

The bottle descended.

The wine began to flow in a dark thread into the glass.

The sound was soft, almost hypnotic.

And in 그 moment…

A pulse.

The device vibrated.

Brief.

Subtle.

But enough.

The liquid inside the bottle trembled just slightly.

Holly held her breath.

Her fingers adjusted.

The glass did not overfill.

Nothing spilled.

The executive noticed nothing.

But her body did.

The vibration did not fully disappear. It remained at a low, constant level, spreading like a thin current through her abdomen.

Holly withdrew the bottle with precision.

She bowed.

A perfect reverence.

And moved toward the next table.

Above, in the private penthouse, the world looked different.

Dahlia watched from a glass wall that offered a direct view of the hall.

The height turned everything into a scene.

A spectacle.

Beside her, Ava stood with a glass in hand, observing with an almost clinical calm.

"Listen," Ava said softly.

Dahlia tilted her head.

The clinking.

The rustle of fabric.

The faint sound of wine falling.

And beneath all of it…

The imposed silence.

Dahlia held the remote control between her fingers.

Small.

Elegant.

Dangerous.

"She is sensitive," Ava murmured. "More than she appears."

Dahlia did not respond.

Her eyes were fixed on Holly.

The way she moved.

The precision.

The surrender.

Her thumb brushed the control.

She pressed.

Below, Holly felt the shift.

The vibration increased.

Deeper.

More persistent.

Her body reacted immediately.

A slight tremor in her legs.

An adjustment in her breathing.

But her hands…

Firm.

She stopped in front of another guest.

She raised the bottle.

The neck of the glass tilted over the cup.

The wine descended.

The vibration continued.

Rising slowly.

Holly felt the heat expand.

Her abdomen contracted just a fraction.

Her lips parted.

But her expression…

Remained intact.

Serene.

Available.

Controlled.

Above, Dahlia observed every micro-gesture.

The slight change in posture.

The tension in the fingers.

The way Holly maintained the balance between what her body felt… and what she had to show.

A smile appeared on her lips.

Small.

Dark.

She pressed again.

The pulse intensified.

Holly nearly lost her rhythm.

The wine drew dangerously close to the rim of the glass.

One second.

Only one.

Then she corrected.

Her wrist adjusted with millimetric precision.

The glass was perfect.

Not a single drop out of place.

The executive nodded, satisfied.

Holly bowed.

But this time, as she descended, her body trembled just a fraction more than necessary.

A tremor that did not go unnoticed by the cameras.

Or by Dahlia.

"She is learning," Ava said.

Dahlia did not look away.

"She is responding," she corrected.

At another table, Lilith moved with her elegance intact.

She served wine with an almost ritualistic slowness.

An investor watched her with prolonged attention.

"I want a private session with her," he said in a low voice to one of the assistants.

Lilith tilted her head.

Her eyes showed no visible reaction.

But her posture shifted ever so slightly.

A more delicate line in her neck.

A more marked stillness.

Like a figure accepting her place within an invisible display case.

The man smiled, satisfied.

Further away, Roxy made a mistake.

A comment escaped her lips before she could stop it.

"Actually, that—"

The silence broke.

Jade appeared.

Her presence cut through the air.

Roxy froze.

Her eyes widened just a fraction.

Too late.

Jade did not raise her voice.

She didn't need to.

A gesture.

Roxy was guided under the table.

Her body descended.

Knees to the floor.

Back arched.

Head bowed.

The tablecloth partially hid her figure, but her legs, visible from certain angles, betrayed her position.

For the rest of the night… she would serve from there.

In silence.

In absolute submission.

Holly saw the punishment from the corner of her eye.

Her body reacted with a new pulse.

Softer.

More… conscious.

The control did not diminish.

It intensified.

Above, Dahlia leaned her hand against the glass.

Cold.

Smooth.

She watched Holly approach the center table.

The primary executives.

The key moment.

"Now," Ava murmured.

Dahlia did not hesitate.

She pressed.

The device responded with a sustained, deep vibration that swept through Holly’s body like a contained wave.

Holly stopped in front of the man.

She raised the bottle.

Her hands…

Firm.

But her breathing…

Faster.

The wine began to fall.

The sound filled the immediate space.

The clinking of nearby glasses mingled with that constant flow.

Holly felt how her body wanted to move.

To give in.

But she didn't.

Her fingers adjusted.

Her wrist remained stable.

The glass filled slowly.

Every second stretched.

The vibration did not decrease.

Her abdomen contracted.

Her back tensed.

A faint sheen appeared on her skin.

But the line of the wine…

Perfect.

When she finished, she withdrew the bottle gently.

She bowed.

And in that bow, her body trembled with an intensity that almost broke the surface of her control.

But it didn't.

She held.

She sustained herself.

She offered herself.

The executive smiled.

"Impeccable," he said.

Holly did not respond.

She couldn't.

But her body…

Responded in other ways.

Above, Dahlia exhaled slowly.

Her thumb stopped pressing.

The vibration ceased.

Holly felt the change like a soft fall.

A descent.

Her body relaxed just enough.

Enough to continue.

Dahlia held the control.

Her fingers still warm from the contact.

"She is yours now," Ava said.

Dahlia looked down.

Holly moved between the tables.

Perfect.

Tuned.

Reacting to every invisible impulse.

A golden cage.

Brilliant.

Beautiful.

Locked.

And inside…

Holly was no longer looking for the door.
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Chapter 8: The Kiss of Judas

The Main Set was not a place; it was a machinery of exposure.

The light fell from above in dense, white beams designed to erase shadows and turn every body into a visible surface from any angle. There were no corners to hide in. There were no neutral zones. Everything was designed to amplify—to translate every gesture into content.

The brightness enveloped her, piercing, forcing her to squint as she advanced, guided by an assistant who did not speak but set the pace with constant pressure on her lower back.

Heel.

Heel.

Heel.

The sound expanded through the studio, bouncing off the filled stands. The audience was already there. She could feel them without fully seeing them. Breaths, whispers, the collective vibration of hundreds of people waiting for something specific.

Waiting for her.

The device remained active, in a low, latent state, as if it knew the true stimulus had not yet begun.

A giant screen descended slowly from the ceiling, projecting her image in real-time. Holly saw herself multiplied, enlarged, her movements delayed by just a fraction of a second, creating a visual echo that disoriented her.

"Smile," Jade indicated from the side, almost out of frame.

Holly obeyed.

Her lips curved softly, an expression that no longer required conscious effort. Her body aligned. Back straight. Shoulders relaxed. Gaze open.

The applause came.

Loud.

Rhythmic.

Charged with intent.

"Welcome to the test everyone has been waiting for," the host announced from the center of the stage, her voice perfectly modulated. "The Couples Interview."

The screens shifted.

Faces.

Names.

Stories summarized in edited fragments.

"Today we will see who has managed to move forward… and who is still tied to what was."

Holly felt the word slide through her mind.

Tied.

The device responded with a slight vibration, almost imperceptible, like a nod.

The first to be called were Nicole and her guest.

Nicole advanced with a confidence that seemed to have been rehearsed down to the last detail. Her pencil skirt outlined every step; her hips marked a contained, measured rhythm that held attention without becoming exaggerated.

Opposite her, her former boss.

Grey suit. Rigid posture. Arms crossed at the start.

A woman accustomed to having control.

"Nicole," the host said, "or should we say… Noah."

A murmur ran through the audience.

Nicole smiled.

"Nicole is fine," she replied with a soft voice, slightly higher than before, but stable.

Her boss watched her in silence.

There was judgment in her gaze. Evaluation.

"You worked for me for three years," the woman said, her tone firm. "You were efficient. Quiet. You delivered."

Nicole tilted her head slightly.

"Yes," she replied.

A step forward.

The distance between them shrank.

The shift was subtle, but immediate.

Nicole’s shoulders softened. Her gaze became warmer, more direct. Her fingers brushed the edge of her own skirt—a small gesture that seemed unconscious, but which the audience caught instantly.

"I always wanted to do better for you," she added, her voice dropping slightly, enveloping the phrase.

The boss blinked.

The script she had prepared didn't fit this response.

"I… was hard on you," she admitted, lacking the initial firmness.

Nicole took another step.

Just enough to invade that personal space in a controlled way.

"You taught me discipline," she said with a soft smile.

The audience reacted.

A growing murmur.

The boss looked down for a second.

When she looked up, she had changed.

"Perhaps… too much," she whispered.

Nicole shook her head gently.

"It was exactly what I needed."

The silence that followed filled with something different.

The woman exhaled.

"I'm sorry," she said finally.

The audience erupted in applause.

Nicole did not celebrate.

She only bowed her head, accepting.

The score on the screen rose.

Detachment: High.

Holly watched everything.

Every gesture.

Every word.

The system worked.

It always worked.

The next name fell like a blow.

"Tiffany."

The air changed.

Tiffany appeared with visible tension in every muscle. Her posture was correct, but rigid, as if every joint were fighting to stay in the required position.

Her eyes swept the audience.

Searching.

And then she found him.

A boy.

Younger.

Sitting in the third row.

Her brother.

Recognition was immediate.

"Ty…" Tiffany began, her voice breaking before completing the name.

The device emitted a warning beep.

Too much emotional load.

Tiffany took a step forward.

"Get me out of here!" she screamed, the words coming out without a filter—raw, direct.

The audience reacted.

An uncomfortable murmur.

Then scattered boos.

"You can't do this," she continued, her voice rising, breaking. "This isn't…"

The sound of the taser cut the sentence short.

Dry.

Tiffany’s body arched, her muscles contracting all at once as the discharge surged through her system.

She fell to her knees.

A gasp escaped her lips.

The guards caught her before she could hit the ground completely.

The audience was no longer murmuring.

They were jeering.

"Aggressive."

"Uncooperative."

"Get her out."

The words flashed across the screens.

Votes plummeted.

Her brother stood up from his seat.

"Leave her alone!" he shouted, but his voice was lost in the noise.

Tiffany tried to speak again.

Another discharge.

Briefer.

Enough.

Her body stopped resisting.

Her head fell forward.

Induced submission.

The marker stabilized.

Detachment: Failed.

Holly felt a knot in her chest.

It wasn’t surprise.

It was recognition.

The divergent path.

The cost.

The host regained control with an untarnished smile.

"And now… the moment you’ve all been waiting for."

The lights shifted.

They concentrated.

A single, exact point on the stage.

"Holly."

The name expanded.

The audience responded.

Louder.

More expectant.

Holly moved forward.

The brightness hit her full-on this time. Her eyes watered slightly, the light reflecting off that thin layer of moisture that distorted the contours of the room.

She couldn't see well.

Only shapes.

Shadows.

And the center.

Where someone was already waiting.

Black.

Shining.

Defined.

Dahlia.

The leather clung to her body like a second skin. The jacket emphasized her shoulders, structuring her figure with an authority that required no exaggeration. The short skirt revealed her legs, crossed calmly as she stood waiting.

She wasn't smiling.

Not yet.

Holly stopped in front of her.

The world shrank.

The noise of the audience became a distant background.

Her breathing was the only clear thing.

In.

Out.

Irregular.

"You may speak," the host indicated.

The permission felt like something foreign.

Holly opened her lips.

"Da…" she began, her voice soft, laden with something she couldn't contain. "Dahlia…"

The name came out with a mixture of relief and something deeper.

Hope.

For a second—just one second—her eyes searched for something in the face before her.

A crack.

A sign.

Dahlia watched her.

Silence.

Then she walked.

One step.

The sound of her heels on the set floor was clean, dominant.

She stopped close enough to invade her personal space.

Holly could see her clearly now.

The eyes.

Cold.

Focused.

Present.

But different.

"You look good," Dahlia said.

Her voice was low.

Controlled.

Every word placed with precision.

The device vibrated.

A slow pulse.

Holly inhaled.

"I thought that…" she started.

The sentence died.

Dahlia tilted her head just a fraction.

"That I would come to get you?" she asked.

There was no mockery in her tone.

There was something worse.

Clarity.

Holly swallowed hard.

The audience fell silent.

Waiting.

"I am here," Dahlia continued. "But not for that."

The device vibrated again.

Deeper.

Holly felt her abdomen contract.

Her body was already responding.

Even if her mind…

Faltered.

Dahlia took another step.

The distance vanished.

"You’ve done a good job," she said, and this time there was a slight curve to her lips. "Very good job."

The praise descended over Holly like warmth.

Familiar.

Necessary.

The audience reacted with a soft murmur.

"Then…" Holly whispered, unaware that her voice had dropped even lower. "What do you want me to do?"

The question hung suspended.

Naked.

Absolute.

Dahlia did not hesitate.

Her foot moved.

Forward.

The heel positioned itself in front of Holly.

Black.

Brilliant.

Impeccable.

The leather reflected the studio lights.

"Show them," Dahlia said.

A minimal pause.

"How much you’ve changed."

The world rushed back.

The audience.

The cameras.

The screens.

All watching.

All waiting.

Holly looked at the shoe.

The shine.

The perfect surface.

And in it…

Her reflection.

Distorted.

Fragmented.

Ethan appeared for a second.

An echo.

A name that no longer quite fit.

Her chest tightened.

Her breathing became irregular.

The device vibrated.

Slowly.

Constantly.

Guiding.

Dahlia did not move.

She did not repeat the order.

She didn't have to.

Holly descended.

Her knees touched the floor.

The contact was soft.

Definitive.

The audience held its breath.

Her hands braced at her sides.

Her head bowed.

The shoe before her.

Close.

Too close.

Her heart beat forcefully.

Every thud echoed in her ears.

Ethan throbbed there.

Insisting.

Remembering.

Dahlia watched.

Without blinking.

Holly closed her eyes for a second.

The echo of the applause.

The voice.

The system.

Everything converged.

And at that exact point…

She chose.

She leaned further.

Her lips brushed the leather.

The contact was cold at first.

Then warm.

Real.

The world exploded in sound.

Applause.

Screams.

The audience releasing everything they had held back.

The device vibrated with a profound intensity, sweeping through her body in a wave that made her shudder from her chest to her legs.

But she did not pull away.

She maintained the contact.

One second.

Two.

Long enough.

When she pulled back, her breathing was different.

Slower.

More aligned.

She raised her head.

Her eyes met Dahlia’s.

Something had broken.

And in that space…

Something new throbbed.

Not with the violence of before.

With a cadence more soft.

More… appropriate.

Dahlia smiled.

This time without reserve.

The marker on the screen exploded.

Detachment: Maximum.

The host raised her voice over the noise.

"And there you have it… the complete transformation."

But Holly was no longer listening.

The brightness was still there.

The audience was still there.

Dahlia was still there.

And inside her…

The silence.

A space where Ethan had stopped fighting.

So that Holly…

Could breathe.
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Chapter 9: The Disintegration of Ethan

The Chamber of Mirrors had no visible entrance.

The door closed behind Holly with a muffled sound, as if the space itself absorbed any attempt to mark a beginning or an end. The air inside was different—denser, scented with a sweet fragrance that clung to the throat upon inhalation, leaving a warm trail that descended slowly toward the chest.

The first step she took produced no echo.

The second, neither.

The floor, polished like glass, threw her image back from below while the walls surrounded her in every direction, multiplying her in impossible angles. There was no clear front. There was no back.

Only her.

Her… and versions of her.

Holly stopped.

She breathed.

And then she saw him.

Ethan.

In one of the reflections, slightly delayed compared to her current movements. He wore clothes she no longer recognized on her body. Shoulders more tense. A gaze more contained. A rigidity that now felt foreign to her.

She blinked.

The image did not disappear.

It replicated.

Another mirror.

Another.

Ethan walking.

Ethan looking.

Ethan doubting.

The device vibrated.

Slowly.

Deeply.

The air seemed to thicken even more.

"Who are you?"

The voice filled the space without a clear direction.

Dahlia.

Her tone was soft, low, but with a presence that slid directly over the skin, as if it entered not through the ears but through the pores.

Holly inhaled.

Her fingers moved slightly, brushing the air in front of one of the mirrors.

The reflection responded.

But not immediately.

A delay.

A slight desynchronization that generated a strange sensation, as if time inside the room had layers.

"I… don't know," she murmured.

Her own voice sounded distant to her.

Diffuse.

The reflection of Ethan turned his head.

He looked at her.

The eyes.

The same.

But empty of something that Holly now could not name.

The device pulsed again.

A soft heat spread from her center outward, moving down her legs, up through her abdomen, enveloping her chest in a pleasant, almost comforting pressure.

"Breathe," Dahlia said.

Holly obeyed.

The air entered slower.

It left slower.

Her shoulders dropped just a fraction.

In another part of the room, Lilith walked without haste.

Her fingers brushed the mirrors as if she were reading an invisible texture. Every reflection showed her differently, but in all of them, there was an aesthetic coherence—a continuity that seemed natural.

One version of her with darker makeup.

Another with black tears tracing her cheeks.

Another smiling with a profound serenity.

Lilith stopped in front of one in particular.

Her reflection watched her with calm.

Acceptance.

"You were always here," she whispered.

There was no conflict in her voice.

Only recognition.

Her fingers rested on the glass.

The surface vibrated slightly.

As if responding.

Lilith closed her eyes.

And when she opened them, her breathing no longer searched for anything. She moved toward the exit that was not yet visible, but which her body seemed to recognize.

In another sector, Tiffany struck the first mirror.

The sound was dry.

Firm.

Without result.

"Get me out of here!" she screamed, her voice heavy with frustration.

She struck again.

And again.

Her hands reddened, but the surface remained intact, returning her image over and over.

Ethan.

Tyler.

Versions of himself lifting trophies, running on playing fields, celebrating with a team that now appeared fragmented, pixelated, distorted in the reflections.

The images began to degrade.

The trophies transformed into shapeless objects.

Digital trash.

Valueless remains.

"That is me!" Tiffany shouted, pointing at one of the reflections.

The device responded.

A discharge.

Her body tensed.

She fell to her knees.

The air escaped her lungs in a broken gasp.

The images continued to deteriorate.

"That… was," the voice corrected.

Cold.

Relentless.

Tiffany shook her head.

Her hands were trembling.

"No!"

Another discharge.

Briefer.

More precise.

Her resistance began to fragment.

Tears descended without control.

Her shoulders hunched.

And finally, she collapsed.

The floor reflected her reduced body, surrounded by versions of herself that no longer fit.

Holly did not look away from her own reflection.

Ethan was still there.

But something had changed.

The image was no longer stable.

The edges dissolved slightly, as if he were submerged in water.

His features softened.

They blended.

The device vibrated again.

Deeper.

More constant.

The heat returned.

More intense.

Her breathing became slower.

Her fingers rose.

And touched the mirror.

The contact was cold.

But her skin reacted as if it had found something warm.

Her reflection did not do the same.

Ethan hesitated.

One second.

Two.

Then he imitated the gesture.

But late.

Always late.

"Holly," Dahlia said.

Her name slid through the room with an enveloping softness.

"He held you back."

The image of Ethan flickered.

His shoulders tensed more.

His eyes searched for something.

Something that was no longer there.

"He made you small."

The device responded.

A longer vibration.

The heat expanded.

Holly closed her eyes for a moment.

Her other hand rose.

It also rested on the glass.

Two points of contact.

Two versions separated by a surface that no longer seemed entirely solid.

"Ethan was afraid," Dahlia continued.

The voice did not press.

It glided.

It settled.

"Ethan doubted."

The reflection began to change.

The lines of the face distorted.

The jaw softened.

The eyes lost their focus.

Like ink diluting in water.

Holly opened her eyes.

She saw it.

She saw the process.

And she did not back away.

Her breathing synchronized with the vibrations of the device.

Slow.

Deep.

Rhythmic.

"I love Holly," Dahlia whispered.

The phrase did not bounce back.

It stayed.

Clinging.

Inside.

The heat increased.

Her legs tensed slightly.

Her chest rose.

Her lips parted.

A soft sound escaped, involuntary, as her fingers slid over the surface of the mirror, following the shape of her own reflection… which was no longer Ethan.

It was her.

Sharper.

More defined.

Hair falling softly.

Skin luminous under the white light.

Soft lips.

An open gaze.

The reflection responded without delay now.

Without resistance.

Their fingers matched exactly.

Palm to palm.

Separated by a thin layer.

"Like this…," Holly murmured, unaware that she was speaking.

Her voice was different.

Lighter.

More aligned with the image before her.

The device vibrated with a sustained intensity.

Not abrupt.

Constant.

A current that ran through her body and kept her there, at that exact point where perception began to give way.

"Ethan…" she whispered.

The name felt strange.

Heavy.

Foreign.

In the mirror, a faint shadow appeared behind her reflection.

A silhouette.

Masculine.

Out of focus.

Receding.

Dissolving.

Like sugar in hot water.

Without noise.

Without resistance.

Disappearing.

Holly did not follow it.

Her eyes remained on her current reflection.

On the form she now recognized.

Her fingers traced the line of her cheek.

The mirror returned the gesture.

Slow.

Intimate.

Her breathing became even softer.

"Good," Dahlia said.

The approval descended like an invisible caress.

Holly tilted her head just a fraction.

Her forehead almost touched the glass.

Her lips drew near.

Not to kiss.

To feel the proximity.

To stay there.

The device gradually decreased its intensity.

The heat did not disappear.

It settled.

It integrated.

As if it had always been there.

"Who are you?" Dahlia asked once more.

Holly did not hesitate.

She did not search for words.

She did not search for memories.

She simply spoke.

"I am… yours."

The silence that followed was dense.

Complete.

Sufficient.

The lights changed.

The mirrors began to darken from the edges toward the center, absorbing the images, extinguishing the versions that no longer served a purpose.

The space simplified.

The exit appeared as a line of soft light on one of the walls.

Holly took a step.

Then another.

Her body moved with a new lightness.

Without internal friction.

Without noise.

When she crossed the threshold, the air changed.

Colder.

Cleaner.

The outer hallway seemed flat after the depth of the chamber.

Jade was waiting for her.

She looked her up and down.

Evaluating.

"Name," she said.

Holly looked at her.

She blinked once.

The echo of the question found no resistance.

It found nothing.

"Ethan…" Jade repeated, testing.

Holly frowned slightly.

A mild confusion.

Genuine.

"I don’t know that name," she replied softly.

Jade nodded.

A mental note.

"Then, who are you?"

Holly looked down for a second.

Her fingers brushed her own skin, as if confirming something tangible.

Then she raised her eyes.

Calm.

Clear.

"I am Dahlia's property."

The sentence did not tremble.

It did not doubt.

It held itself in the air with a stability that needed no reinforcement.

Jade stepped aside.

The path was clear.

"Move forward."

Holly obeyed.

Her heels marked the rhythm in the hallway.

Regular.

Precise.

And behind her, in the Chamber of Mirrors, no trace of Ethan remained.

No reflection.

No shadow.

Only clean surfaces.

Waiting for the next one.
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Chapter 10: The Dark Side of Fame

The club had no visible name.

The entrance was a black, unmarked door, guarded by two motionless figures who needed no identification to impose their presence. Access was filtered by recognition, by invitation, by value.

Inside, the air was cold.

Not an uncomfortable cold, but a calculated one, designed to tighten the skin, to keep bodies alert, to prevent any trace of relaxation. Lighting descended from hidden panels, white and clean, reflecting off surfaces of dark marble and polished glass.

The walls were one-way mirrors.

From the inside, the sissies could see the investors.

From the outside, only product was visible.

Holly was positioned on her pedestal with mechanical precision.

The material beneath her feet rotated slowly—a constant rotation that offered every angle of her body without the need for her own movement. Her heels were fixed with an almost invisible system. Her legs aligned. Her posture corrected to the millimeter.

The collar encircled her neck firmly.

Tighter than before.

More… definitive.

"Breathe softly. Minimal blinking," Jade indicated in a low voice, slightly adjusting the tilt of her chin.

Holly obeyed.

The air entered her chest with a controlled cadence. Her body responded as it had learned, maintaining a stillness that was not rigidity, but availability.

The device remained active.

At a low level.

Enough to remind her that every micro-gesture was observed.

That every response had consequences.

In front of her, the space opened up.

The investors began to enter.

Dark suits.

Structured dresses.

Expensive perfumes that did not seek to please, but to mark territory.

Their steps were slow, measured. There was no haste in their movements. They observed like someone examining a unique piece before deciding how much they were willing to pay.

Floating screens appeared in the air, showing data.

Name.

Performance.

Obedience Index.

Market Value.

The value for Holly rose in real-time.

A clean number.

Cold.

Attractive.

The first couple stopped in front of Nicole.

Nicole was not motionless.

She was… placed.

Her body maintained the perfect posture, but her eyes moved with intention. She did not break the rule. She played within it.

Her gaze found each investor.

Exactly one second.

Enough to generate a connection.

Her lips curved just slightly—a measured insinuation that did not alter the symmetry of her face.

"This one understands the game," a man murmured, stepping close enough to analyze the texture of her skin under the light.

"High conversion in corporate audiences," a woman responded, sliding her fingers across a transparent tablet. "We can position her in executive luxury campaigns."

Nicole held the man's gaze for one second more.

Her pupils dilated slightly.

The score went up.

A bid appeared.

Then another.

The numbers escalated rapidly.

Nicole did not react.

But her breathing became slightly deeper.

Controlled.

Satisfied.

Further away, Tiffany was on her pedestal.

The contrast was evident.

Her body maintained the posture through chemical imposition. Her muscles did not tremble. Her expression remained open, almost empty, with a softness that was not born of calm, but of suppression.

Her eyes were moist.

Not from active emotion.

From residue.

The sedative held her at an intermediate point where resistance found no strength to manifest.

"Interesting profile," said an older investor, leaning forward.

"Reduced emotional response," another added. "Easier to mold."

Tiffany did not respond.

She couldn't.

But her breathing had a different cadence—slower, heavier.

"There’s a market for this," the first continued. "Intensive control segment."

An offer appeared.

Lower than Nicole’s.

But sustained.

Constant.

A niche.

Holly saw them all.

Her pedestal rotated slowly.

Each face passed before her.

Each gaze stopped at specific points.

Hips.

Legs.

Neck.

Lips.

Her skin reacted to the cold air, but beneath that, the heat persisted. A constant current that kept her present within her own body.

The device vibrated.

A brief signal.

Correction.

Her shoulder dropped just a fraction.

Perfect alignment again.

"This is the one from the interview," a voice said.

Another group approached.

Their eyes scanned her with more attention.

"High media response," a woman commented, analyzing the data. "The clip from the set surpassed all peaks."

"And the cognitive transition," a man added. "Clean. No residue."

Holly escuchó.

Las palabras entraban.

Se acomodaban.

No generaban conflicto.

Su reflejo en los cristales la mostraba completa.

Pulida.

Lista.

Un número apareció junto a su nombre.

Más alto que el de Tiffany.

Aún por debajo del pico de Nicole.

Por ahora.

El sonido de los tacones cambió el ritmo del espacio.

No por volumen.

Por intención.

Dahlia entró sin anunciarse.

No necesitaba hacerlo.

El cuero negro abrazaba su cuerpo con precisión, absorbiendo la luz en lugar de reflejarla. Sus pasos eran firmes, lentos, marcando un tempo distinto al resto de la sala.

Los inversores la reconocieron.

Algunos se apartaron apenas.

Otros observaron con interés.

"Inversora de Clase A", murmuró alguien.

Dahlia no respondió.

Su mirada ya estaba fija.

En Holly.

El pedestal continuó girando.

Y cuando la alineó frente a ella, el tiempo pareció ajustarse a ese punto.

Holly sintió el cambio antes de verlo.

El dispositivo reaccionó.

Un pulso más profundo.

Su respiración se alteró apenas.

Sus ojos encontraron los de Dahlia.

El frío de la sala seguía ahí.

Pero algo más se filtró.

Una presencia cálida.

Directa.

Reconocible.

Dahlia se acercó.

No pidió permiso.

Su mano se elevó.

Sus dedos tocaron el collar.

El contacto fue firme.

Seguro.

Ajustó la hebilla con un movimiento preciso.

Un centímetro más cerrado.

La presión cambió.

Holly inhaló con suavidad, su pecho elevándose bajo la nueva tensión.

El dispositivo respondió con una vibración que descendió por su cuerpo como una línea continua.

"Esta ya tiene dueña", dijo Dahlia, sin apartar la mirada.

Su voz era clara.

Suficiente para que los cercanos escucharan.

Los inversores intercambiaron miradas.

"¿Reclamada?" preguntó uno.

Dahlia inclinó la cabeza apenas.

"No oficialmente", respondió. "Aún."

Su mano permaneció en el collar un segundo más.

Luego descendió lentamente.

Pero la sensación quedó.

Marcada.

"Alta inversión emocional", comentó la mujer de la tableta. "Riesgo controlado si hay exclusividad."

Dahlia esbozó una leve sonrisa.

"El riesgo es parte del valor", dijo.

El número junto al nombre de Holly comenzó a subir.

Más rápido.

Más alto.

La asociación se reflejaba en el mercado.

Holly permanecía inmóvil.

Pero dentro de ella, la sensación era distinta.

El frío del aire se sentía en su piel.

El calor de la mirada de Dahlia se asentaba más profundo.

Sus labios se entreabrieron apenas.

Un gesto mínimo.

Registrado.

Recompensado.

El dispositivo vibró.

Aprobación.

"Postura impecable", añadió un hombre.

"Respuesta perfecta al estímulo externo."

Dahlia dio un paso hacia atrás.

Suficiente para observarla completa otra vez.

"Va a ser exclusiva", dijo con calma.

No era una propuesta.

Era una declaración.

Los inversores no protestaron.

Evaluaron.

Recalcularon.

Algunos retiraron sus ofertas.

Otros aumentaron.

El valor cambió.

No por disponibilidad.

Por escasez.

Holly sintió el giro del pedestal.

El mundo volvió a moverse a su alrededor.

Pero algo se había fijado.

Un eje.

Una referencia.

Sus ojos buscaron a Dahlia una vez más.

La encontraron.

Ahí.

Observando.

Midiendo.

Poseyendo sin necesidad de documento.

El sistema registró la interacción.

El número final apareció.

Alto.

Competitivo.

Deseado.

El sonido ambiente se mantuvo bajo.

Conversaciones en tonos suaves.

Decisiones tomadas sin urgencia.

El negocio avanzaba con la elegancia de quienes no necesitan levantar la voz.

Holly mantuvo la postura.

Respiró.

Sintió el collar ajustado contra su piel.

Sintió el eco de esa mano.

Y mientras el pedestal continuaba su rotación perfecta, su cuerpo permanecía ofrecido, disponible, valioso.

Una pieza de lujo.

Con destino marcado.
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Chapter 11: The Semifinal

The stage breathed light.

It wasn't a uniform glow, but rather fragmented into thin beams that sliced through the air with surgical precision—lasers tracing invisible corridors, boundaries that could not be touched without consequence. The floor vibrated with a low, constant pulse, a frequency that seeped through the soles of her feet and climbed up her legs like a physical reminder that nothing there was stable.

Holly saw nothing.

The blindfold pressed firmly against her eyes, blocking any trace of orientation. The world had been reduced to sound, touch, and the recent memory of a space that no longer existed.

Her breathing was slow.

Controlled.

The earpiece rested in her ear.

Silent.

Waiting.

Beside her, Nicole also remained motionless and blindfolded, her posture impeccable even in the absence of visual reference. Her shoulders were squared, her neck extended, her body primed.

"Welcome to the semifinal," the announcer’s voice rang out, amplified throughout the arena. "The test of blind obedience."

The audience responded with an expectant murmur.

"Two finalists. Two guides. Only one rule: trust."

The sound of the system activating hummed across the stage.

An electric buzz.

The lasers adjusted.

The obstacles shifted.

Roxy and Lilith were already in position.

Roxy held a tray with absolute precision, her expression soft, devoid of conflict, completely aligned with her function. Her movements were efficient, without excess, without doubt.

Lilith, further back, stood by a service table, her fingers tracing the rim of a porcelain teapot slowly, as if absorbing every detail of the object before delivering it.

Both were part of the environment.

They were not competing.

They were supporting.

Holly’s earpiece emitted a faint click.

And then…

The voice.

"Right. One step."

Dahlia.

Close.

Direct.

Holly did not hesitate.

Her foot moved.

Her heel kissed the floor softly.

The device responded with a slight vibration.

Correct.

"Another."

Holly moved forward.

The air shifted slightly as she moved, a minimal current brushing against her skin, signaling that the space to her left was more open.

"Stop."

She stopped.

Her breathing remained steady.

The world was the voice.

Nothing else.

At the other end, Nicole was listening to Ava.

"Advance three steps. Maintain the rhythm."

Nicole obeyed with precision.

One.

Two.

Three.

Her movements were clean.

Efficient.

The audience watched both screens.

Two styles.

Two forms of obeying.

"Left hand. Extend."

Dahlia.

Holly raised her hand.

Her fingers touched something.

Fabric.

Roxy’s arm.

Roxy did not react.

She simply adjusted the tray.

"Slide."

Holly followed the instruction.

Her fingers found the smooth surface of the tray.

A cup.

Hot.

Steam brushed her skin.

"Lift."

Holly took the cup.

The liquid inside vibrated slightly.

The device pulsed.

Careful.

"Half-turn. Slow."

She turned.

Her balance held.

Her heel found the exact mark.

The audience held its breath.

"Advance. Two steps."

Holly walked.

The sound of the liquid inside the cup set her pace.

Small waves.

Controlled.

"Stop."

She stopped.

"Extend your arm."

She did.

"Pour."

She tilted the cup.

The tea descended.

A steady stream.

Without sight.

Only feeling.

The aroma rose.

Warm.

Precise.

The device vibrated.

Approval.

On the other side, Nicole executed the same task with surgical exactitude.

Not a drop misplaced.

Not a single pause.

The audience responded.

Measured applause.

Constant evaluation.

The next phase began without transition.

The lasers shifted.

The space narrowed.

"Walk. Straight," Dahlia said.

Holly advanced.

One step.

Another.

The heat from the device increased slightly.

Warning.

Her foot brushed something.

An obstacle.

She stopped dead.

Her balance wavered.

The liquid inside agitated.

Her body reacted.

A small stumble.

The heel lost its alignment.

The sound was minimal.

But it was enough.

The audience reacted.

A murmur.

Expectant.

The device vibrated.

Stronger.

Correction.

Holly inhaled.

Her chest rose.

And instead of tensing…

She softened.

"I—I’m sorry..." she whispered.

Her voice came out sweet.

Light.

Submissive.

"G-guide me, please..."

Silence fell for a second.

Dahlia did not speak immediately.

That second stretched.

Holly’s body remained still, leaning slightly forward, waiting.

Available.

Trusting.

The response came.

"Left side. Half step."

The voice was firm.

Close.

Holly obeyed.

Her foot found clear ground.

Her balance returned.

"Correct your posture."

Holly straightened her back.

Her shoulders dropped.

Her neck lengthened.

The device responded with a deep vibration.

Approval.

The audience reacted.

Louder now.

The numbers began to move.

On the screen, Holly’s metrics climbed.

Fast.

Steady.

"Continue," Dahlia said.

Holly walked.

Each step surer than the last.

Not because she could see.

Because she was listening.

Because she was following.

On the other side, Nicole advanced without error.

Precise.

Flawless.

But when her foot brushed an obstacle, her reaction was different.

A pause.

A technical adjustment.

Efficient.

Emotionless.

Ava corrected.

Nicole continued.

The audience responded.

But without the same momentum.

The next task appeared.

The catwalk.

An elevated segment.

Narrower.

More unstable.

"Climb," Dahlia instructed.

Holly found the edge with the tip of her heel.

She lifted her foot.

Set it down.

Her body leaned slightly forward.

Balance.

"Center."

She adjusted.

The air around her became more present.

She could feel the void on either side.

Her breathing grew softer.

More internal.

"Walk."

A step.

The heel struck.

The sound was clear.

Another.

The rhythm established itself.

The device vibrated in sync.

Pulse.

Step.

Pulse.

Step.

Holly wasn't thinking.

She wasn't evaluating.

She was simply following.

The voice filled every empty space.

Every doubt.

Every impulse.

"Stop."

She stopped.

"Pose."

Holly shifted her weight onto one hip.

Her hand rose slowly up her torso.

Her neck tilted.

Her lips parted slightly.

The gesture emerged without the need to see it.

The crowd erupted.

The screen flashed figures.

The peak surpassed Nicole’s.

For the first time.

Dahlia spoke closer now.

"Perfect."

The word descended.

It settled within her.

Holly’s body responded with a slight shudder.

Her breath caught, just barely.

"Descend."

She stepped down.

Step by step.

Without error.

Firm ground returned.

The air changed.

The test was nearing its end.

"Final instruction," the announcer called out.

Silence stretched.

Total anticipation.

Dahlia did not hesitate.

"Kneel."

Holly went down.

The contact with the floor was soft.

"Back straight."

She obeyed.

"Hands behind you."

Her fingers interlaced.

"Wait."

Time elongated.

The audience watched.

The numbers kept climbing.

Holly breathed.

Slow.

Steady.

Anchored.

"Say my name."

The command came low.

Direct.

Holly opened her lips.

"Dahlia…"

Her voice was a whisper.

But the microphone caught it.

Amplified it.

"Softer."

"Dahlia…"

The sound became sweeter.

More surrendered.

The device vibrated.

Intense.

The audience reacted with an explosion of sound.

The votes surged.

They crossed the threshold.

Nicole finished her perfect sequence.

But the scoreboard had already shifted.

The announcer raised her voice.

"We have a result."

The tension broke.

"The winner of the blind obedience test…"

A pause.

"…Holly."

The sound was immediate.

Applause.

Screams.

Holly did not move.

She remained on her knees.

Waiting.

The earpiece remained active.

Dahlia spoke once more.

"Stand up."

Holly did.

Slow.

Elegant.

"Remove the blindfold."

Her fingers found the fabric.

They slid it away.

The light returned.

Intense.

The world came back in fragments.

The stage.

The audience.

The screens.

And Dahlia.

In the distance.

Watching her.

Holly blinked.

Once.

Twice.

And when her gaze stabilized, she was no longer searching for direction.

She already had it.

In that voice.

In that presence.

In that connection that required no eyes.

The applause continued.

But inside her, the silence was clear.

Orderly.

Ready for the next instruction.
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Chapter 12: The Truth Revealed

Ava’s office was suspended above the city like an untouchable idea.

Glass wrapped around the entire perimeter, a continuous wall offering a sweeping view of the urban landscape, submerged in a pinkish glow that felt unnatural. The lights didn’t flicker. They breathed. They pulsed in a slow cadence that turned the city into a living organism—connected, monitored.

Dahlia stood before the window.

Her arms crossed.

Her reflection superimposed over the city.

Dark.

Defined.

The black leather of her outfit absorbed the exterior glow, outlining her figure with a precision that seemed intentional, designed to project a concrete presence without ambiguity.

Ava stood behind her.

Silent.

Watching.

"Beautiful view," Dahlia said finally, without turning.

Her voice was steady.

Unshaken.

Ava let the silence stretch for a second more before responding.

"It’s useful," she said. "It reminds you of what’s at stake."

Dahlia exhaled through her nose.

Her eyes scanned the illuminated avenues.

Giant screens.

Live broadcasts.

Holly’s face appeared on several of them—repeated, amplified, turned into a symbol.

"I want answers," Dahlia said.

Direct.

No detours.

Ava walked over to stand beside her.

Her reflection aligned next to Dahlia’s on the glass.

Two figures.

Two levels of control.

"You already have them," Ava replied calmly.

Dahlia turned her head.

She looked at her.

"Not all of them," she said.

A second of silence.

Then:

"The algorithm."

The word hung in the air.

Ava offered a ghost of a smile.

"I knew you’d get there."

She stepped away from the glass and walked toward the center of the room. A low table waited, perfectly ordered, with a single piece standing out on the surface.

A leather briefcase.

Dark.

Elegant.

Closed.

Dahlia didn't move immediately.

"I want to know for how long," she said.

Ava rested a hand on the briefcase.

"Since the beginning."

Dahlia let out a short laugh.

Humorless.

"That’s not an answer."

Ava opened the briefcase.

The sound of the latch was clean.

Controlled.

Inside, everything was laid out with precision.

A device.

Thin.

Metallic.

Minimalist.

And a set of documents.

Sealed.

"The 'Day of Liberation'..." Ava began, pulling out one of the papers and placing it on the table, "...is not an event."

Dahlia took a step forward.

Her attention fixed.

"It’s a network," Ava continued. "A capture structure."

The document unfolded.

Graphics.

Data.

Selection flows.

Profiles.

Dahlia recognized patterns.

She saw names.

She saw categories.

"We look for compatible profiles," Ava added. "Bodies that respond. Minds that adapt."

Dahlia frowned.

"Ethan."

Ava nodded.

"Preselected."

The word fell with weight.

Dahlia felt something tighten in her chest.

Not surprise.

Confirmation.

"So all of this..." she murmured.

Ava observed her.

"It works," she said.

The silence grew denser.

The city continued to glow behind them.

Indifferent.

"And afterwards?" Dahlia asked.

Her voice lower.

More focused.

Ava took another document.

This one bore a different seal.

More distinct.

"Phase 3."

She placed it in front of her.

Dahlia looked at it.

Her eyes ran over the lines.

They stopped.

She read them again.

"Private property," she said in a low voice.

Ava did not correct her.

"Management of high-value human assets," she explained. "Allocation to members of the leadership. Strategic use."

Dahlia looked up.

"Use?"

Ava held her gaze.

"Stabilization," she said. "Society needs anchor points. Icons. Figures that channel desire, obedience, aspiration."

Dahlia didn't look away.

"People."

Ava tilted her head slightly.

"Assets."

The silence returned.

But this time it was different.

Clearer.

Colder.

Dahlia looked at the briefcase again.

The device.

The contract.

Everything right there.

Waiting.

"And if I say no," she said.

Ava smiled.

Not with mockery.

With certainty.

"You already said yes."

Dahlia did not respond.

Her mind retraced every step.

Every decision.

Every public word.

Every gesture.

The system didn’t compel.

It guided.

And she had followed.

Her hand moved.

It brushed the edge of the briefcase.

The leather was cold.

Smooth.

"What does it include?" she asked.

Ava took the device.

She held it up.

The metallic surface reflected the city lights.

"Master control," she said. "Total access."

She turned it between her fingers.

"Stimulus. Response. Conditioning."

She placed it in Dahlia’s hand.

The contact was immediate.

A light weight.

But present.

Real.

Dahlia closed her fingers around it.

She felt the texture.

The precision.

"And this," Ava added, pointing to the document, "is the guardianship."

Dahlia took it.

The paper was thick.

High quality.

The lines perfectly aligned.

Her name was there.

A space for a signature.

A space for a waiver.

"By signing," Ava continued, "you cease to be a spectator."

Dahlia read.

Her fingers stopped at one specific clause.

Renunciation of standard civil status.

Dahlia looked up.

"This takes me out of the system."

Ava shook her head gently.

"It moves you inside it."

The sound of the city continued to filter in.

Distant.

Constant.

Dahlia looked at her reflection in the glass again.

The figure staring back did not waver.

It did not tremble.

It recognized itself.

She picked up the pen.

It was on the table.

Black.

Heavy.

The cold metal against her fingers.

The document before her.

The white space waiting.

The air grew denser.

More present.

"Once signed," Ava said in a low voice, "there is no return."

Dahlia pressed the tip of the pen to the paper.

The first contact was soft.

A single dot.

Silence.

Then the stroke.

The sound filled the room.

Soft.

Scratching.

Controlled.

Each letter formed with precision.

Without pause.

Without doubt.

The sound continued.

Sliding.

Marking.

Sealing.

When she finished, she lifted the pen.

The white space was gone.

The contract was complete.

Ava took it.

She looked at it for a second.

She nodded.

"Welcome," she said.

Dahlia did not respond immediately.

Her gaze returned to the glass.

The city was still there.

But now…

It felt closer.

More accessible.

The device in her hand vibrated.

A faint signal.

Holly.

Dahlia held it more firmly.

Her thumb rested on the surface.

She didn’t press.

Not yet.

"She is yours now," Ava said.

Dahlia tilted her head slightly.

Her eyes did not pull away from the reflection.

The expression the glass returned to her was different.

Steadier.

More defined.

Moving closer to Ava’s own.

"She always was," she replied.

Her voice was low.

Sure.

The sound of the signature still seemed to float in the air.

Like an echo that wouldn't fade.

Like a line that couldn't be uncrossed.

Dahlia set the pen on the table.

The contact was soft.

Final.

And at that exact moment, any lingering trace of doubt dissolved.

There was no return.

No crack in the foundation.

Only direction.

Only control.

Only ownership.

The city glowed behind her.

And Dahlia…

She watched as one who was already part of that which she had once only looked at from below.

Shortly after the signature was sealed, the office door opened with a soft whisper. Two assistants ushered Holly in, who walked with short, precise steps in her heels. She wore a delicate black dress that accentuated her transformed figure: a narrow waist, rounded hips, and a neckline that left little to the imagination. Her makeup was flawless, and her eyes shimmered with a mixture of anticipation and nerves.

Ava smiled elegantly.

"The official coronation is still to come," she said in a calm voice, "but I believe you two deserve an intimate moment. Enjoy it."

Ava left the room silently, letting the door close behind her.

Dahlia and Holly were left alone before the window overlooking the illuminated city. Dahlia watched her in silence. Holly was no longer Ethan. Her posture, her gestures, her way of breathing… everything was different. For a second, a pang of guilt pierced her chest.

Holly took a step forward, hesitated slightly, and then leaned in to embrace her tenderly.

"I’m so happy to see you…" she whispered against her neck, in that soft, feminine voice that now belonged to her completely.

Dahlia raised her hand to stroke her hair, but the words caught in her throat. She wanted to say, "But look what they've done to you"; she wanted to ask if anything of Ethan remained inside that delicate figure. However, before she could speak, a low, deep hum resonated from within Holly.

"Ahh…" Holly moaned immediately, blushing violently. The anal plug she was wearing activated its vibration and telescopic mode, expanding and contracting inside her with a steady rhythm.

Dahlia saw how Holly’s knees shook and how her eyes grew glazed with pleasure. The guilt in her gaze slowly transformed into something darker, more dominant.

"I see…" Dahlia murmured, taking a step closer. She gripped Holly’s chin firmly and forced her to look her in the eye.

"You’re just a little slut."

Holly tried to speak, her cheeks burning.

"Dahlia, I…"

"Nothing," Dahlia interrupted in a low, authoritative voice. "I am your Mistress now."

At that precise moment, from another room, Ava activated a second surge. The plug vibrated with more intensity and moved deeper. Holly let out a long, high-pitched moan, arching her back.

Dahlia looked toward the desk. A hidden compartment rose with a soft click, revealing an elegant black strap-on, thick and veined. She did not hesitate. She adjusted it with sure movements, tightening the straps around her hips.

She pushed Holly against the desk, bending her forward. She hiked up the delicate dress and removed the plug with a single tug, drawing a ragged moan from the sissy. Without giving her time to recover, Dahlia positioned the head of the strap-on and penetrated her in one deep thrust.

"Ahhh… Mistress!" Holly cried out, clutching the edge of the desk.

As she fucked her with firm, rhythmic strokes, both their minds traveled to the same memory: the last time they had made love as Ethan and Dahlia. Back then, it was Ethan who had penetrated her with passion—the two of them in love, happy, ignorant of the world around them. Now, everything was different. They loved each other, yes, but they were no longer the same people.

Dahlia quickened the pace, gripping Holly’s hips tightly. The wet sound of every thrust filled the office.

"Everyone thinks you're a delicate little princess…" Dahlia panted, aroused by the power she wielded. "But in the end, you're just as much of a whore as the rest of them. Aren't you?"

"Yes… Mistress…" Holly moaned, pushing back to take her deeper. "Please… harder… I need more!"

Dahlia felt a wave of pleasure rush through her. Seeing Holly completely surrendered, moaning and begging, ignited her like never before. She increased the intensity, fucking her with possession, with desire, and with a strange, twisted affection.

They both reached their climax almost at the same time. Holly shuddered violently, letting out a sharp, feminine moan while her cage dripped. Dahlia pressed against her, trembling with pleasure at the sight of her so submissive.

The two of them collapsed onto the desk, breathing heavily. Dahlia held Holly from behind, still buried inside her, and kissed the nape of her neck softly.

Neither said anything for several seconds.

The only sound was their ragged breathing and the distant pulse of the city behind the glass.
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Chapter 13: Holly’s Coronation

The Amphitheater did not contain the sound.

It unleashed it.

Every tier was occupied. Bodies, lights, devices, and breaths synchronized into a single expectation that vibrated in the air like a contained storm. Above them, millions more watched through virtual interfaces—connected, amplified—forming an audience that was no longer a crowd, but a system.

The central stage glowed with an intensity that was almost liquid.

Translucent platforms.

Columns of light ascending in rhythmic pulses.

And in the center…

The throne.

Elevated.

White.

Perfect.

The music began.

Heavy at first.

A heartbeat.

One.

Another.

And then, the name.

"Holly… Holly… Holly…"

The audience took it up.

They repeated it.

They turned it into a mantra.

Behind the curtain of light, Holly breathed.

Slow.

Deep.

The dress hugged her body with absolute softness. Silk that glided over her skin, light, almost non-existent, combined with embedded threads of light that ran through the fabric in fine lines. Each beat of her heart activated a luminous pulse that started in her chest and expanded downward, traveling across her waist, her hips, her legs.

The garment did not just clothe her.

It showcased her.

It synchronized her.

The device was active.

But now, it did not guide.

It accompanied.

Her breathing aligned with the music.

Her chest rose.

The light responded.

It fell.

The light descended.

Her eyes opened.

There was no trace of confusion.

No internal noise.

Only direction.

Only presence.

"You are perfect," the voice whispered in her earpiece.

Dahlia.

Close.

Constant.

Holly closed her eyes for a second.

Warmth washed down her body.

Her posture adjusted without effort.

"Go out," Dahlia said.

The light before her parted.

The stage received her.

The impact was immediate.

The sound pierced through her.

The audience roared.

Not applause.

A continuous roar, dense, charged with something bordering on the devotional.

Holly walked.

Heel.

Heel.

Heel.

Every step measured.

Every movement amplified on giant screens that captured every angle of her body, every change in her breathing, every pulse of light that raced through her dress.

The throne awaited her.

But the path was part of the ritual.

Her hips moved with a natural cadence, integrated into her stride. Her shoulders were relaxed. Her chin was tilted just enough.

The world watched her.

And she… responded.

Without effort.

Without resistance.

The screens showed fragments.

Her awakening.

The catwalk.

The kiss.

The hall of mirrors.

Dahlia’s voice layered over every moment.

The audience reacted to every image.

To every memory.

To every trial overcome.

Holly reached the center.

She stopped.

She turned.

The light converged on her.

The dress responded with a more intense pulse.

Her heart was beating.

Visible.

Present.

The music faded.

A silence took hold.

And then…

Ava appeared.

From the opposite side.

Her figure elegant, impeccable, advancing with the calm of one who has no need to prove her control.

The audience responded with respect.

With recognition.

Ava stopped in front of Holly.

She watched her.

A final evaluation.

"This season," she began, her voice clear, amplified in every corner, "has shown us something more than transformation."

A pause.

"It has shown us purpose."

The screens focused on Holly’s face.

Her eyes.

Open.

Calm.

"And tonight… we celebrate the culmination of that purpose."

The audience erupted once more.

Ava raised a hand.

The sound dropped.

"It will not be me who crowns her," she continued.

A murmur rippled through the amphitheater.

Inquisitive.

Expectant.

Ava turned slightly.

Her gaze shifted toward the side catwalk.

"Because every queen… needs a guide."

A pause.

"An owner."

The silence became absolute.

"I present to you her legal guardian."

The first footfall echoed.

A heel.

Black.

Precise.

Dahlia appeared.

The air changed.

Black leather outlined her body with absolute firmness. Every movement was contained, measured, charged with an authority that didn’t need to raise its voice to impose itself.

It took the audience a second.

Two.

To recognize her.

And then…

The reaction.

An explosion.

Louder than any other moment.

Surprise.

Fascination.

Adoration.

The perfect twist.

Dahlia walked.

Without looking to either side.

Without seeking approval.

She already had it.

She reached the center.

Facing Holly.

The distance between them became the only relevant point on the stage.

Holly did not move.

She waited.

Her breathing grew slower.

Deeper.

The device vibrated.

Softly.

Recognition.

Dahlia raised her hand.

Holding the crown.

Shining metal.

Clean design.

No excess.

But heavy with meaning.

The silence returned.

Dense.

Complete.

Dahlia spoke.

Only for her.

But the microphone caught every word.

"Lift your head."

Holly obeyed.

Her neck lengthened.

Her eyes met Dahlia’s.

And in that contact…

Everything aligned.

Dahlia lowered the crown.

She placed it with precision upon her head.

The metal touched her hair.

It adjusted.

It settled.

The audience exploded.

The music swelled.

Epic.

Grand.

Holly’s dress responded with a pulse of light that raced across her entire body, synchronized with her heart.

Fast.

Strong.

Alive.

But Holly did not celebrate.

She did not raise her arms.

She did not look at the crowd.

Her eyes remained on Dahlia.

One second.

Two.

And then…

She knelt.

The movement was fluid.

Natural.

As if she had always been meant for it.

Her knees touched the floor.

Her hands lowered.

Her head bowed.

The audience held its collective breath.

Dahlia did not move.

She waited.

Holly took her hand.

She lifted it with care.

Her fingers trembled just barely.

Not out of doubt.

Out of intensity.

Her lips drew close.

The contact was soft.

Slow.

Deliberate.

The kiss.

The cameras captured the moment.

Close-up.

Her eyes.

Open.

Clear.

No trace of what came before.

Only devotion.

Absolute.

Silent.

Complete.

The crowd erupted.

The music reached its peak.

Screens, lights, sound.

Everything converging.

Dahlia let the moment exist.

Her other hand descended.

It rested upon Holly’s head.

A simple gesture.

Definitive.

Acceptance.

Ownership.

Holly did not move.

She breathed.

Slow.

Aligned.

The world roared around her.

But inside…

Everything was calm.

Purpose fulfilled.

The structure complete.

The identity fixed.

Ava watched from the side.

A slight smile on her lips.

The final image was projected on every screen.

The Queen.

Kneeling.

The Owner.

Standing.

Perfect.

The music faded slowly.

The sound dissipated.

And the screen…

Faded to black.

The logo appeared.

Clean.

Recognizable.

Ava’s voice filled the void.

"Thank you for joining us this season."

A pause.

"For those who wish to go further…"

The tone softened.

Inviting.

"Exclusive access to the private lives of Holly and her guardian is now available."

Another pause.

Briefer.

"Orchid Collection. Phase three."

Silence.

And then…

Total darkness.

But the story…

Had only just begun.
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Afterword

Some stories aren’t meant to end… they’re meant to linger.

If you’ve made it this far, then you’ve already felt it—that quiet pull beneath the surface, the delicate tension between who we are… and who we might become under the right gaze, the right pressure, the right touch of influence. The Obedience Trials was never just about rules or transformation, but about that soft, dangerous moment when resistance begins to feel unnecessary… and surrender starts to feel almost natural. Holly’s journey is still unfolding, and perhaps, in some quiet way, so is Dahlia’s. And maybe… just maybe… yours too.

Thank you for stepping into the Show with me.

Sofía Bacon


Ready for a change of pace?

I think you’ll love these stories where the modern world becomes a playground for transformation. Be careful, though... in my stories, a new job or a simple favor for a friend can quickly end with a very different wardrobe and a total surrender to femininity.

[image: ]

Elliot thought he was hired as an assistant, but his boss, Vivian, had a much more 'uniform' plan for him. Watch his systematic descent into becoming the most perfect, obedient maid

[START YOUR SERVICE HERE]

[image: ]

When a winter storm leaves him trapped in a secluded cabin, he discovers that his host has a very specific hobby. To survive the cold, he must learn to become the perfect, silent, and beautifully dressed doll she’s always wanted.

[BECOME HER DOLL HERE]

[image: ]

Career goals take a feminine turn in this story of workplace transformation. Sometimes, the best way to get ahead in the office is to embrace your softer, silkier side.

[APPLY FOR THE JOB HERE]

[image: ]

What starts as a game in the bedroom becomes a total lifestyle change. Follow this intimate journey where love and lace go hand in hand, and surrender is the ultimate reward.

[SURRENDER TO HER HERE]


[image: ]

Can't decide where to go next?

I have spent years crafting over 60 journeys of transformation, lace, and sweet surrender. Whether you crave the discipline of the Academy, the whispers of a magic spell, or the intimacy of a modern romance, my entire library is waiting for you.

[EXPLORE SOFIA’S FULL CATALOG ON AMAZON]
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