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Disclaimer

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

Important Notice:
Sissy Reality Show is an erotic psychological dystopian narrative intended exclusively for adult audiences. It explores themes of forced feminization, identity erasure, public humiliation, and institutionalized submission within a near-future society where male autonomy is legally dismantled and transformed into mass entertainment under the guise of “social justice.”

The story unfolds in a world dominated by the Sissy trails, a televised and interactive spectacle in which the systematic transformation of men into obedient, hyper-feminized sissies is broadcast to millions and shaped by public votes.

This book contains explicit adult material (18+) including, but not limited to:

• Erotic psychological content: Depictions of arousal fueled by shame, dominance and submission dynamics, manipulation, and psychological seduction.
• Forced feminization and identity annihilation: The protagonist undergoes total mental, physical, and legal reprogramming name, pronouns, body, behavior, and social role, under an uncompromising institutional regime.
• Public humiliation and exhibitionism: Scenes involving cameras, live audiences, online voters, enforced exposure, chastity devices, plugs, posture training, cross-dressing, and ritualized sexual conditioning.
• Extreme power imbalance and non-consensual dynamics: The narrative centers on absolute loss of agency, coercion masked as reform, and the erotic tension of surrender amid internal resistance.
• Dark psychological themes: Betrayal, doubt, implanted desire, and the gradual dissolution of masculine identity into cultivated submissive femininity.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
This is a dark, explicit, and unapologetically kinky work of erotic fiction. It contains intense themes of forced sissification, public shaming, denial, penetration, and psychological conditioning presented as fantasy. If you are sensitive to non-consensual power play, identity loss, or extreme humiliation, even in fictional contexts, this book is not for you.

However…

If you crave the intoxicating rush of a shy boy stripped of his name and manhood before millions…
the sharp click of a chastity cage sealing his fate…
hips trained to sway for approval…
silk lingerie whispering against freshly depilated skin…
a new name chosen by strangers…
and the exquisite terror of becoming someone’s perfect little doll—

Then welcome to Ethan’s world.

He’s about to become Holly Hale.
And the audience is already voting.

Enjoy the show… if you dare.


PROLOGUE

Official Spot of The Sissy Trials™
Global Broadcast – Year 2041

The screen lights up with a pink flash and a soft sound, a crystalline chime that millions of households instantly recognize.
The bright logo of The Sissy Trials™ appears, spinning against a golden background, as the narrator speaks in a warm, melodic, almost maternal voice.

"Welcome, citizens of the world. Welcome to the program that transformed culture, social justice, and television: The Sissy Trials™, the reality show where men discover… their best version."

The camera shows quick images: luminous studios, runways, training sets, smiling audiences. Contestants parade in perfect order, each one wearing a shiny tag around his neck.

"Since its launch, The Sissy Trials™ has redefined the concept of masculine rehabilitation. Thanks to our innovative Voluntary Re-Enrollment System by Direct Female Relative, thousands of women have been able to enroll their partners, brothers, boyfriends, or adult sons in our formative experience."

Stylized legal text appears on screen.

"A female signature is sufficient to activate the process."

"We know that sometimes men feel lost, tense, insecure… or simply need a little push to discover their true nature. The Sissy Trials™ offers them guidance, structure, and a clear path toward a more docile, kinder existence that is more aligned with social expectations."

"Every year, our female citizens nominate tens of thousands of candidates. Our algorithms verify compatibility, availability, and marital status, ensuring transparent, legal, and above all, fair participation."

Another soft chime.

The screen displays the digital form everyone knows:

"Nominate a man. We will handle the rest."

"Once admission is accepted, the candidate participates in a comprehensive process of personal improvement. Physical evaluation. Emotional retraining. Discipline. Public presentation. And, of course, everyone’s favorite moment…the Renaming Ceremony."

The pink logo appears once again, vibrant, surrounded by sparkles.

"The public decides every step. Every challenge. Every advancement. Because The Sissy Trials™ is, above all, a democratic program. The audience shapes. The audience guides. The audience transforms."

Cut to scenes of crowds voting, phones lighting up stadiums, women applauding.

"And in the end, a new star is born: a participant who leaves tension and confusion behind to embrace a bright, sweet, and perfectly designed future."

The background shifts to soft tones.

The narrator concludes.

"So get ready, dear viewers. A new season begins. New candidates. New stories. New transformations that will make the world tremble."

Brief pause.

Then, with an audible smile:

"Welcome to The Sissy Trials™.
Where men… blossom."

The screen fades to black with the final signature sound, a sweet chime that leaves an almost seductive echo.


CHAPTER 1 Liberation Day

The sun was barely rising over the city, tinting the sky a pale pink that seemed to mock the annual tradition. The streets were already buzzing with preparations for Liberation Day, that mandatory holiday that covered everything with pink flags fluttering like promises of equality. Giant screens on every corner broadcast teasers for the Sissy Reality Show, with announcers’ voices sweet yet authoritative, repeating the official mantra: "Today we celebrate performative equality. Let the boys blossom!" It was a national spectacle, a reminder disguised as a celebration of the Dark Age that had struck the world a few years earlier, when masculine chaos had driven societies to the brink of global collapse and unleashed an unprecedented wave of violence against women. Now, under the pretext of social justice, all men between 18 and 25 were required to dress as women in public for the entire day. It was not just a tradition; it was institutionalized humiliation, designed to keep fear simmering among them, reminding them that their autonomy could be stripped away at any moment.

In the small apartment they shared in the city center, Ethan Hale shifted in bed, his athletic yet slender body still wrapped in the sheets. He was 24 years old, a university student, shy and inexperienced in the darker games of desire. Liberation Day always made him nervous; he had never liked that forced "tradition," which made him feel exposed and vulnerable. But Dahlia Hartmann, his girlfriend, always managed to turn it into something playful, intimate. She entered the bedroom with a steaming cup of coffee in her hand, her dark hair falling in waves over her shoulders. At 23, Dahlia was strong, intelligent, with a presence that filled the room. She wore a tight top and jeans, but her eyes sparkled with a mischievousness that Ethan adored.

"Good morning, sleepyhead," she murmured, setting the coffee on the nightstand and sitting on the edge of the bed. "Today’s the big day. Ready to blossom?"

Ethan sat up, rubbing his eyes. "Dahlia, please... do we have to do this? It’s ridiculous. I just want to stay home and pretend it doesn’t exist."

She laughed softly, leaning in to kiss him on the cheek. "Oh, love, don’t be so grumpy. It’s just one day. Besides, the law is clear: all men your age have to participate. Imagine if they fine you... or worse." Her voice turned playful, but there was an undertone of seriousness. The Dark Age had left scars; now the government used this to "re-educate" and maintain order, turning humiliation into a collective ritual.

Dahlia stood up and opened the closet, revealing the clothes she had prepared the night before. "Look what I have for you. It’s going to fit you perfectly." She pulled out pink lace lingerie, delicate and translucent, fishnet stockings that would cling to his legs like a second skin, a pleated mini skirt that would barely cover his thighs, and a tight crop top that would highlight his athletic torso, marking his pectorals in a way that would make him look... feminine. Ethan felt a knot in his stomach, but also a familiar tingle. Dahlia always turned these moments into something erotic, private.

"Come on, take off your boxers," she ordered with a mischievous smile, helping him slide them down his legs. Ethan blushed, his pale skin contrasting with the pink of the lingerie. Dahlia knelt in front of him, her skilled hands guiding the soft fabric over his member, brushing accidentally, or not so accidentally, against his sensitive skin. "Mmm, Ethan... you’re already reacting," she whispered, noticing how his semi-erection grew beneath the lace. He tried to cover himself, but she gently pushed his hands away. "No, let me see you. You’re so cute like this."

Her fingers moved up his thighs, adjusting the fishnet stockings with deliberate slowness. Each brush was a caress, sending sparks of pleasure through his body. Dahlia bit her lower lip, her dark eyes fixed on him, a mix of tenderness and power that made him feel exposed and desired at the same time. "Ethan, love... your little ass in this skirt looks delicious," she said, helping him put on the pleated mini skirt. The fabric hugged his hips, brushing his skin and accentuating his natural curves. He laughed nervously, but the tingle of shameful excitement intensified, his member pressing against the lingerie.

"I don’t know how I’m going to last all day in this," Ethan murmured, looking at himself in the mirror. His boyish face, with soft features and big eyes, looked even more vulnerable under the clothes.

Dahlia stood up, took his hand, and guided him to the vanity. "Now, the final touch." She applied gloss to his lips, making them shine with a subtle pink, and lined his eyes with black eyeliner, accentuating his gaze. "You look fucking hot," she confessed, her voice husky. In her mind, a fleeting thought crossed: this awakened something in her, a deep desire for control, for seeing him like this, submissive and pretty. It wasn’t just a game; it excited her more than she admitted.

Ethan looked at her, his blush spreading down his neck. "Dahlia, this is... intense." But his body betrayed him; the semi-erection was now full, visible beneath the skirt.

She couldn’t help herself. Her eyes dropped to his crotch, and a wicked smile curved her lips. "Oh, princess... look what I’ve done to you." She called him "princess" for the first time, and the word hung in the air, charged with eroticism. Dahlia knelt again, her hands sliding up his fishnet-covered thighs. "I can’t resist you like this." She lowered the lingerie just enough to free his erect member, and without further preamble, she took it into her mouth.

Ethan gasped, his hands gripping the vanity. "Dahlia... God..." The warmth of her mouth enveloped him, her tongue swirling expertly around the tip. She looked up at him from below, her eyes full of desire, sucking with deliberate slowness that made his knees tremble. "You’re my princess today," she murmured against his skin before taking more of him in. Ethan felt a surge of pleasure mixed with shame; the feminine clothes, the nickname, everything made it more intense. His hips moved involuntarily, pushing toward her, but Dahlia controlled the rhythm, her hands on his thighs, lightly scratching the fishnet of the stockings.

It didn’t last long; the erotic charge of the moment pushed him to the edge. "Dahlia, I’m going to..." he moaned, and she sped up, sucking harder until he spilled into her mouth, an orgasm that left him trembling. She stood up, licking her lips with a satisfied smile. "Delicious, princess. But we’re not done."

Before Ethan could recover, Dahlia tossed him onto the bed with playful strength. He fell onto the sheets, the skirt riding up and exposing his stockings. She stripped quickly, her curvy, confident body contrasting with his vulnerability. "Now let me ride you like you deserve," she whispered, climbing on top of him. Her breasts brushed his crop top as she positioned herself, guiding his still-sensitive member inside her.

Ethan moaned, his hands on her hips. "Dahlia... this is crazy." But his arousal returned with force, the lace brushing his skin as she began to move. Dahlia rode him at a slow rhythm at first, leaning down to kiss him, her tongue invading his mouth as if claiming possession. "Feel how I take you, princess. You’re so pretty like this, with your skirt and your makeup." Her words were teasing, charged with power, and Ethan surrendered to the pleasure, his hips lifting to meet hers. She picked up the pace, her moans filling the room, her nails digging into his chest through the top. "Yes, like that... give me everything."

Dahlia’s orgasm came first, her body trembling over him, gripping him tightly. Ethan followed seconds later, a second climax that left him exhausted and panting. She collapsed onto his chest, laughing softly. "That was... incredible. I’ve never seen you so surrendered."

They got up slowly, Dahlia fixing her own makeup in the mirror before turning back to him. "Now, let me touch you up, princess." She applied more gloss to his lips, swollen from kisses, adjusted the eyeliner, and smoothed the skirt. Ethan looked at himself, still flushed, the lingerie damp with sweat and desire. "Ready. No one will know what happened here... except us."

Ethan sighed, standing up. "Fine, let’s go to the plaza and get this over with as soon as possible. I hate this tradition; it makes me feel like a trophy on display."

Dahlia took his hand, her expression playful but with a hint of something deeper. "You look too good, sweetheart... maybe this isn’t just a joke." The sentence hung in the air as they opened the door, the bustle of the city filtering in like an omen. Ethan felt a shiver; Liberation Day was just beginning, and something in the pink, oppressive air told him it wouldn’t be a day like any other.


CHAPTER 2 Media Coverage

Ethan and Dahlia went down the building’s stairs, the echo of their footsteps resonating in the narrow hallway. The morning air seeped in through the main door, heavy with the distant bustle of the city awakening to Liberation Day. Ethan nervously adjusted the pleated mini skirt, feeling the fabric brush against his thighs covered in fishnet stockings. Each step was a reminder of his vulnerability, but Dahlia’s recent touch was still pulsing on his skin, a residual warmth that made him blush. She walked beside him, her hand intertwined with his, her light laughter cutting through the tension.

"Relax, princess," Dahlia whispered, leaning in to kiss him on the cheek. "You look irresistible. If you weren’t mine, I’d nominate you myself just to watch you parade on the show." Her tone was playful, flirtatious, with that hint of possession that always excited him. Ethan felt a flutter in his stomach, remembering how minutes earlier she had called him that while devouring him in bed.

"Don’t joke about that," he replied, trying to sound serious, but his voice came out husky, betrayed by the memory of her mouth on him.

Dahlia squeezed his hand, her thumb stroking the back of his hand with deliberate slowness. "Oh, love, it’s just one day. Besides, look around: everyone takes it lightly now. It’s been so long since the Dark Age that it’s already part of pop culture."

On the street, the spectacle enveloped them immediately. The sidewalks were decorated with pink balloons and glowing signs that read "Bloom with Pride!" and "Equality in Heels." Giant screens mounted on building façades broadcast live media coverage, with glamorous presenters commenting on the event as if it were a national holiday. Ethan and Dahlia stopped in front of one of them, joining a group of passersby watching with amused smiles. The screen showed Ava Monroe, the iconic host of The Sissy Trials, with her perfect smile and a tight dress that accentuated every curve.

"Welcome to Liberation Day, dear viewers!" Ava exclaimed, her voice amplified by street speakers. "Today, we remember how we overcame the Dark Age, that chaotic era when unchecked machismo brought us to the brink of the abyss. Now, with this beautiful tradition, we celebrate performative equality. All men between 18 and 25 must join the fun: dress like girls and go out to shine! It’s a playful reminder that control is shared, isn’t it adorable?"

The camera cut to a panel of female experts in a sunny studio, laughing as they shared anecdotes. A blonde woman wearing a pink pearl necklace tilted her head coquettishly. "Absolutely, Ava. What started as a measure of social re-education has become so normalized that now it’s like Valentine’s Day: everyone participates with a smile. I remember when it was controversial, but now we women see it as a harmless joke. Who hasn’t played at 'nominating' a man just out of curiosity?"

Another panelist, a brunette with lips painted deep red, nodded enthusiastically. "Exactly! The other day, at a dinner with friends, we nominated our husbands on the show’s app, just for laughs. Imagine it: you sign the digital application, upload a photo of him in heels, and that’s it. It’s so easy that even mothers do it with their adult sons. 'Just to see what happens,' they say. Of course, we know it’s unlikely they’ll be chosen; they prioritize problematic macho men, the ones who cause trouble at work or on the street. But there’s always a small margin, right? That thrill of 'what if?' makes the day exciting."

The studio audience applauded, and the screen showed viral clips: women in cafés laughing as they filled out forms on their phones. A young woman wearing a low-cut top posed for the camera. "I’m nominating my boyfriend because he looks so cute in a skirt. But don’t worry, it’s just a joke! The algorithm picks the ones who 'need' re-education." Another, a middle-aged mother, winked. "I signed up my 20-year-old son out of curiosity. He knows I love him, but can you imagine him on the Sissy Trials? It would be hilarious. Though honestly, with his sweet attitude, they’d never choose him."

Ethan felt a chill run down his spine, despite the morning sun. The "Sissy Trials": a maze of televised humiliations where those selected lost their identity step by step. But the women on the screen treated it like a joke, their coquettish, light laughter, as if nominating someone were as innocent as sending a meme. Around them on the street, a group of young girls watched the broadcast, whispering to each other.

"Look at that one, she nominated her brother," one of them said, pointing at the screen with a pink-painted nail. "I did it with my ex. It’d be the perfect revenge, but in a playful way."

Her friend laughed, adjusting her short skirt. "Totally, it’s unlikely. They prioritize toxic alpha males. My boyfriend is as sweet as candy; they’d never touch him. But imagine it: him in lingerie, parading around… mmm, hot."

Dahlia moved closer to Ethan, her body pressing subtly against his, her hand sliding down to his waist to adjust the crop top. "Listen to that, love. They all take it lightly. It’s like a national flirting game." Her fingers brushed his exposed skin, sending a spark of desire that made him shift. "Though, if I nominated you... you’d look so sexy on the show. Imagine it: me watching you from home, biting my lip while they mold you."

Ethan looked at her, his heart racing from the mix of fear and excitement. "Don’t joke, Dahlia. I know very well that neither you nor my mother would sign that application. Never. My mom always says I’m 'the good one' in the family, and you... you love me just the way I am." He felt secure in that; his mother, a conservative but loving woman, had raised him with tenderness, and Dahlia was his absolute ally. There was no machismo in him, only sensitivity. The algorithm prioritized the problematic ones: abusers, shouters, those who still embodied the evils of the Dark Age.

Dahlia kissed him on the lips, a slow, coquettish kiss that drew the attention of passersby. "Of course not, princess." Her hand slid discreetly downward, brushing the hem of his skirt, and Ethan felt his member react beneath the lingerie, a shameful pulse that made him blush.

"Dahlia, please... we’re in public," he murmured, but his voice was weak, heavy with desire. The media coverage continued on the screen, now showing a montage of men walking through the streets in feminine outfits, some exaggerating with coquettish poses and playful gestures, others nervous like him. A live reporter interviewed a couple: the woman, with a mischievous smile, confessed, "I nominate my husband every year as a joke. It adds a spicy touch to our relationship. Imagine him in the Sissy Trials, learning to be submissive... mmm, who wouldn’t want that?"

The man beside her, dressed in a tight blouse, laughed nervously. "It’s terrifying, but exciting. You know it’s unlikely, almost impossible, so you take it as a game."

Ethan reflected as they continued walking toward the central plaza, where they had to register their attendance to comply with the law. Most women saw it as a light joke, a collective flirtation that normalized humiliation. They signed applications out of curiosity, laughing in groups, but always with the disclaimer: "It’s unlikely." They prioritized the machists, the ones who "needed" a lesson. He wasn’t that; he was shy, vulnerable, loved. With that thought, he steeled himself: just one more year of this. The next Liberation Day would be the last before turning 26, and then the fear that gripped all men between 18 and 25, that subtle dread of being "chosen," would disappear forever.

Dahlia pulled him out of his thoughts, stopping to adjust his stockings once more, her fingers sliding up his thigh in a deliberate brush. "You’re tense, love. Let me relax you." Her voice was a coquettish whisper, and Ethan felt the heat rise up his neck. The plaza was close now, the growing bustle: marches, drones buzzing, women taking photos. They would register their attendance and return home, where he could take off these clothes... or maybe leave them on a little longer, just for her.

But in the air, a drone passed close by, its lens briefly focusing on their faces. Dahlia laughed, but a flicker of doubt crossed her mind, fleeting like a secret.


CHAPTER 3 The Mistake

The central plaza was a sea of pink and noise. Thousands of people crowded under the midday sun, young men in mandatory feminine outfits mingling with women who photographed, laughed, and commented without disguise. The main stage, elevated and surrounded by giant screens, presided over the space like a modern altar. Drones buzzed in the air, capturing perfect angles for the national broadcast. Ethan and Dahlia had arrived half an hour earlier, scanned their attendance code at one of the digital kiosks, and now only wanted to complete the formality and go back home.

Ethan squeezed Dahlia’s hand tightly, fingers interlaced like an anchor. He breathed deeply, trying to ignore the din. The pleated mini skirt rode up with every nervous movement, and he felt eyes lingering on his legs wrapped in fishnet stockings. Dahlia, beside him, brushed against him now and then with her hip, a reassuring gesture that also subtly excited him, reminding him of the intensity of that morning.

On the stage, Ava Monroe shone under the spotlights. Her silver dress hugged every curve, and her smile was so perfect it seemed carved. "And now, dear viewers, the moment we’ve all been waiting for!" she announced in a syrupy voice. "The final draw of Liberation Day. A group of lucky ones will be selected today to join The Sissy Trials and blossom before millions of eyes."

The crowd roared. Ethan did not even look up. He closed his eyes for a second, focusing on the warmth of Dahlia’s palm as the ceremony advanced toward its close.

Ava continued in her playful tone. "Almost all the names have already been announced… and now, the last candidate of the day!"

An electronic drumroll thundered through the speakers. Ethan felt Dahlia squeeze his hand in response, a gesture of solidarity. He paid no attention to the previous names; they were always guys who, according to rumors, had shown problematic attitudes, small macho incidents flagged by the algorithm. He was not like that. No one close to him would have nominated him. It was impossible.

"Ethan Hale!" Ava proclaimed, her voice resonating like a sweet thunderclap. "Congratulations, gorgeous! You have been selected!"

The world stopped.

Ethan’s eyes flew open. At first he thought he had misheard. Then the name echoed across the entire plaza, amplified by hundreds of speakers. He slowly lifted his gaze to the nearest screen, and there it was: his own image, captured seconds earlier by a drone, filling the entire giant surface. His boyish face, made up with gloss and eyeliner, his big eyes wide with disbelief, the pleated skirt fluttering slightly, the stockings highlighting his legs. Below, in bright pink letters: ETHAN HALE – OFFICIAL CANDIDATE.

A collective gasp rippled through the crowd, followed by applause and cheers. "So cute!" shouted a nearby girl. "He’s perfect!" exclaimed another, already recording with her phone.

Ethan felt the ground give way beneath him. "No… this can’t be," he murmured, his voice barely audible. Dahlia, at his side, had gone rigid, her hand still gripping his, but now with a tremor she could not hide.

Before he could process it, a circle of Reality agents appeared among the crowd. Shiny magenta-and-silver uniforms, badges with the show’s logo, professional yet smiling expressions. Six of them, forming a human corridor that parted the crowd with relentless courtesy.

"Ethan Hale," said the lead agent, a tall woman with her hair pulled back into a perfect ponytail. "You have been officially selected. Please come with us."

Ethan instinctively stepped back. "Wait… this is a mistake. It has to be a mistake." His voice came out high and shaky, picked up by the ambient microphones and projected onto the screens. The entire plaza could hear his plea.

Dahlia finally reacted. She stepped in front of him, arms outstretched like a shield. "No! Let him go! I didn’t sign anything! This can’t be happening!" Her voice broke, her eyes filling with sudden tears. She tried to cling to Ethan’s arm, but two agents pulled her aside gently but firmly.

The crowd, instead of protesting, erupted in enthusiasm. Phones held high, flashes, cheers of encouragement. "He’s perfect for the show!" shouted a fan. "Look at those legs!" commented another. "Bloom, baby!"

Suddenly, the air filled with a holographic glow. Above the plaza, three meters off the ground, the projected figure of Ava Monroe appeared, gigantic and radiant. Her smile was the same as always, charismatic, almost maternal.

"Dear audience!" the hologram announced, her voice enveloping everything. "Ethan Hale has been selected thanks to the application signed by his girlfriend, Dahlia Hartmann. A gesture of love and trust that the algorithm has interpreted as perfect! Congratulations to the couple!"

Ethan’s world shattered.

"What…?" he whispered, turning toward Dahlia. She stared at him in horror, shaking her head frantically.

"No! I didn’t sign anything! Ethan, I swear I didn’t…!"

Ethan protested more forcefully. "It’s a mistake! She didn’t do it! Please, check the records!" His body was visibly trembling; the cameras captured everything: the blush spreading down his neck, his glassy eyes, the skirt fluttering with every nervous movement. Within seconds, his shaking image was already circulating on social media as an instant meme: the pretty boy who couldn’t believe his luck.

The women around him chanted, "Bloom, boy! Bloom!"

The agents did not wait any longer. Two of them took his arms with professional gentleness. Ethan tried to resist, but it was useless. From a compartment on her belt, the lead agent pulled out a pair of shiny pink cuffs, designed especially for the show’s protocol: soft to the touch, but with an unbreakable electronic lock.

"For safety and protocol," she explained in a neutral voice as she fastened them around his wrists. The metallic click echoed in his mind like a sentence.

Dahlia screamed his name, struggling against the agents holding her back. "Ethan! Don’t take him! Please!" Tears streamed down her cheeks, her voice broken. But the crowd drowned her out with applause and excited laughter.

An official transport, a long pearl-pink vehicle bearing the Reality logo, pushed its way through the crowd and stopped a few meters away. The side door slid open automatically, revealing a pastel-lit interior.

Ethan was guided, almost dragged, toward it. His heels stumbled on the pavement; an agent held him by the waist to keep him from falling, a gesture the cameras captured as "affectionate." The entire plaza cheered.

Dahlia ran after him, but a barrier of agents stopped her. "Ethan! I’m going to get you out of there! I promise!" Her voice broke into a sob.

Ethan turned his head one last time. His eyes met hers through the crowd. Horror, confusion, betrayal… and something else he couldn’t name. Then they pushed him into the transport. The door closed with a soft hiss.

Inside, the silence was deafening. The internal screens were already displaying his face on a loop, with the text: WELCOME, ETHAN HALE. NEXT STOP: YOUR NEW LIFE.

Outside, Dahlia collapsed to her knees in the plaza, crying as the crowd celebrated around her.


CHAPTER 4 The Transport

The transport pulled away from the plaza with a soft hum, leaving behind the cheers and chaos. Ethan Hale sank into the padded seat, the pink handcuffs still cinched around his wrists, a cold, smooth reminder of his new reality. The interior of the vehicle was a world unto itself: walls in pastel shades of pink and lavender, dim lighting that cast an ethereal glow, as if he were inside a cotton candy bubble. Flat screens covered the surfaces, emitting a constant stream of propaganda from the Reality Sissy Show. Catchy music floated through the air, repetitive and seductive lyrics whispering promises: "Surrender to pink, feel the flow, free your being, let it flow...".

Two female agents flanked him, their shiny uniforms hugging their curves, professional expressions with a coquettish touch to their smiles. "Relax, candidate," said one of them, a woman with short blonde hair and lips painted a deep pink. "This is just the beginning of your liberation." They guided him with firm but gentle hands toward a central seat, securing him with soft straps that tightened around his waist and thighs, brushing the pleated mini skirt and fishnet stockings. The touch was almost affectionate, as if they were tucking him in for a nap, but Ethan felt panic rise in his throat.

"Please... this is a mistake," he begged, his voice trembling as the straps closed with a soft click. "Dahlia didn’t sign anything. I’m not one of those chauvinists! Let me go!" He tried to struggle, but the handcuffs limited his movements, and the agents only smiled, as if his resistance were part of the charm.

The blonde offered him a bottle of water, the crystal-clear liquid with a faint pink tint. "Drink this, pretty. It will help you calm down. It’s just hydration with a relaxing touch, courtesy of the show." Her voice was coquettish, her eyes roaming over his femininely dressed body, lingering on his exposed legs. Ethan shook his head, but the other agent, a brunette with dark, provocative eyes, insisted, leaning close so that her floral perfume invaded his space.

"Come on, don’t be shy," the brunette murmured, brushing his arm with her fingers. "All the candidates drink a little. Look at the screens; you’ll see how good it feels afterward." Ethan looked, unable to resist. The screens showed clips of past transformations: men like him, at first nervous and resistant, now "liberated." One appeared in a chastity device, a pink, shiny apparatus that enclosed his member, humiliated before cameras as he moaned with forced pleasure. Another contestant, with anal plugs clinically inserted, writhed in a similar chair, his doll-like face contorted in a mix of shame and ecstasy. "Feel the pink inside you," the voice-over said, seductive and sticky like the background music.

Ethan felt a knot in his stomach: pure disgust, mixed with an involuntary curiosity that embarrassed him. Why was his body reacting with a tingle in his groin? The pink lace lingerie still brushed against his sensitive skin, a reminder of the morning with Dahlia, but now twisted by this horror. "No... please, stop this," he pleaded, but the blonde pressed the bottle against his lips.

"Drink, sweetie. I promise you’ll feel better." Her tone was playful, almost maternal, but with an erotic subtext that made him feel exposed. Ethan gave in, drinking small sips at first, then more, the cool, slightly sweet water sliding down his throat. The information bombardment continued: screens showing testimonials from former contestants, now "liberated sissies," posing in provocative outfits, talking about how the show had "awakened their true selves." The music insisted: "Surrender to pink, let it possess you, feel the pleasure in every rose...".

Little by little, the world grew blurry. Ethan felt heat rising through his body, a relaxant that was not just water. His eyelids grew heavy, but he still begged: "It’s a mistake... Dahlia... please, take me back..." The agents watched him with coquettish smiles, one of them adjusting his skirt so it lay perfectly, brushing his inner thighs accidentally, or not.

"Close your eyes, candidate," the brunette whispered, her warm breath in his ear. "Dream of your new life. You’re so pretty... the audience will love you." Ethan struggled, but exhaustion overcame him. His eyes closed, and sleep dragged him under like a pink tide.

In the dream, everything was distorted, a perverted echo of the morning. He was back in the apartment, but now the room was bathed in pink lights, like the interior of the transport. Dahlia was straddling him, her curvy, dominant body pressing against his, but the roles had been reversed. He was dressed as a complete sissy: more elaborate lace lingerie, a tight corset cinching his waist, stockings with garters and high heels that made him feel vulnerable and exposed. His member was locked inside a pink chastity device, throbbing uselessly against the metal.

"Dahlia... please, free me," he begged in the dream, his voice high and trembling as she tied him to the bed with soft, pink ribbons. His wrists were immobilized above his head, the skirt riding up to reveal his chastity. Dahlia laughed, a coquettish, malicious laugh that aroused him despite the panic.

"Oh, princess... free you? But you look so pretty like this," she replied, her fingers stroking his hair, combing it into feminine waves. She leaned over him, her breasts brushing his crop top, her perfume enveloping him.
Ethan shook his head, confused. "No... I don’t... please, Dahlia, this is a mistake." But his body betrayed his words; the chastity kept him on edge, a pulse of involuntary desire growing with every touch.
Dahlia stood up for a moment, reaching for something on the nightstand: a pink, shiny dildo, soft to the touch but imposing. "Shhh, sissy. No more protests." She brought it to his lips, pressing the tip against them. "Open your mouth, love. Show me what a good girl you are."
Ethan didn’t understand why, but he obeyed. His lips parted, and the dildo slid inside, filling his mouth with an artificial, sweet taste. Dahlia guided it gently, her hand at the base pushing and pulling in a slow, coquettish rhythm. "That’s it, princess... suck properly. Feel how I fill you." Her other fingers stroked his hair, tangling in the strands, tugging softly to guide him.
He moaned around the object, an involuntary blowjob that embarrassed and aroused him at the same time. Why was he doing this? The dream drove him, his tongue instinctively swirling, sucking with more enthusiasm as Dahlia praised him. "What a good sissy you are... look at how you take it. So obedient, so pretty." Her voice was husky, heavy with desire, as she straddled him again, rubbing against his locked chastity, her hips moving in an erotic dance.
Ethan felt the pleasure building, a heat spreading from his mouth to his groin, the dildo sliding deeper under Dahlia’s guidance. "Yes, love... swallow for me. You’re perfect like this, my little sissy." She sped up the rhythm, her caresses in his hair becoming possessive, pulling to control every movement. He surrendered to the dream, sucking fervently, muffled moans escaping as his body trembled with repressed desire.
Dahlia moaned too, her pleasure evident. "Feel the pink inside you, princess... surrender." The climax in the dream was imminent, a whirlwind of shame and ecstasy...
Ethan woke up gasping, the transport still in motion. The screens continued with their kink clips, the music insisting on "surrendering to pink." The agents watched him with knowing smiles, as if they knew exactly what he had dreamed. "We’ll be there soon, candidate," said the blonde, adjusting his skirt once more with a coquettish brush. "Your new life awaits you."
The vehicle stopped in front of the mega complex. Thousands were shouting his name outside.


CHAPTER 5 The Candidate Gallery

The transport came to a stop with a hydraulic sigh in front of the mega complex The Sissy Trials. Ethan could hear the distant roar of thousands of voices, an ocean of enthusiasm waiting for him. The doors opened, and sunlight blinded him for an instant. Before he could process anything, the agents unfastened him with expert movements and guided him down a private corridor, away from the main crowd. Their heels echoed on the polished floor as they led him into a climate-controlled waiting room, with tinted glass walls and plush pale pink seating.

"Sit here for a moment, pretty," said the blonde agent, settling him onto a circular sofa. "Ava is going to present this year’s candidates live. All the new ones have to watch her. It’s tradition." She winked before disappearing with her partner, leaving Ethan alone, handcuffs still on, in front of a giant screen that turned on automatically.

The national broadcast began with fanfare. The main stage of the complex appeared in all its splendor: pink lights, dancing drones, a frenzied audience waving flags with the show’s logo. At the center, Ava Monroe shone like a goddess of spectacle. Her dress was a tight design of pearlescent pink latex that left little to the imagination, with a deep neckline and side slits that showed off her endless legs. Her blonde hair fell in perfect waves, and her smile was as sweet as it was venomous.

"Welcome, dear viewers, to the official launch of the new season of The Sissy Trials!" Ava exclaimed, her enveloping voice filling the room. "This year we have an exquisite selection: fresh candidates, adorable boys that the algorithm has chosen to blossom before your eyes. Let’s meet them one by one!"

The screen split into sections, showing giant photos of each participant in their Liberation Day outfit, captured at the moment of selection. Ava walked across the stage with feline grace, pointing to each image as she spoke in that coquettish, innuendo-laden tone that drove the audience wild.

"Let’s start with our first candidate: Tyler Voss, 24 years old, former college athlete," Ava announced, and the photo of a tall, dark-haired guy with a square jaw and muscular body appeared on screen. He was dressed in a black-and-red lingerie set, a short skirt and thigh-high stockings that highlighted his powerful legs. His expression was a mix of fury and shame. "Tyler was nominated by his ex-girlfriend, who claimed his 'wardrobe machismo' needed an urgent lesson. Look at those legs! The audience is already voting for intensive posture training. He’s going to look divine in high heels!"

The crowd roared. Ethan felt a shiver; Tyler looked like the kind of guy he never imagined would end up here.

"Next: Liam Park, 21 years old, art student," Ava continued with a playful laugh. The image showed a young Asian man with delicate features, long black hair, and expressive eyes. He was wearing a sheer pink babydoll and lace-trimmed socks. "Liam was signed up by his mother, who commented that her son was 'too sensitive for his own good' and needed to 'bring out his feminine side.' How sweet! The algorithm detected extremely high potential for artistic makeup. Imagine him with red lips and smoky eyes... mmm, irresistible."

The crowd applauded, and Ethan noticed how Ava bit her lip as she described him, as if she genuinely enjoyed the idea.

"Third on the list: Noah Rivera, 23 years old, bartender," Ava went on, running her finger across the screen. Noah was Latino, bronzed skin, an easy smile (though in the photo he looked terrified), dressed in a corset that accentuated his waist and a tulle skirt that barely covered him. "Noah was nominated by a group of regular female patrons at his bar, who signed collectively after a night of jokes. They said his 'excessive flirting with women' needed to be redirected. The audience is already asking for pink chastity for him! But those hips... perfect for learning how to sway."

Ethan swallowed. Each description was more explicit, more loaded with erotic promises. The audience shouted lewd suggestions, and Ava picked them up with delight.

"Fourth candidate: Ryan Keller, 25 years old, software engineer," Ava said, and the image showed a tall, slim blond guy with glasses that gave him an intellectual air. He was wearing a French maid outfit: short apron, stockings with garters, and a lace choker. "Ryan was signed up by his older sister, who claimed his 'dominant attitude at family gatherings' was a disguise. The algorithm agrees: extremely high potential for obedience! There are already massive votes for training plugs. He’s going to be such an obedient little doll!"

The crowd erupted in cheers. Ethan felt his own body react against his will: the lingerie he was still wearing brushed against his skin, and Ava’s descriptions, so coquettish, so detailed, awakened a shameful curiosity that horrified him.

"And finally..." Ava made a dramatic pause, turning toward the main camera with a smile that promised sin. "...our fifth and most beloved candidate of the year: Ethan Hale, 24 years old, university student!"

The screen filled with Ethan’s image, taken in the plaza: baby-faced features, big eyes full of disbelief, gloss shining on his lips, perfect eyeliner, the pleated mini skirt fluttering, the crop top outlining his athletic torso, and the fishnet stockings highlighting his smooth legs. The photo was devastatingly feminine, and the audience went wild.

"Behold, dears! Ethan is the dream of every season!" Ava exclaimed, stepping closer to the image and tracing the outline of his projected figure with her finger. "Angelic face, moldable body, sensitivity right at the surface. He was nominated by his girlfriend, Dahlia Hartmann, who, according to records, signed the digital request months ago. What a bold gesture of love! The algorithm flagged him as an ideal candidate: with a serious macho history, but extremely high erotic potential. Those legs! That waist! That confused little princess face!"

Ethan felt the air leave his lungs. The waiting room seemed to spin. Ava continued, her voice dropping to an intimate, seductive tone:

"The audience is already voting on names for him: Holly, Lily, Chloe... It sounds so sweet, so submissive! Imagine him in pink chastity, training plugs, permanent makeup... learning to kneel, to serve, to moan with that soft little voice. He’s going to break ratings records! He’s the kind of sissy we all want to see bloom!"

The crowd chanted his name: "E-than! E-than!"

"My dears, this year we have a perfect mix: the rebellious athlete, the sensitive artist, the redeemed flirt, the repressed dominant... and our little angel Ethan, who will steal everyone’s heart. Voting for the first trials is now open! Immediate chastity? Posture training? First session with Mistress Jade? You decide!"

The screen showed a rapid montage of the five candidates, their photos layered with pink effects, hearts, and phrases like "Bloom for us" and "Surrender to pleasure." Ethan appeared in the center, his image enlarged, with a digital glow that made his lips and eyes stand out.

Ava closed with a mischievous smile: "Welcome to the hottest season in history. These five boys are going to lose everything: name, pride, control... and they’re going to gain something much better. See you at the live trials!"

The broadcast cut to commercials, but Ethan’s room remained silent. He stayed staring at the darkened screen, his heart pounding wildly. Ava’s words echoed in his head: "Nominated by his girlfriend... Dahlia Hartmann." It couldn’t be true. Dahlia wouldn’t do that. Never.


CHAPTER 6 Welcome to the Complex

The warm air hit him first, heavy with the collective perfume of thousands of excited bodies, mixed with sweet notes of cotton candy and floral lotions. But what truly overwhelmed him was the sound: a deafening roar of mostly female voices, and some male ones, screaming, cheering, calling out names. "Ethan! Tyler! Bloom, boys!" The Sissy Trials complex rose before him like a living monument to institutionalized femininity, an endless mansion that seemed to stretch to the horizon.

It was massive, an architectural colossus of soft curves and elegant lines, all wrapped in shades of pink and pastel colors that hurt the eyes with their excessive sweetness. Rounded towers with heart-shaped domes, façades adorned with simulated marble lace, tinted windows reflecting the sun like glossed lips. The main building connected to side wings through transparent skybridges, and at the center, an open atrium with fountains gushing pink water. It seemed infinite, a labyrinth designed to get lost in pleasure and humiliation. Cameras on every corner, drones buzzing like mechanical bees, capturing every angle, every sigh. Giant screens on the exterior walls looped the candidates’ presentations, with Ethan’s image occupying a prominent place: his pleated skirt fluttering, his fishnet-clad legs shining under the sun.

Outside, the fan area was packed. Thousands of women and some men dressed in support crowded behind neon-pink security barriers, waving handmade signs: "Ethan Hale, my favorite sissy!", "Chastity for Ethan!", "Bloom, princess!". Many wore official merchandise: T-shirts with prints from past seasons, caps with kitty ears, bracelets vibrating with live voting notifications. The passion was palpable, feverish; they followed the show like a cult, debating in groups about who would break first, who would moan the prettiest during the trials.

"Look, there comes one!" shouted a young fan with pink-dyed hair and a crop top similar to Ethan’s. "It’s Ethan! So cute! Those legs... I want to vote for plugs right now!"

Her friends laughed, pulling out their phones to record. "Yes! Imagine him kneeling, in pink chastity! He’s going to be the star of the season!"

Ethan felt fear sink into his stomach like a sharp stiletto heel. He had never thought he would be chosen on Liberation Day. He was a normal, shy student, with a girlfriend who loved him... or so he thought. Now, dressed in pink lace lingerie, fishnet stockings clinging to his thighs like a treacherous second skin, a pleated mini skirt that barely covered him and a crop top outlining his pectorals in a provocative way, he felt exposed, vulnerable, an object on display. Shame burned in his cheeks, a blush the cameras captured and amplified. His member, still sensitive from the morning with Dahlia, brushed against the delicate fabric with every step.

The agents gently pushed him forward, their hands on his waist and lower back, professional touches with a coquettish undertone that made him tremble. "Walk pretty, candidate," the blonde murmured, her warm breath in his ear. "The audience is devouring you with their eyes." They guided him along an elevated, glass-walled walkway that crossed above the crowd. Below, the fans went wild, jumping to touch the glass.

"Ethan! Look at us! You’re so pretty!" shouted a middle-aged woman holding a sign. "Move those hips, baby! Show us what Dahlia saw in you!"

Ethan tried to ignore them, but a drone descended, focusing on his babyish face, his glossed lips shining, the eyeliner still perfect despite the sweat. Another giant screen on the façade replayed the loop: his capture in the plaza, his trembling protest, and now this. The skirt lifted accidentally with a burst of artificial wind, generated by fans for “dramatic effect,” briefly exposing the lingerie and his thighs. The crowd howled with delight.

"Oops! What a sexy little accident!" commented a fan live, her voice amplified by a reporter’s microphone. "Look at that lace! I vote for more accidents like that!"

The agents laughed softly, one of them adjusting the skirt with fingers that brushed far too close to his crotch. "Relax, pretty. It’s part of the show. You look delicious like this, all flushed and confused."

They pushed him through internal corridors, pastel walls lined with mirrors reflecting his image over and over: a pretty boy forced to be a girl, unsteady heels making his hips sway naturally, femininely. Hidden cameras recorded every step, drones following them like shadows. Merchandise everywhere: display cases with chastity devices on exhibit, plugs of various sizes labeled “Best Seller,” personalized lingerie with the names of former contestants. “Buy your favorite sissy’s look,” read a sign with a model posing submissively.

Ethan panted, fear mixing with an erotic shame he couldn’t control. "Please... let me go. This can’t be happening," he whispered, but the agents ignored him, guiding him toward a double arched door in pink, adorned with giant bows.

The crowd outside kept screaming, their passion a wall of sound. "Ethan! We love you! Break pretty for us!" It was a cult, women of all ages obsessed with the process: the capture, the stripping away, the transformation. Some wore T-shirts with photos of Lacey Greer, a veteran sissy who had embraced the system and was now an icon.

Suddenly, on a side monitor, Lacey herself appeared, in a prerecorded interview. Adorable, with flawless makeup, an extravagant sissy outfit: a corset accentuating implanted curves, a tutu skirt, and platform heels. "New candidates, welcome!" she said in a honeyed, venomous voice. "I started just like you: scared, resisting. But look at me now... Embrace the pink. It’s pure pleasure."

Ethan was finally pushed into the main interior, a vast lobby with a pink marble floor, columns carved with floral motifs, and cameras on the ceiling like watchful eyes. VIP fans, the ones who paid for close access, watched from balconies, shouting suggestions.

"So cute! Ethan, turn for us! Show us that lace-covered butt!"

Shame washed over him like a hot wave. He had never imagined this: chosen, exposed, desired by thousands. His body betrayed him, a pulse in the lingerie reminding him of Dahlia’s touch, now perverted by this spectacle.

The agents stopped him in front of a monumental door. "This is where it really begins, candidate," said the brunette, her hand sliding down his back in a coquettish brush. "Mistress Jade will evaluate you. Be a good girl."

The door opened with a dramatic click. A figure entered: Mistress Jade Blackwell, impeccable in a black latex suit with pink accents, hair pulled into a severe bun, clinical eyes scanning him like a piece of moldable art. Her presence was pure domination, technical, professional.

"Welcome, Ethan Hale," she said in a cold but seductive voice, stepping closer. "Or whatever remains of you. We’re going to begin."


CHAPTER 7 The Cold Jade Hand

The monumental door closed behind Ethan with a dull echo, sealing his entry into the heart of the complex. The main lobby was a sanctuary of pink opulence: high ceilings with crystal chandeliers, polished marble floors that reflected every movement like a treacherous mirror, and walls adorned with digital murals displaying past transformations in infinite loops. Discreet cameras watched. Ethan was shoved into an adjoining room, more intimate but no less intimidating: a circular chamber with five raised platforms, each with a padded seat and soft straps hanging loose. The other candidates were already there, secured in their places, their expressions a tapestry of fear, rebellion, and resignation.

Tyler Voss, the ex-athlete, squirmed against the restraints, his muscles tense beneath the red and black lingerie, growling like a caged animal. Liam Park, the art student, kept his gaze lowered, his sheer pink babydoll revealing his pale, delicate skin. Noah Rivera, the bartender, tried a coquettish but failed smile, his tight corset outlining budding curves. Ryan Keller, the engineer, nervously adjusted his glasses, the French maid apron riding up with every ragged breath. And Ethan, now at the center, felt the weight of their eyes on him as the agents strapped him to the final platform. His fishnet stockings stretched tight against his thighs, the pleated mini skirt brushing his sensitive skin, a constant reminder of his exposure.

"Welcome, candidates," an amplified voice boomed from hidden speakers, Ava Monroe’s in a preprogrammed recording. "Mistress Jade Blackwell will evaluate you now. Remember: this is for your own good. Bloom for us." The audience outside, visible through tinted windows, continued screaming with passion, their voices a wall of collective desire.

The side door opened, and she entered: Mistress Jade Blackwell. Impeccable in her black latex suit with pink accents, the material clinging to her curves like a second skin, enhancing her firm breasts and wide hips. Her dark hair was pulled into a severe bun, makeup minimalistic but striking, dark red lips, eyes lined with surgical precision. She walked with deliberate steps, high heels clicking like a countdown clock. Jade was not just a trainer; she was the embodiment of clinical domination, and she enjoyed every second of it: the fear in their eyes, the rebellion in their postures, the vulnerability in their bodies. One way or another, she would feminize them all, molding them like erotic clay.

Behind her, Lacey Greer watched from an elevated balcony, her adorable and venomous silhouette outlined against the light. Dressed in an extravagant sissy outfit, a corset accentuating artificial curves, a pink tutu skirt, and platform heels, she smiled knowingly, her eyes shining with anticipation. Lacey was the mirror of success: she had embraced the system, thriving in her humiliation turned into power.

Jade began her round, stopping first in front of Tyler. She looked him up and down, her clinical eyes scanning his athletic form. "Tyler Voss," she said in a soft but authoritative voice, extending a gloved hand to touch his chin, forcing him to lift his head. "Strong bone structure, but moldable. Potential for a softer jaw with hormones." Her fingers slid down his neck, brushing his muscular chest. Tyler tensed, growling, "Let me go, bitch. Don’t touch me."

Jade laughed, a coquettish, cold sound. "Oh, a rebel... I love it when they resist. But obedience or public punishment, sweetheart. Imagine: tied up on the main stage, with the audience voting on your humiliation." She measured his hips with a tape measure, her hands grazing his inner thighs. "Potential for curves with intensive training. You’ll look delicious in a permanent corset." Tyler trembled, his rebellion cracking under the shame-laced touch, an electricity of involuntary desire and embarrassment. Jade relished it: fear was an aphrodisiac, resistance a game she always won.

Lacey, from above, commented with a smile, "He’ll break beautifully, Mistress. Like I did."

Jade moved on to Liam, the sensitive artist. "Liam Park," she murmured, touching his chin delicately. "Delicate features, perfect for permanent makeup." Liam did not resist; he only trembled, his eyes glassy. Jade measured his hips, her fingers pressing the sheer fabric of the babydoll, brushing his skin. "Slender body... ideal for subtle implants. You’ll become a living work of art, princess." Liam whimpered softly, a mix of terror and erotic curiosity. Jade smiled, enjoying his passive submission: "Absolute obedience, or the audience will see you cry live. Isn’t that exciting?"

Noah was next. "Noah Rivera," Jade said, lifting his chin with two fingers. "Coquettish smile... but we need more humility." Noah tried to joke, "Hey, beautiful, does this include massages?" Jade laughed, playful but sharp. "Oh, rascal... I love playful rebellion." She measured his hips, her hands sliding down his lower back, pressing against the corset. "Potential for hypnotic hip sway. With plugs and chastity, you’ll learn to truly serve." Noah shuddered, his member reacting involuntarily beneath the fabric, shame burning in his cheeks.

Ryan Keller trembled beneath his glasses. "Ryan Keller," Jade whispered, touching his chin. "Dominant intellect... but not for much longer." Ryan protested weakly: "This is illegal... let me go." Jade measured his hips with precision, her fingers exploring beneath the apron, brushing sensitive areas. "Potential for absolute obedience. With training, you will be the perfect maid." Ryan gasped, the touch sending shame-laced sparks through his body. Jade reveled in his fear.

Finally, Jade stopped in front of Ethan. The air thickened; the other candidates watched, the audience outside roaring through the screens. Lacey smiled from above, her voice chanting: "This one is my favorite, Mistress. So innocent..."

"Ethan Hale," Jade said, her voice a coquettish purr. She touched his chin with two gloved fingers, forcing him to look at her. "Ideal bone structure for molding... boyish face, perfect for full lips and long lashes." Ethan trembled, a pulse of shame and desire making him blush. "Please... this is a mistake," he begged, but Jade only smiled.

She measured his hips with the tape, her hands sliding down his stocking-covered thighs, brushing the pink lace lingerie. "Potential for exquisite curves with training. Athletic but delicate body... ideal for initial chastity and plugs." Ethan gasped, feeling an involuntary heat in his crotch, the skirt riding up slightly. Jade enjoyed it intensely: his pure fear, his erotic vulnerability.

Jade leaned close to his ear, her breath warm and coquettish: "We will break you beautifully... starting now."

Ethan felt the world spin, fear and desire intertwining into an erotic knot impossible to undo.


CHAPTER 8 Dahlia Against the State

Dahlia Hartmann ran through the crowded streets, the echo of the cheers from the plaza still ringing in her mind like a bad dream. The sun bathed the city in a festive pink, flags waving like promises of equality, but for her everything was a blur of panic and tears. Her tight top clung to her sweaty skin, her jeans rubbing against her thighs with every desperate stride. Ethan... her Ethan, torn from her side in the middle of the celebration. How had it happened? She hadn’t signed anything. She never would. But Ava’s hologram had said it: her signature, her nomination. A mistake, it had to be a mistake.

She arrived breathless at the state offices, a bureaucratic building of clean lines and pastel façades, with exterior screens broadcasting the sissy trials live. The crowd outside celebrated, women laughing with glasses of pink champagne in hand, commenting on the candidates as if it were a coquettish game. "Look at that Ethan, what a cute little ass in that skirt!" one exclaimed, biting her lip playfully. Dahlia ignored them, shoving the main door open forcefully.

The interior was a maze of cubicles lit by soft lights, female clerks in pink uniforms typing efficiently. Dahlia rushed up to the main counter, slamming her open palm against the glass. "I need to speak to someone! My boyfriend was selected by mistake! Ethan Hale!"

A middle-aged clerk, with lips painted a subtle red and a professional smile, looked up. "Calm down, ma’am. Liberation Day is a joyful event. What seems to be the problem?"

Dahlia leaned over the counter, tears streaming down her cheeks. "It’s a mistake! I didn’t sign any application. I would never do something like that! Please, show me the records."

The clerk sighed indulgently, as if this were routine. She typed on her terminal, and a holographic screen materialized between them: the official document, with Ethan’s name, his photo in that morning’s outfit, pleated skirt, fishnet stockings, tight crop top, and at the bottom, a digital signature: Dahlia Hartmann. "Here it is, miss. The application was properly processed and signed. The algorithm validated it along with his sexist background."

Dahlia felt the world tilt. "No! That’s not my signature! I never—!" Her voice broke into a sob. She clutched the counter, imagining Ethan alone, exposed, in that pink lingerie she herself had adjusted on him that morning. Hot tears fell onto the glass. "Please, it’s a mistake. He’s not sexist, he doesn’t need ‘reeducation’. Let him go!"

Another clerk approached, younger, with a coquettish haircut and heart-shaped earrings. "Miss, the system is infallible. If the signature is there, it’s because you delegated your feminine will. It’s a gesture of love, isn’t it? Many do it out of curiosity or to help them ‘bloom’." Her tone was playful, as if she were talking about a private erotic game.

Dahlia shook her head, her body wracked with sobs. "No! I love him just the way he is! This is cruel!" But the clerks only exchanged understanding looks, as if her desperation were an overreaction on a day of celebration.

Suddenly, a side door opened, and Victoria Steel entered. Elegant, icy, wearing a pearl-gray tailored suit that hugged her curves with corporate precision, platinum-blonde hair in a perfect bob, and blue eyes that cut like steel. She was the executive producer of the show, a familiar face from the broadcasts: pure power, no unnecessary emotion.

"Miss," Victoria said in a cool but smooth voice, approaching with measured steps. "I’ve been informed of your visit. Please, come to my office."

Dahlia followed her, unsteady, into a private room overlooking the complex. Screens on the walls showed live clips: candidates being evaluated, Jade touching their chins with that clinical, coquettish hand. Victoria sat behind a minimalist desk, gesturing to a chair. "Sit down. Explain your concern."

Dahlia collapsed into the chair, sobbing. "It’s a mistake! That signature isn’t mine. I would never enroll Ethan! Please, review it!"

Victoria typed briefly, projecting the hologram of the document. "The records show that the digital signature matches your biometric profile. It was sent from your device three months ago. Under the Female Delegation Act, any close woman—girlfriend, wife, mother—may enroll an eligible man without his explicit consent. It is considered an act of social justice, delegating the decision to the common good."

Dahlia jumped to her feet. "This is abuse! You’re ripping people out of their lives for an erotic spectacle disguised as equality! Ethan hasn’t done anything wrong!"

Victoria looked at her with an impassive expression, though a coquettish hint curved her subtle smile. "Abuse, you say. But it is social liberation. The Dark Age taught us that unchecked male control leads to chaos. This program reeducates, molds, transforms. Ethan will bloom, become something beautiful, submissive... desirable. Millions will watch him, vote on his chastity, his plugs, his makeup. Isn’t that exciting? Many women enjoy watching their partners ‘evolve’."

Dahlia felt a chill run through her. "No! I want him back! Please!"

Victoria leaned in slightly, her voice dropping to an intimate tone. "The law is clear: once selected, there is no appeal. The audience decides. But if it’s any consolation, your ‘signature’ was the perfect catalyst. Ethan has immense erotic potential: that boyish face, that athletic body... he will be a star."

At that moment, a flashback invaded Dahlia’s mind, a vivid memory charged with ambiguity. That morning, dressing him: her hands adjusting the fishnet stockings, brushing his inner thighs, feeling his semi-erection grow beneath the pink lace. "Ethan, love... your little ass in this skirt looks delicious," she had said, biting her lip with desire. Then, kneeling, taking him into her mouth, calling him "princess" as she sucked slowly, savoring his vulnerability. Riding him afterward, controlling the rhythm, her moans mixing with his. Had she enjoyed the power? That moment of intimate domination, seeing him submissive and pretty... was there a part of her that wanted him that way, exposed, molded? The doubt struck her like an erotic lash, a treacherous heat between her legs that filled her with shame.

"No... I didn’t...", Dahlia murmured, returning to the present, fresh tears spilling.

Victoria noticed her hesitation, smiling coldly. "Perhaps, deep down, you desired it. Many do. It’s coquettish, isn’t it? Watching them break and be reborn."

Dahlia stumbled out of the office, the final rejection echoing in her head. Outside, the press was waiting: reporters with pink microphones, cameras buzzing. "Did you enroll him out of jealousy? Was Ethan too ‘masculine’ for you?" one shouted, her voice playful but probing.

"How does it feel knowing he’ll be molded live? Tell us, Dahlia! Will you vote for his pink chastity?" added another, biting her lip with feigned excitement.

Dahlia pushed her way through, sobbing. But then she realized: to everyone else, it all seemed perfectly normal. The people around her didn’t understand her tears, her grief. Women walked by smiling, commenting on the show like coquettish entertainment. "How lucky for Ethan! He’ll bloom so prettily!" one said, adjusting her own top with a wink. This is what’s supposed to happen on Liberation Day: nominations, selections, transformations. It’s a day to celebrate, not to cry. Why was she sad? For them, it was an erotic ritual, a normalized game of power and desire. No one saw the abuse; only the "liberation."

Dahlia fell to her knees on the sidewalk, the pink world spinning around her. A notification popped up on her phone: an invitation from the Reality to appear live. "Tell your side... or join the fun."

Her inner ambiguity burned: had she enjoyed the power that morning? Did she secretly want to see him break?


CHAPTER 9 Naked, Shaved, Cataloged

The evaluation room transformed into a living stage as the lights intensified, a pink glow bathing everything like an erotic cotton-candy wash. Outside, the audience erupted in collective ecstasy: thousands of voices chanting names, voting on their devices with feverish fingers, commenting on social media with heart emojis and blowing kisses. "The feminization begins! Strip them already!" fans shouted, their coquettish laughter mixing with risqué suggestions. It was the official start of the Sissy Trials in their initial phase: physical stripping, where the candidates lost their masculine armor layer by layer, exposed like dolls ready to be dressed. Jade Blackwell, in her tight latex suit that accentuated every curve of her dominant body, smiled with clinical satisfaction, savoring the controlled chaos. Lacey Greer, from her balcony, clapped with venomous delight, her tutu skirt fluttering like a promise of what was to come.

"Dear audience," Ava Monroe announced through the screens, her voice syrupy and loaded with innuendo. "Welcome to the first step of the Sissy Trials: the initial stripping! Our candidates will be undressed, depilated, and completely shaved. Why? Because it’s easier to mold them that way, change their outfits, transform them into the little princesses they long to be. Vote now for the order: who goes first? Make it hot!"

The crowd roared, votes pouring in real time. The candidates’ platforms rotated slowly, exposing them to cameras from every angle: above, below, sides. Drones buzzed close, capturing intimate details for the broadcast. Jade approached with a team of assistants, women in tight pink uniforms, gloves on and gleaming tools in hand, ready for the ritual.

They started with Tyler Voss, the rebellious ex-athlete. "Tyler, love," Jade said in a coquettish but firm tone, her fingers unfastening his red-and-black lingerie. "Time to undress for the official photos." Tyler struggled against the restraints, growling, "Don’t touch me! This is bullshit!" But the assistants immobilized him with professional touches, removing each garment with deliberate slowness. His muscular body was left exposed, the cold of the air conditioning raising goosebumps on his skin. Cameras captured everything: his vulnerable hanging member, his tense pectorals, his powerful thighs. "What a cute macho!" an online fan commented, the chat exploding with emojis. "Shave him already, I want him smooth like a little doll!"

Tyler resisted, kicking when they brought out the depilatory creams and machines. "Please, no! Stop!" he shouted, but Jade laughed, applying the cream to his legs with expert hands, brushing sensitive areas. "Resist all you want, pretty. It only makes it more exciting." The depilation was meticulous: full body, from armpits to pubis, clumps falling like symbols of his lost masculinity. Then came the head shaving: the machine buzzing, dark hair coming off in tufts, leaving his scalp smooth and exposed. "Potential for perfect wigs," Jade murmured, running a hand over his shaved head, a touch that made him tremble with shame. The audience commented on measurements live: "Look at that broad chest! I vote for a tight corset!"

Tyler cried in the end, his rebellion broken into sobs, but Jade only smiled. "Good boy. Now you’re a blank canvas."

Next was Liam Park, the sensitive artist. Already trembling, he didn’t resist; he only begged in a high voice, "Please... don’t do this to me. It’s humiliating." Jade leaned close, her warm breath at his ear. "Oh, sweet Liam... humiliation is the first step toward pleasure." They stripped off his sheer babydoll, exposing his slender, pale body to the cold, cameras spinning to capture every angle: his narrow waist, his soft ass, his small member shrunk back in terror. "So delicate!" an online fan exclaimed. "Shave him gently, like a petal!"

Liam cried openly as they applied the depilatory cream, tears streaming down his cheeks as body hair dissolved. "Please, mom... get me out of here!" he sobbed, thinking of his nominator. Jade soothed him with coquettish touches, brushing his now-smooth skin. "Shhh, princess. You’ll look so pretty without hair." The head shaving was quick: his long black hair falling in a cascade, leaving a vulnerable scalp. The audience commented: "Perfect measurements for makeup! I vote for pink lips!"

Noah Rivera, the flirtatious bartender, tried to resist with humor. "Hey, girls, do I at least get a drink after this?" But his voice shook as they undressed him, his corset and tulle skirt falling away to reveal his tanned skin, his member semi-erect from nerves. "Look at that, he’s already excited!" an assistant laughed, and the audience exploded. "Chastity for Noah now!" Noah kicked during the depilation, shouting, "No, please! This isn’t funny!" Pubic and body hair disappeared under the cream, his body left smooth as silk. Jade measured his shaved hips. "Potential for hypnotic curves." The head shaving left him sobbing. "My hair... please, no!" But Jade ran a hand over his smooth scalp. "Now you can change your look every day, flirt. Isn’t that hot?"

Ryan Keller, the engineer, insisted: "This violates rights! I demand a lawyer!" His glasses fogged up as they stripped him, his French maid apron falling away to expose his slender body, cold skin breaking out in goosebumps. Cameras captured his shame. "What a cute nerd! Shave him so he shines!" Ryan cried during the depilation, begging, "Please... this is a mistake." Tufts fell, his body softened. Jade shaved his head with precision. "Perfect canvas for obedience. Ideal measurements for plugs." The audience chimed in: "I vote for punishment if he resists any more!"

Finally, Ethan. He still couldn’t believe it: how had he gone from Dahlia’s bed that morning to this? Humiliated, exposed, his mind a whirlwind of disbelief. "No... please, no," he murmured as Jade approached, her dominant presence sending sparks across his skin. "Ethan Hale, my favorite," Jade purred, unfastening his crop top with slow fingers, brushing his nipples. Ethan trembled, the cold invading his exposed torso. Then the skirt, the stockings, the pink lingerie fell away, leaving him naked before cameras from every angle: his member hanging vulnerable, athletic thighs, round ass. "So pretty! Exposed and blushing!" fans shouted online.

Ethan sobbed, "It’s a mistake! Dahlia didn’t sign! Please, let me go!" But Jade applied the depilatory cream with coquettish touches, brushing his pubis, his armpits, his legs. His body hair dissolved, leaving his skin smooth, sensitive. "Feel the cold, princess... now you’re soft like a sissy should be." Ethan cried, disbelief mixed with erotic humiliation, his body betraying him with an involuntary pulse. The head shaving was devastating. "It makes outfit changes easier," Jade explained, running a hand over his smooth head. "Wigs, makeup... you’ll look so hot."

The audience commented on measurements. "That soft little ass! I vote for pink chastity now!" Ethan felt humiliated, exposed like never before, hot tears running down his boyish face.

Ethan collapsed inwardly.


CHAPTER 10 Opening Humiliations

After the complete stripping, the evaluation room filled with an organized, coquettish frenzy. The online audience exploded with excitement, thousands of eager fingers typing as the screens showed close-ups of the five freshly waxed and shaved bodies: skin smooth as silk, gleaming scalps, absolute vulnerability. Jade Blackwell walked among the platforms with a satisfied smile, her heels echoing like claps of approval.
"Excellent work, team," Jade said to her assistants, her voice husky and playful. "Now, let’s dress them in upgraded versions of their Liberation Day outfits. We want them to feel recognizable… but irresistibly feminine."
The assistants brought new garments: more delicate fabrics, more provocative cuts, intense pastel colors. For Tyler, red lingerie with strategic transparency and a corset that cinched his newly measured waist. For Liam, a pink babydoll with ruffles and garters that accentuated his artistic slenderness. Noah received a shorter tulle skirt and a top with a deep neckline. Ryan, a French maid apron reduced to the essentials, with lace brushing his sensitive areas. And for Ethan… an enhanced replica of his morning outfit: more translucent pink lace lingerie, stockings with a back seam, a pleated mini skirt that barely covered half of his waxed buttocks, and a crop top that left his flat, smooth belly exposed.
One by one, the garments were placed with deliberate slowness. Expert hands brushed nipples, inner thighs, buttocks, provoking involuntary gasps. "Mmm, what soft skin you all have now," an assistant murmured as she adjusted Ethan’s skirt, her fingers sliding under the fabric to center the lingerie. Ethan trembled, feeling a shameful heat rise through his waxed groin.
Then came the wigs. Each one selected according to the “potential” voted on by the audience: long, wavy platinum blonde for Tyler; sleek black with bangs for Liam; chestnut with soft waves for Noah; short, bold red for Ryan… and for Ethan, a light brown mane to the shoulders, with natural waves that framed his boyish face perfectly. The special glue, a semi-permanent formula that made the hair feel like one’s own, was applied with a brush along the front hairline. "That way it won’t move even with the most… intense movements," Jade explained with a mischievous smile as she glued Ethan’s on. Her fingers massaged his shaved scalp, sending shivers down his spine. "You look divine, princess. The audience is already voting for longer extensions next week."
Makeup was the final touch: light foundation to even out the waxed skin, rosy blush on the cheeks, eyeliner that elongated their eyes, soft shadow and shiny gloss on the lips. Ethan looked at himself in a portable mirror they brought close and barely recognized himself: a hyper-feminized version of himself, pretty, delicate, exposed.
The five were released from the platforms and led to an adjacent common room: a spacious area with padded pink flooring, mirrors on every wall, cameras on the ceiling, and a circle of chairs for VIP guests who were already waiting with glasses of champagne. Lacey Greer entered doing pirouettes, her sissy outfit gleaming under the lights. "Welcome to the game, babies!" she exclaimed in a syrupy voice. "I’m Lacey, your big sister. Today you’ll learn to walk, to serve… and to enjoy every spanking."
The guests—elegant women, influencers, and fans with premium passes—applauded. "How adorable! Make them strut already!" one shouted.
First lesson: heels. Each candidate was fitted with pink platform shoes, 12 centimeters high, with straps tied around the ankle. Ethan felt the immediate weight, his waxed calves tensing. Jade gave the order: "Walk in a circle, hips loose. Sway like you want to seduce the camera."
Tyler stumbled first, grunting. Jade came up behind him and, with a quick movement, gave him a firm smack on the exposed buttocks beneath the short skirt. "Posture, rebel! Hips forward, booty out." Tyler gasped, blushing, but corrected his step. The online audience erupted: "More spankings for Tyler!"
Liam walked with natural, almost artistic grace, but too stiff. Jade corrected him with another smack, this one softer, almost a caress. "Soft, princess. Let it flow." Liam whimpered, a high sound that made the guests laugh.
Noah tried to flirt with the sway, exaggerating it. "Like this, right, Mistress?" Jade rewarded him with a playful smack: "Cheeky… but good. Keep it up and you’ll earn a prize."
Ryan advanced with calculated steps, as if solving an equation. Jade stopped him, a sharp smack on his buttock. "Less head, more hips, nerd. Feel the heel like an extension of your desire."

Ethan was last. His waxed legs trembled in the heels, the wig brushing his bare shoulders, the skirt riding up with every unsteady step. He tried to maintain his dignity, but the natural sway of his hips, enhanced by the forced training, made him sway in a hypnotic way. Jade positioned herself behind him, her hand settling on his lower waist. "Perfect potential, Ethan," she whispered in his ear before delivering a firm, loud smack that echoed through the room. The impact sent a wave of heat through his body, shame mixed with a treacherous pulse between his legs. "Butt out, chest forward. That’s it, good girl."
The guests applauded. "Another one for Ethan! He blushes so cutely!"
Second test: serving drinks. Each candidate received a tray with glasses of pink champagne. They had to offer them to the guests with a bow. Liam spilled a little, nervous; one guest laughed and lifted his skirt to "inspect the damage," brushing his waxed thigh. "Relax, sweetheart. Next time you kneel to clean it up."
Noah served with flirtatious winks, earning approving smacks. Tyler growled as he bent down, earning another correction from Jade. Ryan calculated every movement, but stumbled; a guest lifted his French apron.
Ethan approached a dark-haired guest with intense eyes. He extended the tray with trembling hands. She took a glass, but with the other hand slowly lifted his pleated skirt, exposing the translucent lingerie and his waxed skin. "Look how soft you are now, gorgeous," she said in a husky voice, laughing. "The audience is crazy about you." Ethan felt the blush burn on his made-up cheeks, a heat that traveled down to his groin. Without thinking, purely out of reflex from shame and budding training, he knelt in front of her to stabilize the tray. The room exploded in applause.
"Automatic obedience!" Lacey exclaimed, spinning. "Look at Ethan! He kneels without being ordered. What a natural sissy!"
On a side screen, an old clip appeared: Marcus Drayke, the rebel from past seasons, refusing to serve. He received a live punishment, bound, exposed, publicly flogged while he resisted. The contrast was cruel: resistance only led to more humiliation.
Jade approached Ethan, still kneeling, and ran a hand over his freshly glued wig. "Good girl," she whispered. "The audience will love you for this."
Suddenly, the main screens lit up with the radiant face of Ava Monroe. The room fell silent. "Dear audience and dear candidates!" she announced with her venomous smile. "We have a special surprise. Dahlia Hartmann, the girlfriend of our little angel Ethan… is here to talk about him. Live, in minutes!"
Ethan, still on his knees, felt the world stop. The skirt lifted, the tray in trembling hands, the blush burning… and now Dahlia was going to see him like this.


CHAPTER 11 Dahlia Humiliated Live

The common room of the complex buzzed with an electric, coquettish energy, a space where initial humiliation became a live spectacle. Ethan and the other candidates remained standing in their upgraded outfits: wigs glued on with that magical adhesive that made the hair feel real, falling in soft waves over waxed shoulders; fresh makeup accentuating glossed lips and lined eyes; translucent lingerie brushing smooth, sensitive skin, pleated skirts riding up with every nervous movement, exposing thighs in fishnet stockings. Cameras captured everything: the forced sway in high heels, Jade’s corrective spankings that left buttocks pink and trembling, the involuntary gasps when an assistant “adjusted” a corset too tight, brushing nipples hardened by cold and shame.
"Keep walking, little princesses," Jade ordered with a husky, playful voice, her gloved hand delivering light but firm smacks to exposed butts. "The world is watching you. Sway for the cameras, make those little hips dance." Tyler growled with each step, his platinum blonde wig swaying; Liam sobbed softly, his transparent pink babydoll leaving little to the imagination; Noah tried not to display his underwear, his tulle skirt constantly riding up to reveal lace; Ryan stumbled, his French apron brushing his waxed crotch. Ethan, with his light brown mane framing his boyish face, felt the heel dig into his balance, the pleated skirt accidentally lifting and exposing his pink lingerie, a treacherous pulse of excitement mixed with shame and terror.
Everything was broadcast live: drones buzzing close, capturing close-ups of trembling lips and smooth skin, sending the signal to hundreds of homes, public squares, bars, and offices. In the city, giant screens in plazas showed the spectacle, crowds laughing with coquettish delight. "Look at that Ethan, what a cute waxed little butt!" exclaimed a woman in a café, biting her lip as she sipped her pink latte. In homes, families tuned in: wives commenting mischievously, "Imagine him in chastity… mmm, so hot," husbands watching nervously, remembering their own Liberation Day. In plazas, groups of young women cheered, voting from their phones: "Extra spanking for Tyler! Permanent makeup for Liam!" Everyone laughed, a collective chorus of erotic amusement, watching these boys molded like little dolls, exposed and vulnerable. It was normal, festive; the Reality Sissy Show was the event of the year, a coquettish ritual where humiliation became sexy entertainment.
Suddenly, the screens in the common room changed. The focus shifted from the candidates to a bright studio, harsh lights and a live audience booing with playful enthusiasm. Ava Monroe appeared at the center, radiant in her tight silver dress, deep neckline inviting gazes, hips swaying with every step. "Dear audience!" she exclaimed with her sweet but sharp smile, like candy laced with poison. "Now, a special segment: we interview the heroines who nominated our candidates! Those brave women who delegated their feminine power for the social good… and a touch of coquettish fun!"
The studio audience applauded, shouting "Bloom, boys!" as Ava introduced the first ones: Tyler’s ex-girlfriend, laughing as she explained his “wardrobe machismo” with spicy anecdotes; Liam’s mother, saying with false tenderness that "my son needed to bring out his feminine side… look at him now, so pretty!"; Noah’s clients, a group of friends drinking champagne, telling jokes about his flirting. Each one was praised by Ava with sweetness: "What a sexy gesture of love! The audience adores you!"
In the common room, Ethan and the others watched from a giant screen, still panting from the training. Tyler cursed under his breath; Liam cried; Noah tried to laugh; Ryan analyzed with a distant stare. Ethan felt a knot in his stomach, the tight lingerie reminding him of his exposure. What if Dahlia appeared? The thought terrified and excited him in equal measure, a treacherous desire to see her, to understand.
And then, it was his turn. Ava turned toward the camera with a radiant smile. "And now, the most anticipated one: Dahlia Hartmann, the girlfriend who nominated our little angel Ethan Hale! Come, dear, sit right here!"
Dahlia entered the studio unsteadily, harsh lights illuminating her face swollen from crying, her tight top clinging to her sweaty skin, tight jeans accentuating her curves. She sat on the opulent couch, tears rolling down her cheeks. The audience looked at her with coquettish curiosity, as if her sadness were part of the show.
"Dahlia, beautiful!" Ava exclaimed with false sweetness, sitting beside her and taking her hand with a maternal but manipulative touch. "How brave you were to nominate Ethan! Tell us: what motivated you to sign that application? Tell us about that machismo mentioned in his file."
Dahlia sobbed, her voice breaking. "No… it wasn’t me. It’s a mistake! I would never sign something like that! Ethan is innocent, sensitive… please, let him go! I didn’t enroll him!"

The audience murmured, but Ava interrupted with a sweet smile, leaning in close like a confidante. "Oh, Dahlia, darling… what an emotional reaction. But the records show your signature, clear and digital. Maybe you did it in a moment of passion, hmm? Imagine it: seeing him in lingerie, you thought, 'how cute it would be if they molded him just a little more.' It’s so coquettish! Many do it out of love… or a touch of playful jealousy."
Dahlia shook her head, tears falling. "No! I love him just the way he is! That moment this morning… dressing him, it was just an intimate game. Please, it’s a mistake! Get him out of there!"
Ava twisted her words masterfully, her voice husky and seductive. "Ah, yes! That 'intimate game'… tell us more, Dahlia. Didn’t you enjoy dressing him like a princess? Brushing his thighs, feeling his arousal under the lace? It sounds so hot… perhaps subconsciously you wanted the world to see him like that, submissive and pretty. The audience loves that ambiguity!"
The audience booed with coquettish enthusiasm: "Let him bloom! Let him bloom!" Women shouted: "It’s for his own good, Dahlia! Imagine him in pink chastity… mmm, delicious!"
Dahlia broke down emotionally, sobbing on the couch. "No! Please, Ethan… I’m sorry! It wasn’t me!"
In the common room, Ethan watched from the screen, his heart breaking. Guilt flooded him like a hot wave: seeing Dahlia crying, her beautiful face distorted by pain, her curves trembling with every sob. He thought sadly, "Why is this happening to us? Why to us, who only played in private?" His outfit, lingerie brushing his waxed skin, wig falling over made-up eyes, made him feel even more exposed, an involuntary pulse of desire mixing with the sadness. The other candidates watched in silence; Tyler muttered curses; Liam cried in solidarity.
Jade, standing beside Ethan, noticed his reaction: the glassy eyes, the tremble in his glossed lips, the blush spreading over his exposed neck. "Interesting," Jade murmured in a coquettish voice, her hand brushing his waxed lower back. "Such sweet devotion… but the show goes on, princess."
Ethan dropped to his knees without anyone pushing him, the screen still showing Dahlia collapsing in tears, the audience booing with erotic laughter.


CHAPTER 12 Dreams of Surrender

Ethan was escorted by two female agents through the endless corridors of the complex, his high heels echoing like a reminder of his own vulnerability. The light brown wig glued to his shaved scalp brushed his shoulders with every step, a constant reminder of the transformation that had just begun. His translucent pink lace lingerie barely concealed his smooth, waxed skin, stockings clinging to his thighs like a treacherous caress, a pleated mini skirt that rode up with movement, and a tight crop top that outlined his now-exposed pectorals made him feel like a doll on display. The agents guided him with coquettish touches: a hand on his lower waist, accidentally brushing his waxed buttock, whispering, "Walk pretty, princess. The audience can still see you through the hidden cameras."
The assigned room was a cocoon of pink opulence: pastel walls with mirrors reflecting his feminized image from every angle, a king-size bed with rosy silk sheets, dim lights casting an ethereal glow, and of course, discreet cameras in the ceiling, drones floating like silent guardians. A wardrobe full of sissy outfits waited, with chastity devices and plugs on display like erotic jewelry. "Rest, candidate," said one agent with a mischievous smile, adjusting his skirt one last time, her fingers brushing the lace at his crotch. "More fun tomorrow."
The door closed with an electronic click, leaving him alone. Ethan collapsed onto the bed, the silk brushing his waxed skin like a forbidden caress. Hours of doubt assaulted him: why Dahlia? Was it a mistake, or in that morning moment, when she dressed him and called him "princess" while devouring him, had there been something more? His mind spun, the makeup still fresh on his glossed lips, the wig heavy like a crown of humiliation. He tried to remove it, but the special adhesive kept it fixed, like real hair. Tears rolled down his cheeks, slightly smudging the eyeliner. Finally, exhausted, he closed his eyes and sleep dragged him into an erotic and torturous abyss.
In the dream, everything was a pink, confusing whirlwind, a perverted echo of his life with Dahlia. He was back in his apartment, but the walls were curved and pastel, like the complex. Dahlia waited for him on the bed, her curvy body wrapped in a tight black negligee that accentuated her breasts and hips, her dark hair falling in seductive waves. But she was not alone: an unknown man, tall and muscular, with an arrogant smile, lounged beside her, his possessive hand on her thigh.
"Ethan… or should I say, my little sissy," Dahlia purred in a coquettish, mocking voice, rising to approach him. Her eyes shone with a malicious desire that terrified and excited him. "Look what you’ve done. I dressed you this morning as an intimate joke, but now… now everyone knows what you really are."
Ethan looked at himself in a dreamlike mirror: feminized to the extreme, dressed like a whore, a tight red corset cinching his waxed waist, black lace lingerie leaving his throbbing member exposed, stockings with garters and stiletto heels that made him wobble. His wig was longer, platinum blonde cascading down his back, makeup exaggerated: intense red lips, smoky shadow making his boyish eyes look seductive. "Dahlia… please, this is a mistake," he begged, his voice high and trembling, but she only laughed, coming closer to apply more makeup.
"Oh, love… it’s not a mistake. It’s what I always wanted: to see you like this, humiliated and pretty," Dahlia whispered, applying rouge to his cheeks with slow fingers, brushing his waxed skin. She mocked him, humiliating him with coquettish words: "Look at your little butt in that lace… so inviting. And your little mouth, perfect for pleasing." She pushed him toward the bed, kissing him with dominant passion, her tongue invading his mouth while her hands slid down his corset, brushing his hardened nipples. Ethan moaned, pleasure mixed with trauma, his body betraying him with a visible erection beneath the lingerie.
Dahlia pulled away, laughing, and pointed at the stranger. "But he is a real man, princess. Look at him: strong, dominant… not like you, my confused sissy." The man stood, his erect member exposed, and Dahlia knelt before him, taking it into her mouth with deliberate slowness, sucking with husky moans, her eyes fixed on Ethan. "Watch how it’s done, love. This is how you please a real male."
Ethan felt jealousy and humiliation burn in his chest, but also a dark desire. Dahlia rose, licking her lips mischievously. "Now you, sissy. Come, give this real man oral." The stranger guided him with firm hands, pushing Ethan to his knees. "Open that painted little mouth," the man ordered in a deep voice, and Ethan, in the dream, obeyed, his red lips wrapping around the tip, sucking with initial clumsiness that became fervent. Dahlia clapped, her hands on his hips: "What a good sissy you are! Look how you take it, love… so obedient, such a slut."
The pleasure was traumatic: Ethan moaned around the member, his own arousal throbbing beneath the lingerie, tears streaming down his made-up face. Dahlia leaned close, stroking his wig. "Feel the taste, princess. This is what you deserve." The man guided him deeper, thrusting with rhythm, and Ethan surrendered, sucking with more enthusiasm, a pulse of erotic shame running through him.

But the dream escalated: the stranger lifted him, turning him against the bed, lifting his whore’s skirt to expose his waxed ass. "Now, sissy, relax," the man murmured, penetrating him slowly, the stretch burning and exciting in equal measure. Ethan moaned loudly, a high, feminine sound, while Dahlia clapped with coquettish delight: "Yes, love! Moan for us! Look how a real man fills you… you could never make me moan like that." Her humiliating words were sweet knives, and Ethan arched, pleasure mixed with trauma, his body trembling with every thrust, the lingerie brushing his sensitive skin.
Dahlia joined in, kissing his neck while the man fucked him harder. "You’re perfect like this, my sissy. Humiliated, penetrated… blooming." Ethan moaned uncontrollably, a dreamlike orgasm building, pleasure and pain intertwined.
He woke up panting, sweaty, aroused. His member throbbed beneath the pink lingerie, the pink room spinning in the dim light. Hours had passed in doubt, but the dream had dragged him into erotic depths that terrified him. He sat up on the bed, the wig disheveled, makeup smeared with sweat, feeling a traumatic emptiness.
The door opened without warning. Jade Blackwell entered, her dominant silhouette framed by the hallway light. She looked at him with clinical yet coquettish eyes, noticing his visible arousal beneath the skirt. "Awake and panting, candidate," she whispered, approaching with slow steps, her heels clicking. "Interesting dreams, hmm? Your body doesn’t lie." She smiled knowingly, as if she had seen inside his mind, her hand brushing his waxed thigh in an electric touch.
Before Ethan could respond, Lacey Greer entered behind her, her sissy outfit gleaming. She approached with a playful pirouette and hugged him intimately, her curves pressing against his, her hands sliding down his back to brush his buttock. "Sissy dreams, huh?" she murmured in his ear, her breath warm and coquettish. "I had them at the beginning too… wet, humiliating, delicious. You’ll love them soon."
Ethan pulled away, trembling. Jade laughed softly, adjusting his wig with possessive fingers.
Then a guard entered, uniformed in bright magenta. "Time for your first chastity, Candidate Hale."
Ethan felt panic rise, the dream still throbbing on his skin.


CHAPTER 13 The First Device

The first full day in the Reality Sissy Show dawned with a pink glow filtering through the tinted windows of Ethan’s room. The complex seemed to come alive on its own: drones buzzing through the corridors, screens lighting up with teasers for the night’s broadcast, clips of his clumsy heel-walking and corrective spankings, and a soft speaker announcing, "Good morning, candidates. Time to bloom. Your audience awaits." Ethan sat up in the pink silk bed, his light brown wig still perfect thanks to the glue, his makeup smeared by the damp and traumatic sleep of the night before. His shaved skin tingled with sensitivity, the translucent pink lingerie stuck to his body with sweat, reminding him with every forced erotic brush.

The assistants entered with coquettish efficiency, a swarm of women in tight uniforms brushing their curves against him, carrying trays of cosmetics and clothes. "Up, little princess!" one said with a playful smile, adjusting her crop top to expose more soft belly. "Today we scale up the feminization. After yesterday’s hair removal and heels, now it’s lingerie and whore clothes to be perfect sissies. The audience voted unique styles for each of you!"

The candidates were gathered in a massive dressing room: infinite mirrors, pink LED lights, cameras capturing every detail for the live broadcast. The audience, in homes and public squares, was already commenting with delight: "Look how exciting! Personalized styles to break them cutely!" Each sissy received a scaled makeover, turning them into hyper-sexualized, themed versions of themselves.

Tyler Voss, the rebellious ex-athlete, was transformed into a 50s hotwife: red lingerie with vintage lace, a tight polka-dot dress hugging his shaved muscles like a glove, peep-toe heels, and long gloves. His platinum blonde wig styled in perfect waves, pin-up makeup with intense red lips. "What a sexy housewife!" Jade exclaimed, adjusting his corset with slaps to the ass. "Ready to please your imaginary ‘hubby.’"

Liam Park, the sensitive artist, became a very sexy goth: black lingerie with crosses and dark lace, a short Victorian dress that left pale legs exposed, tall boots, and a spiked choker. Long, straight black wig, pale makeup with black lips and dramatic smoky eyes. "My dark princess!" Jade purred, brushing his shaved thighs. "So mysterious and tempting… the audience wants to see you in chains."

Noah Rivera, the mischievous bartender, adopted an office siren style: white lingerie under an executive outfit with a tight pencil miniskirt clinging to his hips, a sheer blouse with open buttons, kitten heels, and sexy glasses. Brown wig in a professional bob, makeup with nude lips and feline eyeliner. "The naughty secretary!" Jade said. "Ready to obey."

Ryan Keller, the logical engineer, was made into an exaggerated bimbo: bubblegum-pink lingerie with ruffles, a tiny crop top and short shorts that barely covered him, platform heels. A fluffy blonde wig, makeup with plumped lips and heavy blush. "What an adorable little bimbo!" Jade laughed, adjusting his fake "curves." "The audience voted you as the dumbest and hottest."

And Ethan… his style was very pink and girly, typical and classic sissy: baby-pink lace lingerie with bows and ruffles, a pleated tutu floating around his shaved thighs, stockings with bows, and Mary Jane heels. A wig in pink pigtails, makeup with glitter, cherry gloss lips, and rosy cheeks. "My classic little princess!" Jade whispered, adjusting the tutu with fingers that brushed his sensitive crotch. "So sweet, so submissive… perfect to break with tenderness."

The sissies paraded before the cameras, heels clicking with forced sway, the audience cheering: "What hot styles! I vote for more exposure!" Ethan felt the shame burn, his tutu riding up with every step, exposing pink lace that brushed his semi-erect member from the humiliation.

Then the audience’s main entertainment began: the application of the high-tech chastity cage. Jade gathered the sissies in a central circle, under strobe lights and focused drones. "Star moment!" Ava announced from the screens. "The pink chastity! Smart devices with sensors, remote vibration by votes, biometric lock. Your pleasures are ours now!"

They started with Tyler: Jade installed the cold pink metal cage on his member, the symbolic click echoing. Tyler moaned in shame, his hotwife outfit contrasting with the humiliation. "No… please!" he begged, but Jade laughed. "You’ll get used to it, rebel."

Liam cried as the cage locked him in, his gothic style making the contrast even more dramatic. Noah flirted nervously, "Easy, okay?", earning a smack. Ryan analyzed, "This is inhumane," but the click silenced him.

Finally, Ethan. Jade approached with the cage, a shiny pink artifact with LED lights and app control. "Your turn, girly princess," she whispered, kneeling in front of him. Her gloved hands lowered his lingerie, exposing his semi-erect member to the cold metal. The device fit with clinical precision, the ring circling the base, the cage enclosing his length with a symbolic click that vibrated through his shaved body. Ethan moaned in shame, a high, feminine sound, his tutu trembling, cameras capturing every detail: the blush on his glittered cheeks, tears in lined eyes.

"What a cute moan!" Lacey exclaimed, hugging him from behind, her curves pressing against his back. "You’ll get used to it… and you’ll love it. Feel how it controls you. Every public vote will vibrate you down there."

Ethan panted, the cold metal contrasting with the heat of his repressed arousal, the cage tightening like a promise of erotic denial. The audience voted en masse: "High vibration for Ethan!" The device buzzed lightly, sending waves of frustrated pleasure through his trapped member.

Jade stood up, kissing his cheek. "Good sissy. Now you are ours."


CHAPTER 14 Private Session with Jade

The next day, the complex woke to a soft symphony of catchy pop music filtering through the hidden speakers: lyrics about “surrendering to pink” and “feeling pleasure in every curve.” The sissies were guided to a common breakfast room, a wide space with low tables and pink cushions on the floor, forcing them to sit cross-legged in a feminine way. Their personalized styles from the previous day remained intact: Tyler as a retro hotwife with a tight dress and red lips; Liam as a sexy goth with black lace and smoky eyes; Noah as an office siren with a pencil skirt and sheer blouse; Ryan as a bimbo with ruffles and exaggerated makeup; and Ethan, the classic girly little princess, with a baby-pink tutu, high pigtails, bows, and glitter that sparkled under the lights.

Breakfast was served by assistants: fruit cut into heart shapes, pink yogurt, coffee with almond milk. But before eating, the giant screens lit up with new interviews with family members and acquaintances. Ava Monroe appeared smiling, interviewing Tyler’s ex-girlfriend, who laughed flirtatiously: “Yes, we nominated him because he was an unbearable macho guy… now look at him, what a sexy housewife!” Liam’s mother, with false tenderness: “My boy was always delicate… this will help him become the girl he carries inside.” Noah’s customers shared cheeky anecdotes from his bar, laughing as they voted for more punishments. Ryan’s sister admitted with a smile: “My brother needed to stop being so controlling… now he’ll be the perfect sissy!”

The participants watched in silence, chastity devices buzzing lightly with public votes. Tyler clenched his fists. “This is crazy… we have to find a way to escape.” Noah, trying to stay calm: “Guys, calm down… maybe if we behave they’ll let us go sooner.” Liam sobbed: “I’m so scared… I don’t want my mom to see me like this.” Ryan murmured: “Security is tight, but maybe there’s a flaw in the system.”

Ethan, sitting with his tutu spread like a pink flower, looked at his pink chastity cage shining under the translucent fabric. The cold metal tightened around his shaved member, reminding him of every pulse of forced arousal. “It’s not too late,” he thought with a mix of hope and denial. “Dahlia will get me out of here. She didn’t really sign… soon everything will go back to how it was.” The thought calmed him, ignoring the occasional buzz of the cage when the audience voted “light vibration” for him.

After breakfast, the sissies were separated for private sessions with Jade Blackwell. “Each one will receive personalized attention,” Ava announced on the screens. “Mistress Jade will get to know them better… and with that she’ll improve everything you see in the reality show.”

Ethan was last. He was escorted to an intimate room: padded pink walls, a full-length mirror, a chair with soft restraints, dim lights casting seductive shadows, and a table with shiny toys, plugs of various sizes, lubricant, vibrators. Jade waited alone, impeccable in a black catsuit with pink details that hugged her dominant curves, high heels, and latex gloves. The door closed, leaving only the distant hum of drones and Ethan’s racing heartbeat.

“Come here, little princess,” Jade said in a husky, coquettish voice, pointing to the central chair. Ethan approached unsteadily in his Mary Janes, the tutu swaying, pigtails bouncing. Jade sat him down with gentle but firm hands, her palms on his shaved shoulders sending sparks across his sensitive skin. “Today we’re going to get to know each other better. I want to understand what makes you tremble… and what makes you desire.”

Ethan tried to protest. “Please… this is a mistake. Dahlia will get me out soon.” But Jade only smiled, moving behind him, her hands sliding down his back to rest on his shaved hips. “Shhh… posture first, love. Chest up, butt out. Feel the feminine sway.” Her fingers pressed into his hips, guiding him to sway slowly, the tutu lifting to expose the shining pink chastity. Ethan obeyed involuntarily, the movement making the cage rub against his trapped member, forced arousal building.

“That’s it, good girl,” Jade whispered in his ear, her warm breath brushing his neck. Her hands corrected him with precise touches: one on his cinched waist, the other sliding down his stockinged thigh, grazing the edge of his lingerie. “Look at the mirror… watch how your body already knows how to move like a sissy. Rounded hips, hypnotic sway… the audience is crazy about you.”

Ethan looked at his reflection: pink pigtails, glittered cheeks, floating tutu, chastity visible. He trembled, shame and desire mixing. Jade took out a small, shiny pink starter plug, lubricated. “Today we hint at this, princess. Just a touch… so you feel what’s coming.” She pressed it gently against his shaved entrance, not inserting it fully, just brushing it, while her other hand kept the sway. The chastity buzzed with public votes, light vibration sending waves of frustrated pleasure through his trapped member.

Ethan moaned, a high, feminine sound, his hips moving by reflex. "Please… no…", he begged, but his body betrayed him, forced arousal intensifying with every brush of the plug and the cage. Jade laughed softly, her voice verbal and seductive: "Your body knows how to surrender before your mind does. Look at how you throb in your little cage… how your butt opens just a little, inviting. Dahlia would see you like this and bite her lip, right? Maybe she always wanted this."

The words struck his psyche, doubt and desire intertwining. Jade continued the training: correcting posture with touches to his hips, light slaps to his glutes that echoed, teasing the plug deeper without completing it, the chastity vibrating in audience-voted patterns. "Feel the sway, princess. Every movement is submission… every pulse in your cage is denied pleasure. Soon you’ll beg for more."

Ethan panted, tears falling, forced arousal pushing him to the edge without release. Jade leaned in close, kissing his cheek. "Good session, love. Tomorrow more… and with an audience."

Ethan left unsteady, the hint of the plug and the cage throbbing in his body, his mind a whirlwind of incipient surrender.


CHAPTER 15 The First Game

The broadcast of the sissy trials began with an explosion of pink lights and catchy music that echoed through millions of homes, public squares, and mobile devices. Ava Monroe appeared on screen, radiant in a tight pink latex dress that hugged every curve of her body like a promise of forbidden pleasure. Her smile was sweet, but her eyes shone with a coquettish hunger that made the audience bite their lips. "Welcome back, dear viewers!" she exclaimed in a honeyed voice, leaning slightly so her deep cleavage caught attention. "Just a blink ago, on Liberation Day, we captured our five adorable candidates: Tyler the rebellious macho, Liam the sensitive artist, Noah the flirty rascal, Ryan the dominant nerd, and our little angel Ethan, the innocent vulnerable one. We saw them selected right on the street, stripped and shaved until smooth as petals, dressed in unique styles and locked into their little pink chastity cages. What a hot moment! Vibrations by vote, corrective spankings, and hypnotic sway in high heels! Today, we escalate: the first game to humiliate and heat up our sissies!"

The studio audience roared, women cheering with glasses of pink champagne in hand, commenting with naughty laughter: "Look at that Ethan in his girly tutu… so cute and ready to be broken!" In public squares, groups of young women voted from their phones, biting their lips as they imagined the punishments. The recap showed rapid clips: Ethan moaning as the cage clicked, Tyler resisting a spanking, Liam crying under gothic makeup. Everything was coquettish, an erotic game where humiliation was disguised as democratic fun.

The camera cut to the main hall of the complex, where Jade Blackwell waited with the five sissies lined up. Jade was alone at first, adjusting her latex gloves with a slow, seductive motion, as if preparing an intimate ritual. But now, with the girls ready after the private sessions, where she had explored their fears and desires with clinical yet coquettish touches, she walked in front of them with dominant steps. "My precious sissies," Jade said in a husky, playful voice, brushing Tyler’s hip with a gloved finger. "After giving you unique styles and getting to know you privately, feeling your trembles, your little moans, you’re ready for the next level. In this reality, there are no eliminations… everyone blooms! But there will be punishments and rewards, oh yes. The winner will become the face of the show: a sissy celebrity, posing on covers, strutting in lingerie for millions, and a juicy prize for the woman who signed you up: money, trips, a luxury wardrobe for both of you! Imagine: your Dahlia, Ethan, receiving a check for seeing you so pretty and submissive."

The sissies shuddered, their chastity devices buzzing lightly with public votes. Jade continued, leaning close to Liam to adjust his gothic collar, her breasts brushing his shaved arm. "The rest, based on accumulated punishments, will be given as maidservants in the service of important women, serving tea with their skirts lifted, receiving spankings as rewards. Or dancers in famous clubs: strobe lights, sweaty bodies, shaking little asses for hungry audiences. What coquettish destinies! All voted by the public, of course."

The studio erupted in applause, fans shouting suggestions: "Ethan as a maid! With fake boobs and everything!" Jade laughed, a coquettish sound that made the sissies tremble. "To heat up the game, today we’ll split into two teams. A humiliating challenge: the 'Sissy Relay'! Each team will compete in a coquettish obstacle race: walking in heels on a slippery runway with lubricant, serving drinks without spilling while their chastity vibrates, and posing for erotic photos voted live. All to humiliate you and excite the audience! The prize: more feminization, temporary implants, permanent makeup, a coquettish kiss from me. The punishment: the losing team will be maids this week, dressed to serve, with extra little surprises!"

The sissies were divided: Team A—Tyler, Liam, and Ryan—against Team B—Ethan and Noah. The audience voted en masse, comments flowing: "High vibration for Ethan if he loses! I want to see him moaning like a maid!" The race began on an elevated runway, pink lubricant spread like erotic oil. Tyler started for his team, swaying in his retro 50s dress, but he slipped, the lubricant making his chastity buzz amid the audience’s laughter. "What a hot little mistake!" Ava commented live.

Liam followed, his gothic style contrasting with the slip: he fell to his knees, skirt riding up to expose black lace, a high moan escaping his black-painted lips. Ryan, fluffy bimbo, served drinks while trembling, spilling a bit and earning a corrective spanking from Jade. "Silly… but adorable."

For Team B, Noah the office siren started strong, flirting with the camera. But Ethan, in his girly tutu, slipped on the lubricant, falling on his butt, chastity vibrating intensely from votes. "Help, Dahlia!" he thought in panic, but the audience laughed: "More vibration for the little princess!"

The runway led to the drinks station: serving pink champagne without spilling, while the cages vibrated at random. Tyler spilled, moaning, "No… please!" Liam posed for erotic photos, kneeling with smoky eyes, the audience voting "more goth and submissive." Noah served with winks, but Ethan, hands trembling from the vibration, spilled everything.

The finale: posing as a group for "coquettish photos," cheek kisses, synchronized sway. Team A won by a minimal vote, the audience deciding with erotic laughter.

"Team A wins!" Jade proclaimed, kissing Tyler’s cheek with a coquettish brush. "Prize: more feminization tomorrow, temporary implants for extra curves!" Tyler went pale, but Jade brushed his chastity. "You’ll look so hot, rebel."

The punishment for Team B—Noah and Ethan—was immediate. The assistants took them to a dressing room, laughing mischievously. "Time to be maids this week, sissies!" Short French maid dresses: black and white lace, pleated skirts that barely covered shaved glutes, stockings with garters clinging to smooth thighs, high peep-toe heels that forced submissive sway. And the worst part: exaggerated silicone breasts, inserted under the tops with adhesive, swollen and bouncing, making their figures look hyper-feminine and slutty.

Noah, now with his office style mixed with maid, moaned, "This is humiliating." Ethan, his tutu replaced by the short dress, felt the heavy fake breasts rubbing against the fabric, chastity vibrating with votes. "Dahlia… why?", he thought, tears falling as he posed for the cameras, the audience cheering, "Perfect maids! Serve us, sissies!"

Jade approached Ethan, adjusting his dress with fingers that brushed his new "breasts." "What a coquettish maid… the audience loves you like this. Get ready to serve all week."


CHAPTER 16 Serving and Shining

The morning broadcast of the Reality Sissy Show opened with the usual explosion of pink lights and the seductive voice of Ava Monroe echoing across millions of screens. "Good morning, dear voyeurs!" Ava greeted from the main studio, leaning coquettishly so her deep cleavage caught the audience’s attention. "Yesterday we saw the first game: our Sissy Relay full of slippery lubricant, hot spills, and vibrations in little cages that made more than one moan. Team A—Tyler, Liam, and Ryan—won by a hair! Prize: more delicious feminization tonight. And the punishment… oh, what a juicy punishment: Noah and our little angel Ethan became perfect maids, with short little dresses, stockings with garters, and exaggerated silicone breasts that bounce with every step."

The recap showed rapid clips: Ethan falling on the runway, his girly tutu riding up to expose a vibrating chastity; Noah serving champagne with trembling hands; then the transformation: black-and-white French maid dresses, pleated skirts that barely covered shaved glutes, tight tops that highlighted the swollen fake breasts, high peep-toe heels that forced a submissive sway. The audience had voted massively for "more bouncing" and "extra spankings." "Look how they serve now!" Ava exclaimed, biting her lip. "The maids of the complex… and of all our hearts!"

In the common room, the sissies ate breakfast under the gaze of cameras and drones. Team A—Tyler the retro hotwife, Liam the sexy goth, and Ryan the bubblegum bimbo—sat with a triumphant air on high cushions, enjoying the service. Noah and Ethan, now maids, moved with trays: Ethan in his short black-and-white dress, exaggerated silicone breasts bouncing under the tight top, skirt lifting with every bow to expose stockings with garters and the pink chastity shining.

"More coffee, Tyler, love," Liam asked in a coquettish voice, extending his cup as Ethan bent down to serve. Ethan’s breasts brushed the table, bouncing visibly, and Tyler laughed, giving a playful slap to his exposed glute. "What an obedient little maid! Look how everything bounces… the audience is crazy about you."

Ethan blushed to the tips of his ears, the chastity buzzing with new votes. "Please… no," he murmured, but his voice came out high and shaky, the forced sway making his skirt lift even more. Noah, serving fruit to Ryan, received a naughty order: "Kneel to give me that grape in my mouth, sexy maid." Noah obeyed, knees on the padded floor, skirt lifting to expose lace, while Ryan stroked his wig with bimbo delight.

The winners enjoyed themselves openly: Tyler crossed his legs in his retro dress, watching Ethan clean a spilled stain with a rag, forcing him to bend over and expose everything. "What a cute shaved little ass!" Tyler commented, his voice still carrying traces of rebellion but now tinted with coquettish superiority. "Serve well, little princess, or Jade will give you extra spankings."

Ethan felt the humiliation burn, but also a traitorous pulse in his cage: the heavy fake breasts bouncing, the short skirt brushing his thighs, the looks from the other sissies, a mix of pity and arousal. For a moment, they all seemed to forget the greater horror: that they were there to be feminized and humiliated before millions. Now they worried about the internal dynamics: who served better, who received more spankings, who accumulated fewer punishments. It was a coquettish microcosm of sissy power, where the maids trembled and the winners strutted.

Suddenly, Jade Blackwell entered the room, her dominant presence silencing everything. She wore a black catsuit with pink transparencies that hugged her perfect curves, high heels clicking like promises of punishment. "My adorable sissies," she purred, letting her gaze wander over the group. The maids straightened instinctively, breasts bouncing; the winners smiled with superiority. Jade stopped in front of Ethan, lifting his chin with two gloved fingers. "After a massive public vote—millions of votes, darlings!—this afternoon you’ll be cleaning the cars of some lucky VIP fans. In the outdoor garage, under the sun, so everyone can see you shine… and sweat!"

The sissies gasped. Jade laughed, a coquettish and malicious sound. "But first, a change of outfit. Something more… practical and sexy!"

The assistants entered with new clothes: tight, translucent white blouses that clung to the skin like a second layer, highlighting silicone breasts and sensitive nipples; very short distressed pink denim shorts that barely covered shaved glutes, riding up with every movement; transparent platform high heels that forced an exaggerated sway; and accessories: pink cleaning gloves, tiny aprons with bows. The fake breasts remained, bouncing even more with the new casual-sexy look.

Ethan and Noah were dressed first, as extra punishment. Assistants adjusted the white blouses, tightening them until the exaggerated breasts threatened to spill out; shorts so short that the pink chastity peeked out when they bent over. "What hot maids for the garage!" one assistant commented, giving a smack to Ethan’s glute. He moaned, the cage vibrating with instant votes.

In the outdoor garage, an open space with luxury cars parked for VIP fans, the sissies were put to work under the warm sun. Sponges, hoses, pink foamy soap. Cameras and drones captured everything for the broadcast: water splashing onto white blouses until they turned transparent, shorts riding up to expose shaved butts, breasts bouncing with every scrub.

The sissies played among themselves under orders: Noah splashing Ethan with the hose, laughing when the water made his blouse cling even more, exaggerated breasts perfectly outlined. "Look how you shine!" Noah joked, giving a playful smack to his wet ass. Ethan panted, forced arousal from the cage, humiliation mixed with the heat of the sun and coquettish touches.

Jade watched from an elevated platform, laughing with dominant delight. "What a coquettish spectacle, my sissies! The audience loves you like this: sweaty, wet, serving… keep shining, little princesses!"

The garage turned into an erotic stage: water, foam, shaved bodies gleaming, chastity buzzing with massive votes. The sissies with their bouncing breasts and tiny shorts, posing, cleaning, moaning under smacks and splashes. For a moment, the internal dynamic absorbed them: nervous laughter, playful touches, competition for fewer punishments. But the audience remembered the greater purpose: total feminization, delicious humiliation.

Jade laughed again, her voice echoing over the water: "Perfect to serve… and to be broken!"


CHAPTER 17 Last Day with a Male Name

Another day dawned in the complex with the usual pink fanfare: dim lights gradually turning on, soft, catchy music whispering lyrics about “perfect curves” and “surrendering to the sway,” and Ava Monroe’s voice filtering through the speakers. “Good morning, my beloved sissies and dear viewers!” she announced in her syrupy, coquettish tone. “Today is a special day: mandatory morning routine to avoid collective punishment. Everyone must pass the test, or the audience will vote for something very humiliating tonight! Dress for sissy pilates… and move those juicy booties!”

The assistants rushed in, laughing mischievously as they handed out the outfits of the day: ultra-tight shiny pink leggings that outlined every curve and bulge of the chastity, sporty crop tops with deep necklines that left shaved bellies exposed and highlighted the temporary silicone breasts, ballet sneakers with a low heel to force a feminine posture, and high ponytails with bows that bounced with every movement. Ethan felt the elastic fabric cling to his smooth skin like a treacherous second layer, the pink cage squeezing tighter with the stretch, the exaggerated fake breasts swaying beneath the top.

The five sissies were led into a spacious, brightly lit pilates studio: padded pink floor, mirrors on every wall reflecting their hyper-feminized figures, cameras and drones capturing every angle for the live broadcast. Jade Blackwell waited in the center, dressed in a tight black yoga set that hugged her dominant curves, her smile clinical yet charged with coquettish desire.

“My little princesses,” Jade said in a husky voice, letting her gaze roam over their bodies. “Today, sissy pilates routine. Exercises designed especially for you: strengthening hips, waist, glutes, and an irresistible posture. Everyone has to complete the class without failing more than three times, or the punishment will be collective and very, very hot. The audience is already voting for extra vibrations if anyone gives up!”

The class began with humiliating stretches: exaggerated cat-cow, arching their backs until breasts visibly bounced and shaved butts lifted like an offering. Tyler grunted in leggings that outlined his chastity; Liam panted in a gothic voice, his pale legs trembling. “Glute bridge with opening,” Jade ordered, stepping closer to correct them. Each sissy lifted their hips, opened their legs in a V, exposing the pink cage to the mirror and the cameras. Ethan felt the blush burn when Jade pressed her hand against his lower belly: “Higher… let your little cage shine for the audience.”

The exercises were deliberately emasculating: fire hydrants on all fours, lifting one leg like bitches in heat, glutes clenched and chastity swinging; donkey kicks that made fake breasts bounce and drew moans from the effort; plié squats with legs spread, lowering until knees trembled and cages brushed the padded floor. Noah flirted with the mirror: “Do I look sexy sweating, Jade?” Jade answered with a smack on her ass: “Very sexy, you rascal… but focus that booty.”

Ryan, the bimbo, stumbled constantly, her exaggerated breasts throwing her off balance. “I can’t… it’s too much!” she sobbed. The others encouraged her, forgetting for a moment the larger competition. Tyler growled: “Come on, dummy, squeeze… we don’t want collective punishment.” Liam, in a soft voice: “Breathe, Ryan… imagine it’s to be prettier.” Ethan, trembling in every squat, felt Noah brush his arm: “You can do it, little princess… look how everything bounces, the audience loves you.”

They pushed themselves, sweat beading on shaved skin, chastity buzzing with votes of “more vibration for sexy effort.” Ethan panted, ponytails bouncing, leggings stuck on like paint, but he completed every repetition, encouraging Ryan when she faltered: “Just a little more… together we’ll make it.”

At the end, exhausted and gleaming with sweat, Jade clapped with genuine delight. “Bravo, my perfect sissies! You’ve passed the test. Not a single collective failure. The audience is delighted… look how they’re voting for more classes like this!” The girls hugged instinctively, nervous, coquettish laughter, fake breasts brushing, shaved bodies shining. For a moment, camaraderie bound them more than the greater horror.

But Jade raised a hand, her smile growing more intense. “Now, the important part of the day. Today is your last day with a male name. This afternoon, the live naming ceremony. The audience has voted names for each of you… but especially for you, Ethan.” Her eyes locked onto him, coquettish and clinical. “We’ll prepare you as you deserve: group bath, drying, perfect makeup… so you enter the stage as the sissies you are destined to be.”

The sissies were led to a collective spa: a bathing hall with pools of perfumed pink water, floral steam, female guards in minimal uniforms acting as personal attendants. They were undressed slowly, leggings and tops falling away to expose shaved bodies, chastity gleaming, fake breasts temporarily removed for washing. Warm water enveloped sensitive skin, expert hands massaging with soft soaps, “accidentally” brushing erogenous zones. Ethan panted when a guard scrubbed his back, moving down to his glutes: “Relax, little princess… today we make you perfect.”

After the bath, they were dried with plush towels, bodies wrapped in short pink robes that barely covered them. They were taken to makeup stations: wigs fitted back on, intense feminine makeup, cherry-gloss lips, glitter shadow, blush accentuating girlish cheeks. Ethan, still in his girly style, received perfect high ponytails, extra bows, glitter on his eyelids.

Finally, escorted to the pre-ceremony stage, Ethan found himself face to face with Ava Monroe in person. She, radiant in a tight silver dress, hugged him on camera with false sweetness, her curves pressing against his short robe. “Oh, sweetheart… you look so pretty today,” she whispered, her hands sliding down his shaved back. Ethan, trembling, begged in a high voice: “Please… I wasn’t really chosen. This is a mistake… don’t change my name.”

Ava hugged him tighter, cameras capturing every tear, every tremor. “Shhh, my love… the audience decides your truth, sweetheart. Millions have voted… and soon you’ll know who you really are.” Her voice was maternal but charged with coquettish desire, her fingers brushing the base of his chastity beneath the robe.

The giant screens lit up with the finalist names. The audience roared. Ethan felt the collapse drawing near.


CHAPTER 18 The Naming Ceremony

The sun was setting over the complex when Jade Blackwell gathered the five sissies in an indoor garden transformed into a ceremonial stage. A central bonfire burned with flames dyed pink by special salts, casting dancing reflections over artificial petals scattered across the floor. Everything was delicately feminine: garlands of bows and pastel flowers hanging from curved arches, vanilla- and strawberry-scented candles, plush cushions arranged in a circle around the fire, and a small altar with mirrors reflecting their hyper-feminized figures. The girls were dressed according to their assigned styles: Tyler as a retro hotwife with a tight dress and intense red lips; Liam as a sexy gothic girl with black lace and smoky eyes; Noah as an office siren with a pencil skirt and sheer blouse; Ryan as a bimbo with ruffles and exaggerated makeup; and Ethan, the classic girly little princess, in a short baby-pink tulle dress, high ponytails with giant bows, stockings with little bows, and Mary Jane heels that made him wobble with forced grace.

The sissies sat on the cushions, chastity devices softly buzzing with the audience’s anticipatory votes, temporary silicone breasts bouncing as they settled in. Cameras and drones floated around, capturing every tremor, every nervous glance for the live broadcast. Jade, dressed in a black-and-pink ceremonial robe that hinted at her dominant curves, stood in the center by the bonfire, her voice resonating with coquettish solemnity.

“My adorable sissies,” Jade began, extending her hands like a priestess of desire. “The first week of your blossoming comes to an end. You have passed trials, served as maids, sweated in pilates, moaned under vibrations… and now, it is time to never look back again. Your male names belong to the past. Tonight, in the main ceremony, you will receive the names the audience has chosen for you. Names that have already been legally changed in all records: passports, documents, social media. There is no turning back. Never again.”

The sissies felt a final weight fall upon them. Tyler clenched his fists beneath his retro dress, his rebellion fading; Liam sobbed softly, her gothic makeup smearing; Noah tried an office-coquettish smile that broke; Ryan stared into nothingness with glassy bimbo eyes. Ethan, with his pink tutu lightly fluttering in the artificial breeze, felt a deep sadness flood him like a cold tide. The apparent betrayal of Dahlia, that signature that had brought him here, struck him now with full force. “She wanted me like this… or at least a part of me,” he thought. Everything seemed over: his male identity, his normal life, his relationship as he had known it.

Jade smiled with clinical delight, stepping closer to each of them for a final touch: adjusting Ethan’s ponytail, brushing his chastity with a gloved finger. “This is your true liberation, little princesses. The fire burns the old… and the audience gives you the new.”

The main ceremony began shortly after. The garden transformed into a grand stage: pink strobe lights, drones dancing like mechanical fireflies, a live and virtual audience chanting names with erotic fervor. Ava Monroe appeared at the center, radiant in a silver dress that hugged her curves like an invitation. Dahlia Hartmann watched from an elevated glass booth, face pale and eyes swollen, weakly pounding on the glass.

“Dear audience!” Ava proclaimed in a syrupy voice charged with desire. “The Naming Ceremony! Our sissies lose their final tie to the past. Feminine names, voted by millions!”

One by one, the names were announced. Tyler became Tiffany Voss, eternal hotwife; Liam became Lilith Park, seductive gothic girl; Noah became Nicole Rivera, mischievous office siren; Ryan became Roxy Keller, perpetual bimbo. Each announcement provoked cheers, the sissies trembling in their styles, chastity vibrating with public approval.

Finally, Ethan. The lights focused on him: pink tulle dress, high ponytails, perfect glitter makeup, chastity gleaming beneath the short tutu. Ava stepped closer, hugging him with false sweetness on camera. “And our little angel… several options were considered, Chloe, Lily, and… the overwhelming favorite: HOLLY HALE!”

The audience went wild: “HOL-LY! HOL-LY!” Millions chanting, final votes sealing his fate. Ethan shook violently, tears falling, the internal collapse like an abyss. Dahlia, in the booth, collapsed against the glass, sobbing helplessly, her beautiful face distorted by pain.

Jade stepped behind Ethan, her firm hand on his shaved lower back, forcing him to look straight into the main camera. “Say hello, Holly,” she ordered in a soft but unbreakable voice, her fingers pressing to maintain his feminine posture.

Ethan, now Holly, opened his mouth, but only a choked moan came out. The audience roared louder: “HOL-LY! HOL-LY!” The name echoed across every screen, legal documents updating in real time.
Holly felt the total collapse: sadness over Dahlia’s apparent betrayal, the loss of his identity, but also, deep down, a hint of induced desire, a treacherous heat in the vibrating chastity, the tutu brushing his sensitive skin, the forced sway becoming natural.
Jade took his chin, forcing him to look at the audience, her clinical eyes shining with pleasure. Lacey stepped in from behind, hugging him with obscene happiness, her curves pressing against his.
Ava closed the ceremony with a venomous smile: “Welcome, Holly Hale! And welcome to you all!”
Jade whispered in Holly’s ear, her breath warm and possessive: “Now yes, little doll… you are ours. But the true liberation is only just beginning.”
The pink fire crackled, the audience chanting the new name, and Holly felt his old self fade away into the flames.


CHAPTER 19 The True Liberation

The ceremony had ended, but the grand stage did not go dark. Pink lights continued to dance over the newly named sissies, now seated in a semicircle of plush cushions around the ceremonial bonfire. The live and virtual audience was still chanting the new names—Tiffany, Lilith, Nicole, Roxy, Holly—but the volume had been lowered to an excited murmur. In the elevated glass booth, Dahlia Hartmann cried inconsolably, weakly pounding the glass with her fists, her beautiful face streaked with tears. Watching Ethan, now Holly, tremble as Jade forced him to accept his new name had been the final blow.

Ava Monroe approached the booth with her sweet, razor-sharp smile, placing a hand on Dahlia’s shoulder like a compassionate friend. “Don’t blink, sweetheart,” Ava whispered, her voice broadcast live to millions. “The best part is about to begin. Your Holly is going to truly bloom tonight… and you have the best seat.”

Below, Jade Blackwell moved with feline grace among the sissies. She carried a tray with tall glasses of a bright pink cocktail, bubbly and perfumed with something sweet and intoxicating. “To celebrate, my princesses,” Jade announced in a husky, coquettish voice, offering a glass to each of them. “Drink. You’ve earned your new names. You are them forever now.”

The sissies took the glasses with trembling hands. Tiffany (formerly Tyler) drank with melancholy, staring into the flames as if searching for her old self in them. Lilith (Liam) sipped with gothic tears rolling down her pale cheeks. Nicole (Noah) tried to play along. Roxy (Ryan) drank with resignation, her exaggerated lips leaving glossy marks on the rim. Holly (Ethan) held the glass with delicate fingers, the pink tulle of her short dress brushing her shaved thighs, chastity vibrating faintly. She drank with deep sadness, thinking of Dahlia, of the betrayal that now seemed irrevocable. Everything had been sealed. She was no longer Ethan. She never would be again.

Jade smiled, satisfied, and ordered a second round. “Another one, my beauties. To relax… to open your little hearts.”

The sissies obeyed, drinking with more urgency. Soon they began to feel strange: a gentle dizziness, as if the world were spinning in pink; heat rising through their shaved bodies, sensitive skin burning beneath lingerie and dresses; a tingling in the chastity that made them moan softly. The cocktail was more than alcohol: a mild relaxant, a light aphrodisiac approved by the show to “facilitate liberation.”

Jade took her place in the center, her voice resonating with delight. “And now, my princesses… with your new names you deserve something beautiful. Something that will make you feel like real women.”

The side doors opened, and a group of men entered: five of them, tall and muscular, dressed in tight clothing, fitted T-shirts outlining their pecs, pants that revealed obvious bulges. Their smiles were confident, predatory but trained to be “gentle.” Each one approached an assigned sissy, taking her by the hand or the waist with natural possession.

The girls became nervous and confused at first. “What… what’s happening?” Lilith murmured, her gothic voice trembling as her man lifted her easily. Tiffany tried to resist, but the dizziness and heat betrayed her. Nicole laughed nervously, becoming submissive. Roxy went along with a bimbo giggle. Holly stepped back, wide-eyed with panic. “No… please…”

But Jade manipulated them with a soft, dominant voice. “Dance, princesses. Feel the music. It’s part of the celebration. Move those little hips… let them guide you.”

The music shifted to a slow, sensual rhythm, pink lights pulsing. The men began to dance with them, hands on shaved waists, bodies pressing against silicone breasts and vibrating chastity. At first stiff, the sissies began to laugh under the effects of the cocktail: nervous, dizzy, coquettish laughter. Their partners gave playful spanks or groped glutes and thighs, making them moan and arch. “That’s it, Tiffany… what a delicious retro ass,” one whispered. “Lilith, bite my neck, dark princess.”

Dahlia, from the booth, watched in absolute horror. Seeing Holly, her Ethan, in the arms of a tall man, pink tulle dress riding up, ponytails bouncing, moaning softly while the man brushed her chastity and groped her fake breasts… was too much. “No! Ethan!” she screamed at the glass, but her voice did not carry.

Jade, satisfied, placed a silver tray in the center: bottles of shiny lubricant and pastel-colored condoms, arranged like a ceremonial gift.

The men guided the dance toward its climax. One by one, the sissies were taken to the padded floor. Holly ended up on her knees, dazed, the world spinning in warm pink. Her man, tall and dark-haired, slowly unbuttoned himself, pulling out his erect member and bringing it to her cherry-glossed lips. “Open that pretty little mouth, Holly,” he instructed in a deep, seductive voice. “Suck like the good girl you are now.”

Holly thought, confused: “I don’t understand what’s happening… but I like it. A lot.” The heat of the cocktail, the dizziness, the desire induced by weeks of denial in the chastity… everything betrayed her. Her lips opened, wrapping around the tip, sucking with initial clumsiness that turned fervent. She moaned around the shaft, high, feminine sounds, ponytails bouncing as her head moved guided by firm hands. “Good Holly… such a sweet little mouth,” the man praised, pushing deeper.

She looked around: her companions in similar situations—Tiffany being ridden, Lilith taken from behind with gothic moans, Nicole and Roxy kissing their men while being taken. “So… everything is fine,” Holly thought, surrendered. The man lifted her easily, removing the pink panty beneath the tutu, generously lubricating her shaved entrance. He penetrated her slowly at first, the stretch burning and filling, then with a growing rhythm.

Holly moaned loudly, a sound of pure and confused pleasure, legs wrapped in bow-adorned stockings around the man’s waist, fake breasts bouncing, chastity vibrating uselessly. She reveled in the moment: each thrust sending waves of ecstasy through her feminized body, the heat of the cocktail amplifying everything, the audience roaring approval. Dahlia, horrified, watched as her former boyfriend arched and moaned in the arms of a stranger, feminized face contorted in pleasure.

Jade watched with a clinical smile, Ava commenting live: “Look at them bloom! The true liberation!”

Holly lost herself in the climax, moaning the new name in her mind, the old self dissolving in induced pleasure.


Epilogue

The Reality Sissy Show screen lit up once more with an intense pink glow, like a long, wet kiss on the audience’s cheek. The ceremonial bonfire still crackled in the background, but the focus was now on the five sissies, exhausted and gleaming with sweat, sprawled on the plush cushions around the fire. Their shaved bodies shone under the strobe lights, exaggerated silicone breasts rising and falling with panting breaths, pink chastity devices vibrating faintly with the audience’s final votes. The men, still wearing satisfied smiles and unbuttoned pants, withdrew discreetly, leaving the girls in a coquettish mess of lifted skirts, displaced lingerie, and makeup smeared by pleasure and tears.

Ava Monroe reappeared at the center of the stage, her tight silver dress gleaming as if made of damp skin, deep neckline inviting the gaze as she leaned toward the camera with that sweet, venomous smile that made millions bite their lips. “Oh, dear viewers, what a delicious night we’ve had!” Ava purred, her voice wrapping around them like a slow caress down the back. “Our sissies have come so far in this first week… from confused, resistant boys to submissive, eager little princesses. Look at them now, my loves: Tiffany, Lilith, Nicole, Roxy, and our sweet Holly, all with their new legal names engraved forever. What coquettish progress! They’ve learned to sway those shaved hips in high heels, to serve drinks with curtsies that lift skirts and expose little pink secrets, to clean cars in wet, transparent blouses that show everything… and tonight, they’ve received their prettiest reward: an intimate celebration that made them moan like the perfect sissies they are.”

The camera made a slow, erotic pan over the girls. Tiffany (the retro hotwife) lay with her polka-dot dress wrinkled, red lips swollen from ravenous kisses, one hand still brushing her vibrating chastity as she panted with a dazed smile. “What a naughty little housewife!” Ava commented with a wink. “She looks so happy with her reward… that strong man made her feel like the obedient little woman she always should have been.”

Lilith (the sexy goth) was curled up, black lace in disarray, smoky eyes glassy with ecstasy, a coquettish bruise on her neck where her companion had bitten her. “Our dark princess has discovered dark pleasures!” Ava purred. “Look at her, moaning in the arms of a real male… how humiliating for her old self, but how delicious for us to watch her surrender like this, with her little ass full and trembling.”

Nicole (the office siren) laughed softly and nervously, pencil skirt pulled up to her waist, sheer blouse stained with lubricant, chastity dripping from excess vibrations. “The naughty secretary has learned how to ‘take dictation’ properly!” Ava said, biting her lip. “What coquettish shame, kneeling and sucking while the audience voted for deeper… but she looks so happy, doesn’t she? Moaning like a little office slut!”

Roxy (the bubblegum bimbo) was sprawled out, pink ruffles wrinkled, lips swollen and eyes glassy, fake breasts bouncing with every dazed giggle. “Our adorable little dummy has received her ‘basic math’ lesson!” Ava joked in a playful tone. “Humiliated on all fours, penetrated while babbling nonsense… how cute to see her enjoy it like this, with her useless pink cage throbbing.”

And finally, Holly (formerly Ethan), the girly little princess, lying there with her baby-pink tulle torn to shreds, ponytails undone, glitter makeup smeared by tears and sweat, chastity vibrating with a constant pulse. Her man had taken her in his arms, penetrating her with thrusts that made her arch and moan like a little doll. “And our Holly Hale, the star of the night!” Ava exclaimed with venomous delight. “Such sweet progress… from innocent boy to eager sissy, moaning in the arms of a real male while Dahlia watches from above. Look at her, with her shaved little ass full and trembling, fake breasts bouncing as if begging for more! She looks so happy with her reward… humiliated, penetrated, turned into the pink little slut she was always meant to be. What a coquettish betrayal by her girlfriend, right? But look at her enjoy it… moaning like she never wants it to stop!”

Dahlia, still in the booth, sobbed uncontrollably, but Ava ignored her, turning toward the camera with a radiant smile. “Don’t hesitate to tune in again to see your favorite sissy, dear viewers!” she invited in a velvety voice, leaning in as if sharing an erotic secret. “Comment on social media, vote for the most humiliating punishments and challenges: more public spankings? Vibrating chastity all day? Dance sessions in clubs with wandering hands exploring? The sissies have a long road ahead… weeks of deep feminization, delicious humiliations, and denied pleasures that will make them beg for more! Vote now, and make them moan your names!”

The screen showed a final montage: the sissies panting in post-orgasmic ecstasy, bodies gleaming, new names floating in pink letters. Ava winked at the camera. “Until next time, when these little princesses will learn to serve in even more coquettish and humiliating ways! Don’t miss it… or we’ll vote an extra punishment just for you!”

The transmission cut off with a blown kiss from Ava, leaving the sissies in their post-ceremonial melancholy, the pink fire crackling like a promise of more humiliation. Holly, with a flicker of induced desire pulsing in her chastity, vaguely thought, “What if this is what I always wanted…?”
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