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CHAPTER 1

“I mean, I’ve tried everything. Sports, lifting weights, protein powder. I got the manly haircut, bought the manly watches, wore the manly cologne.” Evan paused. “I even bought a manly pickup truck.”

“I remember the truck, Evan,” Dr. Morgan replied.

“It was an F-350. The beast was so enormous it took me three attempts to back it in at Trader Joe’s.”

“I remember that too. So does everyone at Trader Joe’s.”

Dr. Morgan appeared on the video screen mounted to Evan’s dashboard, looking every bit as professionally composed as she did during their usual sessions and considerably less interested in hearing him inventory his failures at masculinity for the hundredth time. Her dark hair was pulled back neatly, black-framed glasses sharpened her already formidable features, and a charcoal blazer over a cream blouse completed the appearance of a woman who had never needed to raise her voice to make someone stop talking. At the moment, however, she seemed perilously close to wishing Evan would.

“You’re not listening,” Evan said.

“I’m listening.”

“What did I just say?”

“You said purchasing an oversized truck failed to transform you into whatever version of masculinity you had decided you were supposed to become that month,” Dr. Morgan replied, glancing at him through her black frames. “Then you sold it for considerably less than you paid for it, which I advised you would happen.”

“Okay. You were listening.”

“I usually am. You simply require less active participation than most of my patients.”

That was one of the reasons Evan respected her. Dr. Morgan didn’t coddle him, didn’t pretend every terrible decision contained a hidden triumph, and had a strength Evan found reassuring precisely because she never seemed compelled to prove she possessed it. She listened, considered, and then told him what she thought with enough certainty that he usually stopped arguing somewhere around the point he realized she was right.

“I’ve tried dating too,” Evan continued. “Although admittedly there isn’t much data available.”

“You’ve dated quite a few women.”

“I’ve gone on dates with quite a few women. That’s different. I’ve never had a relationship last more than a few weeks.”

“You were engaged,” Dr. Morgan reminded him.

“That is the one unfortunate statistical exception.”

Her expression changed just enough to suggest she already knew what was coming.

“And then she left me for my cousin Katie,” Evan said, keeping his eyes on the road.

“Yes.”

“She wasn’t even a lesbian before that.”

“Evan.”

“I drove a girl to go lesbian.”

“You did not drive her that way,” Dr. Morgan said firmly.

“Well, I didn’t not drive her that way.”

“Sexual orientation doesn’t work that way, and you know it.”

“I know. I’m joking.”

“Then find a better joke.”

Dr. Morgan returned her attention to him through the screen. “Your former fiancée fell in love with someone else. The fact that the someone else happened to be your cousin certainly made the breakup more complicated, but it wasn’t evidence that you failed some test of masculinity.”

“She married Katie.”

“I remember.”

“They send me a Christmas card.”

“I remember that too.”

“They look incredibly happy,” Evan said.

“Would you prefer they looked miserable?”

“A little.”

Dr. Morgan’s eyebrow rose above the rim of her black-framed glasses.

“I’m joking again,” Evan assured her.

“I know you believe you are.”

Evan smiled and checked the printed directions spread across the passenger seat. He had already followed six turns since leaving the freeway, each one dictated by the email from Madame Violet’s Academy rather than anything displayed on his phone. 

SissyVille had no searchable address, no coordinates and no helpful destination pin; the Academy provided applicants with nothing more than turns, distances and the occasional peculiar landmark, along with strict instructions to follow them exactly.

“I’m coming up on the next turn,” Evan said. “Eleven-point-three miles from the last one, then right.”

“Then I suggest turning right.”

“That’s the kind of insight I pay you for.”

“Indeed you do,” Dr. Morgan said dryly.

“There’s no town on the map,” Evan reminded her. “Do you appreciate how insane that is? You suggested I spend three days at a place Google doesn’t believe exists.”

“I suggested you investigate something you’ve spent several years talking about. You decided to apply.”

“You sent me the application.”

“I sent you information.”

“You sent me a link directly to the application.”

“After six months of listening to you discuss it,” Dr. Morgan replied.

Evan couldn’t argue with that. He had known about SissyVille long before Dr. Morgan mentioned it, although known was perhaps too generous a word for a place that existed somewhere between rumor and urban legend. There were photographs online, stories from supposed visitors and endless arguments over whether Madame Violet’s Sissy Academy was real, but nobody ever seemed capable of providing an address or explaining exactly where the town was.

The Academy itself hadn’t made things any easier. Its website contained no location information, and the annual Sissy Auditions application opened for only a short period each year. 

Evan had filled out the extensive questionnaire, submitted photographs and endured two video interviews before receiving an invitation he had initially assumed was some elaborate prank. Only after accepting did he receive the email containing the directions now lying on his passenger seat.

“There’s the turn,” Evan said when a narrow road appeared ahead. He slowed and searched for some indication that the instructions had brought him to the correct place. “There’s no sign.”

“What do your directions say?” Dr. Morgan asked.

“Turn left after eleven-point-three miles.”

“How far have you driven?”

“Eleven-point-two miles.”

“Then turn left at the next crossroad.”

Evan studied the approaching crossroads. The road branching off to the left was old and abandoned, its cracked pavement disappearing into the overgrown wilderness ahead. According to the directions, that was where he needed to go, but he had only seconds to decide whether he was actually going to follow them. 

He tightened his grip on the wheel, gritted his teeth and jerked it left before he could talk himself out of it, leaving the familiar road behind and plunging onward into the unknown.

“There. Crisis successfully navigated.”

“Thanks to your take-command personality,” Evan said.

“I have a direct personality.”

“That’s what I mean. I respect that about you. You know what you expect from people, and you don’t let me talk my way around things.”

Dr. Morgan regarded him through her black-framed glasses. “Keep it professional.”

“I meant professionally.”

“Good. Keep it there.”

Evan returned his attention to the road, suitably corrected. The point wasn’t that he wanted Dr. Morgan; he understood that distinction even if he occasionally expressed himself badly. What he admired was her certainty, because it represented something he’d repeatedly looked for in relationships and somehow managed never to find.

“For three years, you’ve told me you dislike being expected to take charge simply because you’re the man in a relationship,” Dr. Morgan said. “You don’t enjoy making every decision, you don’t particularly want to lead, and every attempt you’ve made to turn yourself into that person has made you miserable.”

“Which brings us back to the truck.”

“We are never going back to the truck.”

“Understood.”

“You’ve also told me you’re attracted to strong women and would prefer a relationship in which the woman takes the dominant role,” she continued. “You want structure. You want clearly defined expectations. You’ve repeatedly described service and supporting a partner as appealing rather than demeaning. Eventually, continuing to discuss the hypothetical seemed less useful than allowing you to discover whether you actually want the reality.”

“So you sent me to SissyVille.”

“I suggested you apply to the Academy.”

“Same difference.”

“No,” Dr. Morgan said. “I suggested it. You applied, completed the interviews and accepted the invitation. Give yourself responsibility for at least one decision today.”

Evan smiled. “See? That’s what I mean.”

“Evan.”

“Keep it professional.”

“Correct.”

The road narrowed as it climbed farther into the hills, and the farther Evan drove, the less plausible the directions became. The roads displayed on his phone had stopped corresponding with the pavement beneath his tires several miles earlier. 

There were no houses now, no businesses and almost no traffic, certainly nothing suggesting an entire town capable of supporting hotels, restaurants and Madame Violet’s infamous Academy existed anywhere ahead.

He checked the directions again. “Six-point-eight miles, then left at a fork with a dead oak tree.”

“Very storybook,” Dr. Morgan observed.

“After that, four-point-two miles beyond the second cattle guard.”

“And then?”

“That’s it.”

Dr. Morgan finally looked more interested. “You’re close.”

“Assuming this isn’t the world’s most elaborate prank.”

“You’ve been saying that since your invitation arrived.”

“Because nobody can tell me where this place is.”

“You’re currently following directions to it.”

“That doesn’t make it less weird.”

The promised dead oak appeared exactly where the instructions claimed it would be, standing between two roads like something deliberately placed there to guide lost travelers in a fairy tale. 

Evan took the left fork, crossed one cattle guard and then another several minutes later before resetting his trip counter. Four-point-two miles remained between him and a town the rest of the world apparently couldn’t find.

Dr. Morgan watched him through the dashboard screen for a moment. “Are you really going through with this?”

There was no teasing in her voice now. Evan looked at the narrow road ahead and considered how many times he’d found ways to postpone answering that question, first by treating SissyVille as a fantasy, then by convincing himself he’d never be accepted, and finally by assuming he’d lose his nerve before arriving. Now there was nowhere left to hide from it.

“Absolutely,” Evan said.

Dr. Morgan nodded. “Good.”

“You sound pleased with yourself.”

“I suggested it.”

“You practically assigned it as homework.”

“I suggested you stop talking endlessly about the life you might want and find out whether you actually want it.”

“That sounds like homework.”

“It sounds like therapy,” Dr. Morgan corrected.

Evan laughed and continued driving. Whatever else happened during the next three days, Dr. Morgan had accomplished something none of her predecessors managed: she’d finally gotten him to stop analyzing what he wanted long enough to actually do something about it.

At four miles, the road curved sharply around the hillside and the world abruptly changed. Purple flowers spilled across a landscaped embankment where there hadn’t been so much as a mailbox for miles, followed by decorative trees and an ornate black lamppost flying a purple banner. 

The road widened as it descended through the hills, and rooftops appeared throughout a valley that, according to every map Evan had ever checked, contained absolutely nothing.

“Dr. Morgan,” Evan said.

“I see it.”

“No, you don’t.”

“I can see your face.”

Evan laughed. “I found it.”

A polished roadside sign appeared around the next bend, surrounded by an almost absurd abundance of purple flowers.

WELCOME TO SISSYVILLE

THE ANNUAL SISSY AUDITIONS BEGIN TODAY

Evan slowed as he passed it, staring at the town spreading across the valley beyond. After years of rumors, photographs, anonymous stories and internet arguments over whether SissyVille was anything more than an elaborate urban legend, actually seeing it produced the peculiar sensation that he’d driven through some invisible curtain separating the ordinary world from a place that had been hiding beside it all along.

“SissyVille is a real place,” Evan said.

“I assumed it was.”

“You weren’t the one following a dead tree into a town that doesn’t exist.”

“No,” Dr. Morgan replied. “I was the one telling you to follow the directions.”

Evan glanced at her image on the dashboard screen. Dr. Morgan looked exactly as she had at the beginning of the call: composed, professional and entirely unsurprised that her patient had apparently driven into a mythical town devoted to transforming men into Sissies.

“Evan,” she said.

“Yeah?”

“Go find out.”

He knew exactly what she meant. Not whether SissyVille was real anymore, because the purple rooftops ahead had settled that question, but whether the life he’d spent years circling around in therapy was something he genuinely wanted once it stopped being hypothetical. For once, Evan didn’t feel the need to analyze the answer.

“Yes, Dr. Morgan.”

“Good luck.”

The video call ended.


CHAPTER 2

SissyVille was considerably prettier than any urban legend had a right to be. Evan wasn’t sure what he’d expected, perhaps an ominous castle surrounded by lightning or women in black leather stationed at the town limits with clipboards.

Instead it looked like somebody had taken a picturesque resort town, added a suspicious amount of purple, and then allowed a committee of dominatrixes to name all the businesses. There were cafés, restaurants, boutiques and broad sidewalks shaded by trees, while decorative banners hung from old-fashioned streetlamps and flower boxes overflowed beneath storefront windows.

Evan passed a clothing boutique advertising SISSY FITTINGS, a beauty salon with a sign reading ACADEMY APPLICANTS — APPOINTMENT ONLY THIS WEEKEND, and something called THE PETTICOAT CAFÉ, where several women sat outside drinking coffee while a young man in a frilly apron served them pastries. 

He nearly drove onto the curb staring and forced his attention back to the road. Whatever else SissyVille might be, nobody here appeared remotely concerned that the outside world wasn’t sure they existed.

The SissyVille Grand appeared several blocks later, rising above the surrounding buildings like the enormous, glamorous older sister of every other building in town. Its white façade was trimmed in purple, flags bearing Madame Violet’s Academy crest fluttered above the entrance, and expensive cars curled around the circular driveway. 

An electronic marquee towered above everything, displaying the words Evan had spent months simultaneously hoping and dreading he would finally see.




WELCOME, CANDIDATES!

MADAME VIOLET’S ANNUAL SISSY AUDITIONS

48 HOPEFULS — 3 DAYS — 7 POSITIONS




Evan stared at the final number. Seven. He’d known the odds when he applied. He’d known them when he completed the humiliatingly personal questionnaire, submitted photographs, endured two interviews and received the invitation that had ultimately led him down a collection of roads that didn’t exist on any map. Knowing there were only seven positions had been one thing. Seeing it displayed in letters large enough to be read from space was another.

Men were already unloading luggage outside the SissyVille Grand, and Evan automatically began evaluating the competition. One was tall, muscular and handsome enough that Evan immediately disliked him. Another emerged from a convertible wearing white pants and a fitted shirt while two beautiful women climbed out after him, kissed his cheeks and sent him toward the hotel with encouraging swats on his backside.

Evan looked down at his gray T-shirt. “Well, I’m fucked.”

He pulled into the parking garage anyway.

Registration had consumed the entire ballroom level of the SissyVille Grand, and Evan stepped from the escalator carrying his suitcase only to discover that apparently every inadequate man in America had received the same purple invitation. They were everywhere: tall men, short men, thin men, muscular men, handsome men, awkward men, nervous men, and several who appeared so confident 

Evan suspected they had misunderstood what kind of Academy they were auditioning for. Purple banners hung from the ceiling announcing THE SISSY AUDITIONS, while an enormous Academy crest dominated the far wall above the competition’s infamous slogan.

YOU HAVE A BETTER CHANCE OF BECOMING A NAVY SEAL THAN BECOMING ONE OF MADAME VIOLET’S SISSIES.

“That’s encouraging,” someone said beside him.

Evan turned and found a stranger approximately his height, perhaps an inch shorter, which Evan appreciated immediately. Sandy-blond hair fell across his forehead, and an oversized blue hoodie did absolutely nothing to disguise a slender frame. 

He had a duffel bag hanging from one shoulder and the unmistakable expression of someone who had spent the previous several minutes calculating how quickly he could reach the parking garage without anyone noticing.

“I was just thinking the same thing,” Evan said.

The stranger extended his hand. “Ryan.”

“Evan.”

“You here for the Auditions?” Ryan asked.

Evan looked around at the enormous banners, registration tables and several dozen nervous men surrounding them. “No. Dental convention.”

Ryan stared at him for a moment before Evan’s expression betrayed him, and they both laughed. The sound immediately released some of the tension between them, and Ryan nodded toward the registration line before they joined it together. Evan wasn’t usually comfortable striking up conversations with strangers, but standing beside someone who looked equally out of place made talking surprisingly easy.

“You come alone?” Evan asked.

“Yeah. You?”

“Me too.”

“Tell anybody?”

“My therapist.”

Ryan looked at him. “Seriously?”

“She suggested I come.”

“Your therapist told you to audition for Sissy Academy?”

“It’s a long story.”

“I suddenly feel like I picked the wrong therapist,” Ryan said. “Can I get her number?”

They moved with the line, and Evan noticed Academy staff checking identification before collecting each applicant’s phone and sealing it inside a numbered pouch. He had known about the rule before arriving, but watching another man surrender his connection to the outside world made the arrangement feel considerably more serious. A large sign beside the tables explained the policy:




NO PERSONAL ELECTRONICS DURING AUDITIONS.

NO OUTSIDE CONTACT AFTER REGISTRATION.




Beneath those instructions, printed substantially larger, were five words:

YOU MAY QUIT AT ANY TIME.

Ryan stared at them. “Why does that somehow make me want to quit?”

“Probably because they keep reminding us we’re allowed to,” Evan replied.

The Academy had been almost comically obsessive about that point. Participation was voluntary, every applicant could refuse a challenge, and anyone could withdraw from the Auditions whenever he chose. 

There was only one consequence that mattered: once an applicant quit, he was finished. No reconsideration, no second attempt and no returning next year after spending twelve months practicing in heels.

“I almost turned around,” Evan admitted. “Three times.”

“Exactly,” Ryan said. “I almost didn’t leave home.”

Evan laughed, but Ryan’s admission made him feel considerably better about his own doubts. Up close, he could see that Ryan looked every bit as nervous as he felt, repeatedly adjusting the strap of his duffel bag while glancing toward the ballroom doors. Whatever had brought Ryan here, he clearly hadn’t arrived believing this would be easy.

“You ever done anything like this before?” Ryan asked.

“Applied to a Sissy Academy?”

“Or anything remotely like this.”

“Never.”

“Same,” Ryan said.

The line advanced again, and Ryan glanced at several applicants ahead of them before lowering his voice. “Can I tell you something completely pathetic? I don’t think I’m going to make it.”

Evan realized Ryan wasn’t joking. “Why not?”

“I’ve watched every official video they release,” Ryan explained. “I’ve read everything about the Auditions I could find, including all the anonymous stuff. They deliberately try to make you quit.”

“That’s the point.”

“I know but look at some of these guys.” Ryan nodded discreetly toward the men ahead. “That one has abs through his shirt. I’m five-six and I get winded carrying groceries upstairs.”

“Five-seven,” Evan said.

Ryan looked at him. “Bastard.”

“But I also get winded carrying groceries upstairs.”

“Okay,” Ryan conceded. “We’re evenly matched.”

Evan glanced around the room again, only this time something about Ryan’s complaint struck him differently. There were muscular men here, confident men, handsome men and several who looked as though they’d spent months preparing for a competition, but this wasn’t a bodybuilding contest, a marathon or an audition to become the next action hero. They were competing to become Sissies.

He looked at Ryan again and saw someone small, slender, soft-spoken and nervous, then considered how easily the same description could apply to himself. 

Maybe they’d finally discovered the one competition where being terrible at conventional masculinity wasn’t a disadvantage. Maybe all those qualities Evan had spent years trying unsuccessfully to correct were precisely what had brought him to the right place.

“Maybe guys like us are exactly what they’re looking for,” Evan said.

Ryan blinked. “You actually believe that?”

“I drove all the way here following directions from a secret email. I have to believe something.”

They reached registration before Ryan could answer. A woman in a fitted purple Academy uniform greeted Evan with the pleasant smile ordinarily associated with hotel receptionists who weren’t about to confiscate someone’s connection to the outside world. She checked his identification, confirmed his room assignment and then extended her hand.

“Phone,” she said.

Evan pulled it from his pocket and looked at the screen. He had spent the entire drive worrying about whether he would actually make it this far, and now that he had, surrendering the phone felt strangely ceremonial. Once he handed it over, there would be no Dr. Morgan, no frantic late-night internet searches and no calling someone to talk him out of whatever happened next.

He turned it off and placed it in her hand.

The woman sealed the phone inside a numbered pouch and handed him a room key. “Room 614. Your luggage will be delivered upstairs. Report to the Violet Ballroom at six p.m. wearing exactly what you are currently wearing. Do not change clothing, alter your appearance, consume alcohol or leave the hotel.” She fastened a purple wristband around his arm marked APPLICANT 37 and gave it an efficient tug to make certain it was secure. “Welcome to the Sissy Auditions, Applicant Thirty-Seven.”

Ryan registered beside him and received APPLICANT 38. They collected their room keys and headed toward the elevators, where Ryan looked down at their consecutive numbers and smiled.

“Thirty-seven and thirty-eight. Guess we’re neighbors.”

“Looks like it.”

Ryan stopped before they entered the elevator. “I meant what I said about not making it. I want this, like really want it, probably more than I’ve ever wanted anything. But I’m good at quitting when things get difficult.”

“So don’t,” Evan said.

Ryan stared at him. “Wow. Why didn’t I think of that?”

“I’m serious. Let’s make a deal.”

The elevator doors opened, but neither entered. Evan hadn’t planned this and wasn’t entirely certain why he suddenly cared whether a man he’d known for twenty minutes survived the Auditions. Maybe it was because Ryan had admitted exactly what Evan hadn’t wanted to admit himself.

“Neither of us quits,” Evan said. “They can eliminate us, vote us out, tell us we’re the two worst Sissies in the history of SissyVille, whatever. But we don’t make the decision for them.”

Ryan studied him. “We’re competing for the same seven spots.”

“So are forty-six other guys.”

“What happens when there are eight of us left?”

“Let’s survive forty first.”

That earned another smile, and Ryan extended his hand. “No quitting.”

Evan shook it. “No quitting.”

At five fifty-five that evening, Applicants Thirty-Seven and Thirty-Eight stood together outside the Violet Ballroom with forty-six other men who had apparently made the same promise to themselves. 

Academy staff arranged them numerically while conversations dwindled from nervous chatter to whispers and eventually disappeared altogether. The enormous double doors remained closed, offering absolutely no clue what waited on the other side.

Ryan leaned toward Evan. “Still time to run.”

“No quitting,” Evan reminded him.

“I was testing you.”

“You’ve known me six hours and you’re already annoying.”

“That’s how friendships work,” Ryan said.

At precisely six o’clock, the ballroom doors opened, and the applause hit them like a physical force. Hundreds of people filled tiered seating surrounding an illuminated stage, cameras occupied the aisles, purple spotlights swept across the room, and five elaborate chairs waited behind a judges’ table positioned directly before the stage.

Evan had known portions of the Auditions were conducted publicly, but there was a considerable difference between reading the word audience in an application and discovering enough people to fill a small theater waiting to watch him embarrass himself.

“What the hell?” Ryan whispered.

An Academy Mistress emerged from the ballroom before Evan could answer. She wore black from neck to ankle and walked slowly along the line of applicants, her heels clicking against the marble floor with enough authority to silence whatever whispers remained. Evan recognized her immediately, and judging by the sudden stillness surrounding him, everyone else did too.

“Prospective Sissies,” she said, somehow making the word sound temporary. “My name is Mistress Switch. You came to SissyVille because each of you believes you deserve the privilege of training at Madame Violet’s Academy. Most of you are wrong.”

Several applicants shifted, but Mistress Switch appeared pleased by their discomfort.

“We have seven openings and forty-eight applicants. Our job over the next three days is not to help you succeed. It is to discover how quickly we can make you quit.”

She gestured toward the ballroom, where the audience continued applauding beyond the doors. “You may withdraw at any time, refuse any challenge or walk out those doors whenever you choose, and nobody will stop you. But once you quit, you will never be invited back.”

Mistress Switch allowed that warning to settle over the applicants before stepping aside. “Those of you still interested in becoming Sissies, welcome to your initiation.”

The line began moving into the ballroom, and Evan entered beside Ryan as the audience applauded even louder. When they approached the stage, Evan finally saw what was waiting beneath the purple lights: a row of Academy Sissy alumni standing beside dozens of identical garment bags containing unmistakably frilly maid uniforms. Several locked equipment cases had been arranged beside them, and at center stage beneath the enormous Academy crest stood Madame Violet herself.

Ryan leaned closer without taking his eyes from the stage. “No quitting.”

Evan looked at the audience, the judges, the maid uniforms and the smiling alumni waiting for them. For the first time since leaving home the ridiculousness of what he’d volunteered for collided completely with the reality of actually having to do it. Everything until now had merely been the journey to SissyVille; whatever happened next would determine whether he deserved to stay.

“No quitting,” Evan said.

Behind them, the ballroom doors slammed shut.


CHAPTER 3

The ballroom doors slammed shut behind the forty-eight applicants with enough force to make several of them turn around. Evan didn’t. He was too busy staring at the stage.

The Violet Ballroom had been transformed into something halfway between a television studio and a particularly glamorous public execution. Purple spotlights swept across tiered seating packed with hundreds of spectators, cameras rolled along tracks bordering the stage, and five elaborate chairs waited behind a curved judges’ table beneath Madame Violet’s Academy crest.

The audience seemed disproportionately female, although Evan spotted plenty of men among them too, including several unmistakable Academy Sissies dressed in variations of the same feminine uniforms waiting onstage.

Ryan leaned closer. “This looked much smaller in the videos.”

“Everything looks smaller on YouTube.”

“I don’t think those videos showed all of this.”

“They definitely didn’t show all of this.”

“That’s concerning.”

Evan couldn’t disagree.

Academy staff guided the applicants into four rows facing the stage, where the five judges had taken their places. Evan recognized Mistress Switch immediately, of course, and Madame Violet required no introduction.

 She sat at the center of the panel in an immaculate purple suit, silver hair swept back from an elegant face that looked almost grandmotherly until Evan noticed the riding crop resting casually across the table in front of her.

The other three women were strangers to him, which seemed impossible. Evan had spent months researching the Academy, yet the three additional Mistresses had apparently been kept secret until tonight. 

One was a tall Black woman in a severe crimson dress, another was a petite brunette dressed entirely in white, and the third had platinum hair, black leather gloves and the expression of a woman who had already found at least twelve things disappointing about the applicants.

Ryan noticed them too. “Who are they?”

“No idea.”

“You researched everything.”

“Apparently not everything.”

“Wonderful.”

Mistress Switch rose from her chair, and the audience quieted immediately.

“Applicants,” she announced, “you have already been informed of the rules governing the next three days, but there is one rule Madame Violet considers more important than all the others combined. You are here voluntarily.”

Her gaze traveled across the forty-eight men. “You may refuse any challenge. You may withdraw from the Auditions at any time. If you tell us to stop, we stop. If you tell us you’re finished, you’re finished. Your belongings and electronics will be returned, and transportation will be arranged if necessary.”

A few men visibly relaxed. Mistress Switch smiled, and Evan immediately suspected relaxing had been a mistake.

“There is, however, one additional condition. If you quit, you are done. You may not change your mind tomorrow. You may not reapply next year. You may not write Madame Violet a heartfelt letter explaining that you panicked and have since discovered tremendous personal growth. Once you surrender your place, someone else gets the opportunity you threw away.”

The room became considerably quieter.

“Understood?”

Forty-eight voices answered with varying degrees of confidence. “Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Switch looked unimpressed. “That was dreadful.”

The applicants tried again, considerably louder. “YES, MISTRESS!”

The audience applauded, and Evan heard Ryan exhale beside him.

“You still with me?” Evan asked quietly.

“Ask me again in five minutes.”

Madame Violet stood. She didn’t need to demand silence. The audience gave it to her.

Evan had seen photographs and interviews, but none quite captured the peculiar authority of the woman in person. She wasn’t physically imposing and didn’t appear interested in becoming so. She simply stood beneath the Academy crest as though every person in the ballroom had entered her house and would therefore conduct themselves accordingly.

“Every man standing before me tonight claims he wants to become one of my Sissies,” Madame Violet said. “You filled out applications telling us how desperately you want this. You answered intimate questions. You submitted photographs. You sat through interviews. Some of you traveled thousands of miles to stand in this ballroom.”

She walked slowly toward the edge of the stage. “None of that means anything.”

The words landed harder than Evan expected.

“You wanted admission badly enough to fill out paperwork. Congratulations.” Madame Violet surveyed the applicants. “Tonight we discover how badly you want it when wanting it becomes embarrassing.”

A ripple of laughter moved through the audience. Evan didn’t join them, and neither did Ryan.

Madame Violet gestured toward the Academy Sissies lined across the rear of the stage. There were twelve of them, each dressed in an elaborate purple-and-white maid uniform with short, layered skirts, puffed sleeves, stockings, heels and immaculate makeup. Some appeared younger than Evan, others considerably older, but all stood with the same polished posture.

“These Sissies survived the same initiation you are about to face,” Madame Violet continued. “They stood where you’re standing. They had the same opportunity to leave that you have now.”

Several alumni stepped forward and began wheeling garment racks into the light. The audience applauded as dozens of purple-and-white maid uniforms appeared.

Ryan stared. “Oh.”

“Yeah,” Evan whispered.

“I knew there would be uniforms.”

“So did I.”

“I somehow liked them better when they were theoretical.”

The audience laughed as more racks appeared. Shoes followed. Then boxes containing stockings, undergarments, wigs and other accessories were arranged neatly along long dressing tables. Finally, two Academy Sissies rolled several black equipment cases onto the stage.

Nobody laughed. Evan knew immediately what was inside, and so did everyone else.

Ryan swallowed. “Those are—”

“Yeah.”

“Right here?”

Evan looked around at several hundred spectators. “Apparently.”

Mistress Switch stepped forward. “Challenge One is your Sissy Initiation. In a moment, each of you will be brought onto this stage. Our alumni will remove the clothing you arrived in. You will surrender the last symbol of your masculine freedom by being fitted with an Academy chastity device. Then you will be dressed, groomed and presented to the judges in your initiation uniform.”

Nobody moved. The silence became extraordinary.

Evan had known. Every applicant had known. The initiation was legendary. Anonymous accounts of it circulated online every year after the Auditions, although nobody ever agreed on the details and the Academy released no official footage of the transformation itself. 

Evan had read enough to understand the basics. Understanding it while sitting safely at home had been easy. Standing beneath television lights while several hundred people waited to watch was something else entirely.

A man two rows ahead raised his hand.

Mistress Switch looked at him. “Applicant Twelve?”

“If we don’t want to do this?”

“You quit.”

“That’s it?”

“That’s it.”

“And we can just leave?”

Mistress Switch gestured toward the ballroom doors. “Nobody will stop you.”

Applicant Twelve looked toward them. Evan could practically see the calculation happening. The man removed his wristband.

“I quit.”

The audience didn’t boo. Nobody laughed. An Academy attendant simply opened the doors, accepted his wristband and escorted him out. A number on the enormous screen above the stage changed.
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became
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Ryan stared at it. “They have a counter.”

“Of course they have a counter.”

“I hate the counter.”

Mistress Switch waited until the doors closed again. “Anyone else?”

Three hands went up. Then two more. Five men surrendered their wristbands almost simultaneously.

The screen changed again.
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Evan couldn’t believe it. They hadn’t even started.

Madame Violet appeared entirely unsurprised. “Better to discover what you don’t want now than waste our time pretending otherwise.”

Another applicant stepped out of line. “I quit.”
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A second followed.




40 APPLICANTS




Evan looked around at the suddenly thinning rows. Eight men had traveled all the way to a town that didn’t appear on maps, passed the Academy’s application process, survived the interviews and surrendered their phones at registration only to quit before anyone touched them.

Mistress Switch looked almost amused. “Forty,” she said. “Let’s see how long that lasts.”

The first applicant was called.

Applicant Six.

He was one of the muscular men Evan had noticed in the lobby, broad-shouldered and confident, with the kind of body that made Evan instinctively stand straighter around him. He walked onto the stage without hesitation.

An Academy Sissy approached him. “Do you consent to your initiation?”

Applicant Six looked toward Madame Violet. “Yes.”

The Sissy waited.

Applicant Six corrected himself. “Yes, Sissy.”

The audience laughed.

Mistress Switch tapped one finger against the judges’ table. “Interesting start.”

The alumni began, and Evan couldn’t look away.

Applicant Six’s ordinary clothes were removed as part of the public ceremony, leaving him visibly exposed beneath the bright stage lights while the audience watched. 

His confidence wavered for the first time, but he remained in place. An alumnus opened one of the black cases, and whatever swagger Applicant Six had carried onto the stage disappeared when he saw what came next. He still didn’t quit.

Minutes later, the transformation began. Stockings. Undergarments. Layers of white and purple fabric. The ridiculous explosion of ruffles gradually swallowed the imposing man Evan had seen enter the hotel until almost nothing about his original presentation remained. Makeup softened his features, a wig changed the shape of his face, and heels altered his posture.

When the alumni finally stepped away, the audience erupted. Applicant Six stood center stage dressed as a Sissy maid. His expression was mortified.

Then, slowly, he smiled.

Madame Violet noticed. So did Evan.

Applicant Six curtsied, and the audience applauded even louder.

Ryan whispered, “Okay.”

“What?”

“That wasn’t as horrifying as I expected.”

Applicant Nineteen was called next. He quit before reaching the stage.
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Applicant Twenty-Seven made it onto the stage, consented, then panicked when the alumni began removing his clothes.

“Stop.”

Everything stopped instantly, and the ballroom became silent.

Mistress Switch didn’t mock him. “Are you refusing the challenge or withdrawing from the Auditions?”

The man stood trembling beneath the lights. “I’m withdrawing.”

An alumnus handed his clothing back without ceremony.
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Applicant Thirty-Three lasted longer. He surrendered his clothing and endured the audience seeing him exposed, but when the black case opened, his resolve vanished.

“I can’t.”

Mistress Switch leaned forward. “Can’t what?”

“I can’t do that.”

“Then don’t.”

The simplicity of the answer seemed to surprise him. He looked toward the exit, then toward the open case, then back toward the exit.

“I quit.”
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The pattern continued. Some men walked onto the stage terrified and somehow found the nerve to continue. Others arrived swaggering and lasted less than two minutes. One applicant joked through the entire process until the moment the alumni produced his maid uniform, then abruptly decided he couldn’t wear it in front of everyone.
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Another refused to surrender his clothing.
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Two more quit while waiting.
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Evan stopped trying to predict who would survive. The muscular men weren’t necessarily stronger. The shy men weren’t necessarily weaker. 

One trembling applicant needed almost a full minute to say yes when asked whether he consented, then endured the entire initiation without another hesitation. 

Another man who had spent the evening loudly telling everyone how excited he was made it halfway across the stage before turning around.
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Ryan had gone quiet.

Evan looked at him. “Hey.”

Ryan kept staring at the stage.

“Ryan.”

“I know.”

“No quitting.”

“I know.”

“You don’t have to be good at this.”

“That isn’t what I’m worried about.”

“What are you worried about?”

Ryan finally looked at him. “That I’ll get up there and discover I’m not the person I thought I was.”

Evan understood that considerably better than he wanted to. “Then discover it,” he said. “But don’t decide from down here.”

Ryan stared at him.

Evan nodded toward the stage. “Make them decide you don’t belong. Remember?”

Ryan breathed slowly and nodded. “Right.”

Another applicant quit.
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Evan blinked. “When did we lose three more?”

“I don’t know.”

“This counter is horrifying.”

“You said that already.”

“It remains true.”

Mistress Switch rose from the judges’ table. “Applicant Thirty-Eight.”

Ryan stopped breathing.

Evan looked at him. Ryan’s expression had gone blank.

“Applicant Thirty-Eight,” Mistress Switch repeated.

Ryan took one step and stopped. The ballroom seemed impossibly large now.

Evan didn’t give him a speech. He didn’t remind him how far he’d driven or tell him how much he wanted this. They had already discussed all of that.

“No quitting,” Evan said.

Ryan looked back. For one second Evan thought he might leave anyway.

Then Ryan nodded. “No quitting.”

He walked onto the stage.

Evan watched his new friend surrender himself to the initiation, and somehow watching Ryan was worse than watching any of the strangers. 

Ryan looked tiny beneath the stage lights, particularly when surrounded by the alumni. His hands trembled when he gave consent, and for one terrible moment after his clothing was removed, Evan thought he was going to call the whole thing off.

Ryan looked toward him.

Evan held his gaze.

Ryan stayed.

The black case opened.

Ryan stayed.

The transformation began.

Ryan stayed.

By the time the alumni finished, Applicant Thirty-Eight had disappeared beneath layers of purple and white ruffles, stockings, heels, makeup and a blond wig that made him look so radically different Evan needed several seconds to reconcile the person onstage with the man in the oversized blue hoodie he’d met only hours earlier.

The audience applauded. Ryan curtsied awkwardly and nearly fell, which made the audience applaud harder. Ryan recovered, looked toward Evan and laughed.

Not nervously. Actually laughed.

Something inside Evan shifted. Ryan had done it. The impossible suddenly looked possible.

When Ryan returned to the surviving applicants, he walked carefully in his heels, taking tiny deliberate steps until he reached Evan.

“Well?” Evan whispered.

Ryan stared straight ahead. “You’re going to hate this.”

Evan’s confidence dropped.

Ryan waited several seconds. Then he smiled.

“You’re also going to love it.”

“You’re an asshole.”

“I’ve been told.”

“Applicant Thirty-Seven.”

Evan’s smile disappeared.

Ryan looked at him. There was an almost offensive amount of satisfaction in his expression.

“No quitting.”

“I’m reconsidering our friendship.”

“You don’t have time.”

Mistress Switch called again. “Applicant Thirty-Seven.”

Evan stepped forward.

The walk to the stage couldn’t have been more than thirty feet. It felt like three miles. Every step carried him farther from the man who had arrived at the SissyVille Grand that afternoon, and the absurd thought occurred to him that perhaps this was the first test he’d ever taken for which his lifetime of failing at masculinity counted as preparation.

He climbed the stairs.

An Academy Sissy waited for him. Up close, she was older than Evan had expected, perhaps in her forties, with immaculate makeup and a purple bow positioned perfectly in her dark hair. She smiled reassuringly.

“Applicant Thirty-Seven, do you consent to your initiation?”

Evan looked at the audience. Hundreds of strangers stared back. He looked at the judges. Madame Violet watched him without expression. Mistress Switch appeared almost eager for him to fail.

Then Evan found Ryan among the surviving applicants, ridiculous in his maid uniform and blond wig.

Ryan mouthed two words.

No quitting.

Evan looked back at the Academy Sissy. “Yes.”

She waited.

Evan understood. “Yes, Sissy.”

“Good boy.”

The audience laughed. Evan wanted to disappear.

And then the initiation began.

His clothing was removed under the stage lights, one piece at a time, until there was nothing left between Evan and an audience of strangers. Every instinct he’d developed over thirty-one years told him to cover himself, run, disappear, wake up from whatever deranged dream had led him here.

He didn’t.

The Academy Sissy opened the black case, and Evan looked down.

So that was real too.

For one extraordinary moment, he considered quitting. Nobody would blame him. Dr. Morgan wouldn’t blame him. Ryan probably wouldn’t blame him. He could be dressed and back in his car within twenty minutes, following those impossible directions in reverse until SissyVille disappeared behind him and became an urban legend again.

Then he imagined unpacking his suitcase at home.

The thought was worse.

“Continue,” Evan said.

The initiation continued.

Being placed in the Academy device changed something immediately, not merely physically but psychologically. It was the first unmistakable indication that Evan had voluntarily surrendered control over something he had spent his entire adult life assuming belonged exclusively to him. The realization was embarrassing, intimidating and, somewhere beneath both, unexpectedly exhilarating.

Then came the clothes. Stockings slid over his legs. Feminine undergarments replaced everything he’d worn into the ballroom. Layers of white petticoats followed, then the purple-and-white maid dress settled around him in an explosion of lace, bows and ruffles so extravagant Evan suspected subtlety had been specifically prohibited by Academy policy.

The audience watched every second. His face was powdered, his eyes defined, his lips colored, and a wig transformed his hair. The alumni worked efficiently, treating the entire process as routine, which somehow made it even stranger.

Finally, they put him in heels.

Evan stood.

Almost.

An alumnus caught his arm before he tipped sideways. “Careful, Sissy.”

The audience laughed.

Evan laughed too, and that surprised him.

The Academy Sissies stepped away. Evan looked toward the enormous screen beside the stage and saw himself for the first time.

Applicant Thirty-Seven was gone.

A Sissy maid stared back at him.

For years Evan had tried changing everything about himself to become more masculine. He had lifted weights, changed his clothes, changed his hair, bought the truck, practiced being assertive and forced himself through dates where he pretended to enjoy making decisions he desperately wanted somebody else to make. None of it had ever felt convincing.

This should have felt even less convincing. Instead, beneath the embarrassment and the absurdity and the knowledge that hundreds of strangers were staring at him, Evan experienced something he hadn’t expected.

Relief.

Nobody in this room wanted him to become more masculine. For the first time in his adult life, failing at masculinity wasn’t the problem.

It was practically an entrance requirement.

Evan smiled.

Madame Violet noticed. “Applicant Thirty-Seven.”

Evan turned toward her.

“Present yourself.”

He had no idea what that meant.

Ryan called from below the stage. “Curtsy!”

The audience laughed. Evan attempted one.

It was terrible.

The audience applauded anyway.

Mistress Switch wrote something on her clipboard. Evan wasn’t sure whether that was good. He decided not to ask.

When he rejoined Ryan, there were only twenty-six applicants remaining.

Evan stared at the counter.
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“We lost twenty-two?”

Ryan nodded.

“We’ve been here like an hour.”

“Apparently humiliation is efficient.”

Three applicants remained to be initiated. One quit before taking the stage.
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The final two survived.

When the last transformation was complete, the surviving twenty-five applicants stood together before the stage in matching variations of the Academy maid uniform. Some appeared stunned. Some looked exhilarated. One was openly crying, although Evan couldn’t tell whether the tears came from happiness or sheer emotional overload.

The empty spaces surrounding them were impossible to ignore.

Forty-eight men had walked into the ballroom.

Twenty-five remained.

Madame Violet rose, and the audience quieted.

“Look around you,” she instructed.

The applicants obeyed.

“Twenty-three men entered this room believing they wanted what you want. They discovered otherwise.”

Her gaze moved across the surviving Sissies. “There is no shame in their decision. They reached their limit and made the correct choice for themselves. You did not reach yours.”

Evan glanced at Ryan, and Ryan glanced back. They had survived.

Madame Violet continued. “Do not mistake survival for success. Remaining on that stage did not prove you belong at my Academy. It proved only that you were willing to complete the first challenge.”

Several smiles disappeared.

Mistress Switch stood beside her. “Some of you appear very pleased with yourselves,” she observed. “I’m afraid you’ve misunderstood what just happened.”

Evan didn’t like where this was going.

Mistress Switch smiled. “The twenty-three men who left eliminated themselves.”

She lifted her clipboard.

“We haven’t eliminated anyone yet.”

Ryan slowly turned toward Evan. “Oh, fuck.”

Evan stared at the five judges as the audience erupted.

Madame Violet waited for the applause to settle before delivering the words that made Evan’s ridiculous new heels suddenly feel considerably less important. “Challenge One is complete. The judges will now decide which of you deserves the opportunity to face Challenge Two.”

Ryan leaned closer. “I really hate our pact.”

Evan looked at the twenty-five remaining Sissies, the five judges and the enormous counter glowing above them.

“No quitting.”

Ryan sighed.

“No quitting.”


CHAPTER 4

Twenty-five Sissies stood beneath the lights of the Violet Ballroom waiting to discover which of them the judges intended to send home.

Less than two hours earlier, there had been forty-eight men in the room. Now the survivors wore matching variations of purple-and-white maid uniforms, stockings, heels, makeup and wigs, each locked into the Academy chastity device that had become the defining symbol of their initiation. The transformation was so complete that Evan had trouble connecting some of the people around him with the men he’d seen in the hotel lobby earlier that afternoon.

The enormous counter above the stage remained fixed at 25 APPLICANTS.

Ryan stared at it. “I liked it better when the counter was eliminating other people.”

“It wasn’t the counter.”

“I’m assigning blame wherever I can.”Evan adjusted his balance in the heels, which remained considerably more complicated than walking had any right to be. “Maybe they’ll only eliminate one.”

Ryan looked at him.

“Fine. Maybe two.”

“You’re terrible at reassurance.”

“I’ve never claimed otherwise.”

The five judges remained seated behind the curved table, speaking quietly among themselves while the audience buzzed with anticipation. Madame Violet sat at the center, flanked by Mistress Switch and the three women Evan still knew nothing about. The mystery had become increasingly irritating, particularly because the platinum-haired Mistress in black gloves had spent much of the initiation writing things on her clipboard whenever Evan did something embarrassing.

Which had given her considerable material.

Finally, Madame Violet lifted one hand.

The ballroom fell silent.

“The first lesson of Madame Violet’s Academy is very simple,” she said. “Wanting something in private is easy. Wanting it when everyone can see you wanting it is considerably more difficult.”

Her gaze traveled across the twenty-five transformed applicants.

“Each of you demonstrated tonight that you were willing to cross that particular threshold. That does not mean you crossed it well.”

A few members of the audience laughed.

Madame Violet gestured toward the three unfamiliar women seated beside her. “Before we proceed, you should know the Mistresses who will help determine whether you have any future at my Academy.”

The tall Black woman in crimson rose first. She was elegant and severe, with her dark hair pulled into a smooth bun and the posture of someone who could probably identify an improperly placed dinner fork from fifty yards away.

“Mistress Celeste oversees etiquette, service and household discipline,” Madame Violet said.

Mistress Celeste regarded the applicants. “If you are fortunate enough to become one of our Sissies, you will spend a great deal of time trying not to disappoint me.”

Ryan whispered, “She seems fun.”

“Shut up.”

The petite brunette dressed in white stood next.

“Mistress Bianca oversees feminine presentation, deportment and personal development.”

Bianca smiled brightly at the candidates. “Some of you are very pretty.”

Several applicants visibly brightened.

“Some of you are going to require work.”

The audience laughed.

Ryan whispered, “I like her less now.”

The final Mistress stood.

Platinum hair. Black leather gloves. No smile.

Madame Violet’s introduction was considerably shorter.

“Mistress Raven. Discipline.”

Mistress Raven looked across the twenty-five candidates.

That was apparently her entire introduction.

Ryan leaned toward Evan. “That’s somehow worse.”

“Much worse.”

The three women sat again, and Mistress Switch rose.

“You may be under the impression that your evaluation began when you stepped onto the stage.”

She smiled.

“It did not.”

Several applicants shifted.

“We have been watching you since you entered this ballroom. We watched how you behaved while waiting. We watched your reactions when other applicants withdrew. We watched how you treated our alumni. 

We watched whether you listened to instructions, whether instructions needed to be repeated and whether you seemed more interested in performing for the audience than understanding why you were here.”

Evan thought back through everything he’d done during the initiation and immediately wished he hadn’t.

Ryan murmured, “How screwed are we?”

“I don’t know.”

“That’s not reassuring.”

“Stop asking me for reassurance.”

Madame Violet opened a folder in front of her. “Applicant Fourteen.”

One of the Sissies in the front row stiffened.

“Step forward.”

Applicant Fourteen approached the stage.

Madame Violet studied him. “During Applicant Twenty-Seven’s withdrawal, you laughed.”

The candidate hesitated. “I thought he was being dramatic.”

“Did you?”

“Yes, Madame.”

“He reached his limit and exercised the right every applicant was promised before this began. Why was that amusing?”

Applicant Fourteen’s confidence faltered. “I don’t know.”

“Neither do I.”

Madame Violet closed his file.

“You’re eliminated.”

The candidate stared at her. “That quickly?”

Mistress Switch leaned toward her microphone. “Would you prefer we make it slower?”

A few people in the audience laughed.

Applicant Fourteen lowered his head. “No, Mistress.”

An attendant approached and removed his wristband.

The counter changed.
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Madame Violet waited until he left before addressing the survivors. “Every man who enters these Auditions is entitled to discover his limits without ridicule. If you believe another applicant’s boundary makes you superior to him, you misunderstand this Academy.”

Evan glanced at Ryan.

Ryan nodded slightly.

“Applicant Two.”

Another Sissy stepped forward.

Mistress Celeste handled this one. “Three separate alumni gave you instructions during your initiation. You ignored two of them.”

“I was nervous.”

“I know.”

“I wasn’t trying to be disrespectful.”

“I know that too.”

Applicant Two seemed relieved.

Celeste continued. “Intent does not erase behavior. You were so focused on yourself that you stopped listening to the people helping you.”

His relief disappeared.

“You’re eliminated.”
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Applicant Eleven was called next.

Evan remembered him immediately. He had sailed through his initiation with astonishing confidence, smiling at the audience, posing after his transformation and executing a curtsy so polished it looked rehearsed.

Mistress Bianca leaned forward. “You’re very good.”

Applicant Eleven smiled. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“That wasn’t entirely a compliment.”

His smile faded.

“You knew exactly where every camera was,” Bianca continued. “You played to the audience during your transformation. You posed when nobody asked you to pose. You performed embarrassment when you weren’t embarrassed and confidence when you thought confidence would impress us.”

Applicant Eleven swallowed.

“This isn’t a talent show,” Bianca said. “We’re not casting a Sissy. We’re trying to determine whether you can become one.”

She looked toward Madame Violet.

Madame Violet nodded.

“Eliminated.”
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The fourth elimination came quickly. Applicant Thirty-One had repeatedly argued with an alumnus over how his uniform was being fitted, insisting he knew what looked better on him.

Mistress Raven didn’t deliver a speech.

“Applicant Thirty-One.”

“Yes, Mistress?”

“Eliminated.”

He stared at her. “Can I ask why?”

“You just did.”

The audience laughed.

Raven remained expressionless. “You were corrected four times and argued four times. We are not interested in discovering whether you’ll argue a fifth.”
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Evan stared at the counter.

Ryan leaned toward him. “Twenty-one.”

“I can read.”

“Just making sure.”

“Thank you.”

“No problem.”

Madame Violet looked down at her folder. “Applicant Thirty-Seven.”

Evan stopped smiling.

Ryan whispered, “Good luck.”

“That’s all I get?”

“You yelled ‘curtsy’ at me.”

“I was helping.”

“Go.”

Evan stepped forward, still painfully aware that every stride in heels contained the possibility of public catastrophe.

Madame Violet watched him approach.

“Why are you here, Applicant Thirty-Seven?”

Evan had answered versions of that question on the application, during interviews and repeatedly to Dr. Morgan. Somehow none of those answers seemed useful now.

“I think I might be better at this than I was at being what everybody expected me to be.”

Mistress Bianca tilted her head. “You think?”

“I’ve only been a Sissy for about forty minutes.”

The audience laughed.

Bianca smiled despite herself.

Madame Violet didn’t.

“What do you want?”

The humor disappeared from Evan’s answer.

“To stop pretending I want to be in charge of everything.”

Madame Violet waited.

Evan continued. “I want structure. I want to learn how to serve someone instead of feeling like I’m failing because I don’t want to lead them. And I want to find out whether the person I’ve spent years trying not to be is actually the person I’m supposed to become.”

For several seconds, none of the judges spoke.

Then Madame Violet looked down at his file.

“Keep him.”

Evan blinked.

That was it.

Mistress Switch gestured him away. “You heard her.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Evan returned to Ryan.

Ryan grinned. “That was disgustingly sincere.”

“I panicked.”

“Apparently sincerity is your panic response.”

“Applicant Thirty-Eight.”

Ryan’s grin disappeared.

Evan smiled sweetly. “Good luck.”

“I hate you.”

Ryan approached the judges.

Madame Violet regarded him. “Why should we keep you?”

Ryan looked at the five women. “You probably shouldn’t.”

Evan closed his eyes.

Mistress Switch raised an eyebrow.

Ryan immediately realized how that sounded. “Sorry. That came out wrong.”

“Remarkably wrong,” Mistress Bianca said.

“What I mean is, I’m not better than everybody else. I don’t know how to walk in these shoes. I don’t know anything about serving properly. I spent most of the initiation wanting to run away.”

Mistress Celeste studied him. “Yet you didn’t.”

“No, Mistress.”

“Why?”

Ryan looked toward Evan for half a second before facing the judges again.

“Because I always quit.”

The humor disappeared from his voice.

“I’ve spent my whole life getting excited about things and then finding reasons not to finish them. Jobs. Relationships. Plans. Pretty much everything. I didn’t want this to become another thing I almost did.”

Celeste studied him for another moment.

“Keep him.”

Ryan visibly exhaled.

Mistress Switch pointed toward the survivors. “Go.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

He returned to Evan.

“I can’t believe that worked.”

“You told the truth.”

“I should try that more often.”

“Let’s not get reckless.”

The judgment continued until all twenty-one survivors had been confirmed. Nobody else was eliminated during the questioning, but Evan noticed the judges taking notes constantly. Whatever came next had apparently already begun.

Madame Violet stood.

“Twenty-one applicants remain.”

The counter confirmed it.
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“You have survived your initiation and your first judgment. Now we discover whether any of you are useful.”

A pair of enormous doors opened along the opposite wall of the ballroom.

Beyond them waited a formal dining room.

Long tables covered in white linen stretched beneath chandeliers; each place setting arranged with more silverware than Evan believed any civilization reasonably required. Dozens of women were already seated: Academy Misstresses, senior students, alumni and women Evan assumed were residents of SissyVille.

Ryan stared through the doors. “Oh, good.”

“What?”

“I don’t know which fork does what.”

“Neither do I.”

“There are like six.”

“Maybe they’re decorative.”

Mistress Celeste rose.

“They are not decorative.”

Ryan closed his eyes.

Apparently she had heard him.

The audience laughed as Celeste descended from the stage and stopped before the surviving candidates.

“Madame Violet’s Academy does not teach men merely to wear pretty clothes. Any fool with a credit card can buy a dress.”

Her gaze moved across their uniforms.

“A Sissy is expected to be useful. You will learn service, etiquette, household management, presentation, discipline and the ability to anticipate the needs of the woman you serve.”

She gestured toward the dining room.

“Challenge Two is service.”

Academy attendants entered carrying trays.

Ryan whispered, “We’re serving dinner?”

“Yes,” Celeste answered without looking at him.

Ryan winced.

Celeste continued. “You will address every woman in that room respectfully. You will follow instructions immediately. You will not argue. You will not explain your mistakes unless asked to explain them. When corrected, you will acknowledge the correction and improve.”

Mistress Raven stepped beside her.

“And mistakes have consequences.”

Nobody asked what that meant.

“Begin.”

The next several minutes were chaos.

The twenty-one Sissies were separated and assigned different sections of the dining room. For the first time since registration, Evan and Ryan were sent in opposite directions.

“Good luck,” Ryan whispered as an attendant directed him away.

“You too.”

“No quitting.”

“No quitting.”

Evan was assigned four tables near the center of the room. Applicant Six—the muscular man who had smiled after his initiation—was assigned nearby.

“Derek,” the man whispered while they waited for instructions.

Evan looked at him.

“My name. Figured we’re past applicant numbers after what everyone just watched.”

“Evan.”

“I know.”

“Right. Thirty-Seven.”

Derek smiled. “Good luck.”

“You too.”

Another candidate joined them.

Applicant Nine.

He was tall, dark-haired and annoyingly handsome even in the Academy maid uniform. Unlike Evan, he appeared completely comfortable in heels.

“Marcus,” he said.

“Evan.”

“Derek.”

Marcus adjusted his tray with practiced ease.

Evan watched him. “You’ve done this before.”

“Service?”

“Heels.”

“Eight months.”

Evan stared. “You practiced for eight months?”

“I trained for the Auditions.”

That hadn’t occurred to Evan.

“You can train for this?”

Marcus looked him over. “You didn’t?”

“I filled out the application.”

Derek laughed.

Marcus didn’t.

“Some of us prepared for this.”

Evan glanced down at his heels. “Maybe they want someone they can train.”

Marcus smiled faintly. “Maybe.”

Mistress Celeste clapped once.

Conversation ended.

Dinner began.

Evan was terrible.

Not catastrophically terrible, but consistently, impressively mediocre.

He brought one woman sparkling water when she’d requested still. He approached another from the wrong side. He nearly stepped on the hem of his skirt while bending to retrieve a napkin and discovered that carrying three plates while wearing heels required coordination he apparently had not received at birth.

“Applicant Thirty-Seven.”

Evan froze.

Mistress Celeste stood behind him.

“Yes, Mistress?”

“You’re apologizing too much.”

“Sorry.”

She stared at him.

Evan realized what he’d done.

The woman seated at the table laughed.

Celeste’s expression almost softened.

“An apology does not require a memoir. Correct the mistake and continue.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Evan corrected the water.

Then something changed.

Not dramatically. Nobody applauded. There was no sudden revelation accompanied by purple spotlights.

Evan simply stopped thinking about himself.

The moment he stopped worrying about whether he looked ridiculous, whether his heels were awkward or whether the women at the tables were judging him, the work became easier. 

A water glass was nearly empty, so he filled it. One woman finished her wine, and he replaced it. Another had moved her lemon aside without using it, so he didn’t bring another with the next course. A napkin fell, and Evan replaced it before she asked. A woman finished her salad and pushed the plate slightly forward, so he removed it. Another needed a clean fork.

He already had one.

Evan didn’t know formal service.

But he knew how to make himself useful.

He had been doing that his entire life.

Mistress Celeste passed his table again and stopped.

Evan waited for a correction.

None came.

Instead, she wrote something on her clipboard and continued walking.

Ryan passed several yards away carrying three plates with an expression of absolute terror.

He saw Evan.

“She wrote something,” Ryan whispered.

“She has a clipboard. That’s what they’re for.”

“Maybe she wrote, ‘Applicant Thirty-Seven walks like a newborn giraffe.’”

“That’s probably on page one.”

Ryan nearly collided with another Sissy.

“Eyes forward, Applicant Thirty-Eight,” Celeste called.

“Yes, Mistress!”

Evan smiled and continued working.

Not everyone adapted.

Applicant Seventeen argued after being corrected for carrying a tray incorrectly.

“I was doing exactly what she asked.”

Mistress Raven appeared beside him.

The argument ended quickly.

Ten minutes later, Applicant Seventeen removed his wristband.

“I quit.”

The counter visible through the ballroom doors changed.




20 APPLICANTS




Another candidate lasted another half hour before spilling an entire tray of drinks. The accident itself didn’t end his Auditions. His reaction to the disciplinary consequence did.

“I can’t keep doing this.”

Mistress Switch looked at him.

“Are you withdrawing?”

He hesitated, then nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.”




19 APPLICANTS




Evan noticed the counter but kept moving.

Dinner lasted almost two hours.

By dessert, his feet hurt, his shoulders ached, and the Academy device had become an irritating reminder of everything that had happened since he walked into the ballroom.

He was also having the best time he’d had in years.

That realization seemed completely unreasonable.

Yet there it was.

When the final plates had been cleared, the nineteen remaining candidates assembled once again beneath the ballroom lights.

Mistress Celeste stood before them.

“That was appalling.”

Ryan exhaled.

Celeste continued. “Your posture was inconsistent. Your table awareness was poor. Several of you appear to believe forks migrate independently across place settings.”

A few women in the audience laughed.

“But some of you improved.”

Celeste’s expression became more serious.

“That matters.”

Evan listened carefully.

“For the Academy, obedience without improvement is useless. We do not expect you to arrive trained. If you were already trained, you wouldn’t need us. What we expect is that when corrected, you learn.”

Marcus stood several applicants away.

For the first time all evening, Evan noticed that he wasn’t smiling.

Madame Violet opened another folder.

“Applicant Twenty-One.”

The Sissy stepped forward.

“You were corrected six times for the same mistake,” Celeste said. “You acknowledged every correction politely.”

Applicant Twenty-One seemed hopeful.

“And changed nothing.”

His hope disappeared.

“Eliminated.”




18 APPLICANTS




Applicant Forty was next.

Mistress Raven handled him.

“You followed instructions only when a Mistress was watching you.”

Applicant Forty said nothing.

“Eliminated.”




17 APPLICANTS




Then Applicant Five.

Mistress Celeste studied him.

“You waited to be told everything.”

Applicant Five looked confused. “I thought we were supposed to follow instructions.”

“You were.”

“Then what did I do wrong?”

“You never looked beyond the instruction. A woman finished her water, and you waited until she asked for more. A plate needed clearing and you waited until someone told you to remove it. A guest dropped her napkin, and another Sissy replaced it while you stood beside her.”

Applicant Five lowered his head.

“Service is not standing nearby until somebody issues a command,” Celeste said. “It is noticing.”

She closed his file.

“Eliminated.”




16 APPLICANTS




Evan stared at the number.

Forty-eight had become sixteen in a single day.

Madame Violet addressed the survivors.

“Applicant Thirty-Eight.”

Ryan stepped forward.

Mistress Celeste looked down at her notes.

“Your service was terrible.”

Ryan nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Your posture was inconsistent. You nearly dropped three entrées. You confused table numbers twice and delivered coffee to a woman who had requested tea.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You also improved more during the challenge than almost anyone in this room.”

Ryan looked up.

Celeste closed the folder.

“Stay.”

Ryan hurried back before she could reconsider.

“Applicant Thirty-Seven.”

Evan approached.

Celeste regarded him.

“You cannot walk properly in heels.”

“No, Mistress.”

“Your presentation needs considerable work.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You talk too much.”

Ryan made a noise somewhere behind him.

Evan resisted turning around.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“But you notice things.”

Evan waited.

“You began the challenge waiting for instructions. By the end, you were anticipating needs before your guests expressed them. You respond well to correction and improve quickly.”

Celeste closed his file.

“Stay.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Evan returned to Ryan.

Ryan whispered, “You talk too much.”

“Not now.”

“Just confirming the judges and I agree on something.”

Sixteen Sissies remained beneath the lights.

Ryan looked at Evan for several seconds before saying, “You know you don’t look like the guy I met this afternoon.”

Evan glanced at him. “Neither do you.”

“I don’t mean the clothes.”

That made Evan look at him again.

Ryan was right.

Evan had worn the uniform long enough that he’d stopped consciously registering every ruffle and bow. The stockings no longer felt quite as alien against his legs, and after hours of practice he had learned to shorten his stride enough that the heels no longer threatened to kill him every six steps. But Ryan wasn’t talking about any of that.

Something else had changed.

That morning Evan had been driving through the hills explaining to Dr. Morgan that he couldn’t seem to become the kind of man everyone expected him to be. He’d spent years treating that failure like a defect requiring correction.

Now he was one of sixteen applicants still standing.

Not despite the qualities he’d spent years trying to change.

Partly because of them.

Evan wasn’t the strongest applicant. He certainly wasn’t the prettiest. He remained terrible in heels, knew almost nothing about formal etiquette and had arrived laughably underprepared compared with someone like Marcus.

But when someone corrected him, he listened instead of defending himself.

When somebody needed something, he noticed.

When given instructions, fulfilling them felt more natural than wanting to be the person giving them.

For years he’d called those qualities weaknesses.

Madame Violet’s Academy apparently called them potential.

Evan caught his reflection in one of the mirrored columns bordering the ballroom. A purple-and-white maid dress surrounded him in ruffles. A blond wig framed a face transformed by makeup that had faded slightly during two hours of work. Stockings covered his legs; heels changed the way he stood and the ridiculous bow at his chest remained impossible to ignore.

He should have looked ridiculous.

Maybe he did.

But ridiculous wasn’t the same thing as wrong.

That distinction felt enormous.


CHAPTER 5

The remaining sixteen candidates had been given exactly one rule for the night: remain silent.They were to spend the hours before morning secured in the Sissy stockades, contemplating their purpose, their place and whether they truly wanted what Madame Violet’s Academy offered badly enough to face another day.

Mistress Celeste had explained this with considerable clarity before the Academy attendants secured them for the night, and a placard mounted prominently on the wall reinforced the instruction in letters large enough that nobody could later claim ignorance.

SISSIES WILL REMAIN SILENT AFTER LIGHTS-OUT.

CONTEMPLATE YOUR PURPOSE.

CONTEMPLATE YOUR PLACE.

CONTEMPLATE WHETHER YOU WISH TO CONTINUE.

Unfortunately, putting sixteen exhausted men into two rows of stockades and ordering them not to talk turned out to be an excellent way to guarantee they would eventually talk. Evan blamed Ryan, Ryan blamed Derek, and Derek blamed Applicant Twenty-Four, who insisted somebody else had started it. Nobody seemed particularly interested in determining who.

The room itself was almost insultingly comfortable considering the circumstances. Thick rugs covered the floor, purple curtains framed tall windows and soft lamps cast warm pools of light across walls decorated with photographs of previous Academy classes. 

Someone had even placed fresh flowers on several tables, creating the peculiar impression that an expensive bed-and-breakfast had developed an unexpected stockade problem.

Ryan occupied the position beside Evan. “This is ridiculous.”

Evan shifted as much as the stockade permitted, which wasn’t much. “You’re going to have to be more specific.”

“We’re sleeping in these.”

“Yes.”

“In maid dresses.”

“Yes.”

“Locked in chastity.”

“You’ve identified our circumstances accurately.”

Ryan looked sideways at him. “You know what bothers me?”

“That you can’t move?”

“No. I’m getting used to that.”

“That seems concerning.”

“What bothers me is that I still don’t want to leave.”

Evan smiled because that part he understood. The stockades were uncomfortable, embarrassing and utterly incompatible with anything resembling a dignified sleeping position. Yet when the Academy attendants had offered every applicant one final opportunity to withdraw before being secured for the night, nobody had accepted.

Sixteen had entered the room. Sixteen remained. For now.

Someone farther down the row whispered, “I thought we’d get beds.”

Evan recognized Derek’s voice, and Ryan answered, “They never actually promised beds.”

“It’s a school,” Derek said. “Schools have dormitories. Dormitories have beds.”

Marcus spoke from somewhere beyond him. “This isn’t summer camp.”

“No,” Derek replied. “Summer camp had mattresses.”

Several applicants laughed until someone shushed them, which only produced more laughter. The sound carried strangely through the room. 

For most of the day they’d been competitors first and people second, knowing one another by applicant numbers, glimpses during challenges and whatever conclusions could be drawn from watching another man struggle across a stage in heels. 

Now there were only sixteen of them, trapped together overnight with nowhere to go and nothing to do except obey the very simple instruction they had already collectively decided to ignore.

Evan realized he knew almost nothing about any of them. “So why are you here?”

Ryan turned as much as the stockade allowed. “Me?”

“Everybody.”

Marcus groaned.

“Oh, come on,” Evan said. “We have several hours to kill.”

“We’re supposed to remain silent.”

“You’re talking right now.”

“Only to point out that we shouldn’t be talking.”

“I’m sure Madame Violet will appreciate the distinction.”

Derek laughed. “I’ll go.”

The room quieted as Derek explained that he’d gotten divorced two years earlier. Nothing dramatic had happened; he and his wife simply hadn’t been good together. She wanted somebody who took charge of everything, and Derek had spent eight years pretending to be that guy because he thought that was what husbands were supposed to do.

“I was terrible at it,” Derek continued. “Every decision became an argument because half the time I didn’t care which restaurant we went to or where we spent Christmas. She’d tell me to make my choice, I’d make one, then she’d hate the decision, and I’d think, Why did you make me choose in the first place?”

Ryan laughed.

“So after the divorce, I stopped dating for a while. Eventually I met a woman who was completely different. First date, she picked the restaurant. Second date, she told me what to wear. Third date, she informed me that if I was going to be fifteen minutes late again, there wouldn’t be a fourth date.”

“What happened?” someone asked.

“I was ten minutes early.”

The room erupted, and Derek laughed along with them. He explained that they dated for about six months, and she became the first woman he’d ever admitted any of this to—feminization, submission, wanting somebody else to take control. They eventually broke up for completely unrelated reasons, but before they did, she told him about SissyVille.

“So you came here,” Evan said.

“Took me another year.”

Ryan spoke quietly. “But you came.”

“Yeah.”

Another candidate joined in, then another, and although the stories weren’t identical, Evan began noticing familiar threads. One had spent years hiding feminine clothes in a storage unit because he couldn’t bear the possibility of anyone finding them at home. 

Another had discovered SissyVille through an anonymous account written by a former applicant who hadn’t made the Academy but claimed the Auditions had changed his life anyway. 

Applicant Twenty-Four had driven from Oregon, while Applicant Forty-One had flown from Florida and rented a car without telling anyone where he was going.

One man admitted his wife knew exactly where he was and had personally packed his suitcase.

Ryan laughed. “Your wife sent you?”

“She filled out half my application.”

“That’s terrifying.”

“You haven’t met her.”

“Now it’s more terrifying.”

The laughter returned, but Evan found himself looking around the room differently. Yesterday these men had been competition. Tonight they were sixteen variations on the same improbable decision.

Eventually someone asked Marcus. He remained quiet long enough that Evan assumed he wouldn’t answer.

“I’ve wanted this since I was nineteen.”

The room settled.

Marcus explained that he’d found Madame Violet’s Academy online years ago and initially thought it was fake. He kept checking anyway. Every year brought new stories, photographs and rumors about the Auditions until he finally decided that if he ever received an invitation, he wasn’t going to arrive unprepared.

“I learned heels,” Marcus continued. “Makeup. Etiquette. Service. Posture. Everything I could teach myself.”

Ryan asked, “How many times have you applied?”

“Three.”

Evan turned his head as far as the stockade allowed. “This is your third time?”

“Third application. First invitation.”

Nobody joked after that. Marcus might have been arrogant, but suddenly Evan understood why. He hadn’t spent eight months preparing for this.

He’d spent years.

Ryan was next. “I don’t have anything that impressive.”

“You don’t need impressive,” Evan said.

Ryan stared toward the floor. “I quit things.”

“We know.”

“Thanks.”

“You told me.”

“I know.” Ryan smiled faintly before continuing. “But that’s basically it. I quit everything. Jobs. Relationships. Classes. Gym memberships. I get excited about something, convince myself it’s going to change my life, then the second it gets difficult I decide maybe I never wanted it.”

Nobody interrupted as Ryan admitted he’d done the same thing after discovering SissyVille. He obsessed over it for months, then application season arrived, and he nearly didn’t apply. He filled out half the form and closed the browser.

“What changed?” Derek asked.

“I got tired of knowing exactly what I’d do next.”

Evan understood immediately.

“So I reopened it,” Ryan continued. “Finished the application and promised myself that if they invited me, I’d come. Then they invited me, and I spent two weeks inventing reasons not to.”

A few men laughed knowingly.

“I almost didn’t leave home yesterday,” Ryan said. “Then I met Evan.” He turned as much as the stockade permitted. “And this asshole made me promise not to quit.”

“I didn’t make you.”

“You emotionally manipulated me in an elevator lobby.”

“I offered mutual encouragement.”

“You said they could tell us we’re the two worst Sissies in SissyVille, but we weren’t allowed to make the decision for them.”

Derek laughed. “That’s actually pretty good.”

“Thank you,” Evan said.

Ryan sighed. “Unfortunately, it worked.”

Someone farther down the row called out, “So what’s your reason, Thirty-Seven?”

Evan considered giving them the short version, then realized there wasn’t much point. They were all locked in stockades together.

“I’ve spent most of my adult life trying to become somebody I don’t particularly want to be. I thought I was supposed to be more masculine, more assertive, more dominant. I tried basically everything.”

Ryan said, “Tell them about the truck.”

“No.”

“What truck?” Derek asked.

“There was no truck.”

“There was absolutely a truck.”

Evan closed his eyes. “It was a very masculine truck.”

The room erupted again.

“I hated that truck,” Evan added.

“What kind?” Derek asked.

“A Ford.”

Ryan laughed harder.

“Can we move past the truck?”

Eventually they did, and Evan told them enough. Not everything about Dr. Morgan or every failed relationship, but enough for the other applicants to understand that he hadn’t come to SissyVille because he’d mastered being a Sissy. He’d come because he’d finally stopped trying to master being somebody else.

“When they dressed me tonight, I thought I’d feel ridiculous,” Evan said.

Ryan looked at him. “You did look ridiculous.”

“You looked worse.”

“Impossible.”

“But that wasn’t the only thing I felt.” Evan considered the admission before continuing. “For the first time, nobody expected me to prove I could be more masculine. They wanted exactly the opposite.”

Marcus spoke from farther down the row. “And you liked it.”

Evan didn’t hesitate. “Yeah. More than I expected.”

For a while, nobody spoke. Sixteen Sissies remained locked in the stockades beneath Madame Violet’s Academy, each presumably thinking about whatever strange sequence of decisions had delivered him there. Ironically, they were finally doing exactly what they’d been instructed to do.

Then Ryan broke the silence. “If only there were a rule requiring us to sit quietly and contemplate our purpose.”

Evan laughed.

A woman’s voice came from the doorway. “There is.”

Every sound in the room stopped.

Five women stood in the doorway. Madame Violet wasn’t among them, but Mistress Switch was, accompanied by Mistress Celeste, Mistress Bianca, Mistress Raven and another Academy Mistress Evan hadn’t met. 

All five were still dressed impeccably despite the late hour, and all five were smiling in a manner that immediately suggested they had been standing outside the door for quite some time.

Mistress Raven carried a riding crop. Mistress Celeste held a wooden paddle, Mistress Bianca had a heavy wooden hairbrush dangling casually from one hand, and the fifth Mistress carried another paddle.

Mistress Switch carried nothing.

Somehow that worried Evan most.

Ryan whispered, “Oh, shit.”

Mistress Switch’s smile widened. “Applicant Thirty-Eight.”

Ryan closed his eyes. “Yes, Mistress?”

“Would you care to repeat that?”

“No, Mistress.”

“I thought not.”

The Mistresses entered, their heels clicking slowly across the floor as they walked between the two rows of stockades and inspected the sixteen immobilized candidates. Mistress Switch eventually stopped in the center and pointed toward the enormous placard on the wall.

“When you were brought here tonight, you were given one very simple instruction. Remain silent. You were instructed to use these hours to contemplate your purpose, your position and whether you genuinely wish to continue. Instead, we stood outside that door listening to what sounded remarkably like a slumber party.”

Mistress Bianca giggled. Actually giggled.

Beside her, Mistress Raven tapped the riding crop lightly against her palm, prompting several applicants to shift against the stockades.

“Now,” Mistress Switch continued, “we could simply eliminate all sixteen of you for failing to follow instructions.”

The room became perfectly still. Ryan stared at Evan while Mistress Switch allowed the possibility to hang there for several uncomfortable seconds.

“But where would be the fun in that?”

Mistress Raven smiled, and Evan suddenly understood the equipment.

“The Academy believes mistakes should be educational,” Mistress Switch said as she walked slowly between the stockades. “You were given an instruction. You collectively ignored it. Therefore, each of you will receive a disciplinary correction.”

One applicant immediately said, “No.”

Mistress Switch stopped.

Applicant Twenty-Four’s breathing had quickened. “I don’t want that.”

Mistress Switch’s teasing disappeared immediately. “Then you will not receive it.”

Applicant Twenty-Four looked toward the door. “Does that mean I’m eliminated?”

“No. Refusing a correction and withdrawing from the Auditions are two different decisions. You may refuse the correction and remain subject to the judges’ evaluation tomorrow, or you may withdraw from the Auditions now. Either choice is yours.”

That distinction seemed to make the decision harder. Applicant Twenty-Four looked around at the other fifteen candidates, then at the Mistresses and the implements in their hands. Finally, he shook his head.

“I want to withdraw.”

Mistress Switch nodded. “Very well.”

There was no ridicule and no argument. An Academy attendant entered, unlocked his stockade and removed his wristband. When Applicant Twenty-Four stood unsteadily and apologized, Mistress Switch shook her head.

“Don’t apologize for knowing your limit.”

The attendant escorted him from the room.

Sixteen candidates had entered the stockades. Fifteen remained.

Mistress Switch waited until the door closed before turning back to them. “Applicant Twenty-Four has withdrawn from the Auditions. The other fifteen of you remain candidates. Before we continue, I will ask once more. Does anyone else wish to withdraw?”

For several seconds nobody answered.

Then Applicant Forty-One said, “Me.”

Evan recognized him as the man who had flown from Florida and rented a car without telling anyone where he was going. Only minutes earlier, he’d been sharing his story with the rest of them. Now Mistress Switch approached his stockade and studied him carefully.

“You wish to withdraw from the Auditions?”

Applicant Forty-One hesitated before answering. “Yes, Mistress.”

“You understand that withdrawal is permanent? You will not continue to Day Two, and you will not be permitted to return for another Audition.”

His hesitation lasted another few seconds before he nodded. “I understand.”

“And you still wish to withdraw?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Very well.”

The attendant returned, unlocked his stockade and removed his wristband. Applicant Forty-One stepped away without saying anything more and followed her through the door.

Fifteen had become fourteen.

This time, when the door closed, Mistress Switch allowed the silence to remain. Evan looked around at the candidates still secured in the stockades. Derek remained. Marcus remained. Ryan remained beside him. Fourteen men were left from the forty-eight who had arrived at the SissyVille Grand only hours earlier.

Mistress Switch walked slowly to the center of the room. “Let us make absolutely certain everyone understands where we stand. Sixteen candidates entered this room tonight. Two have voluntarily withdrawn. Fourteen remain.”

She let the number settle over them.

“Those fourteen have another decision to make. You may refuse tonight’s correction without withdrawing. Refusal will be noted and considered by the judges tomorrow, but it will not automatically eliminate you. Or you may accept the correction and continue.”

Evan looked toward Ryan, who looked back. Their agreement had never meant accepting everything blindly. It meant they wouldn’t eliminate themselves merely because something became difficult. If the Academy decided they weren’t good enough, so be it. Until then, they were staying.

Mistress Switch waited. “Anyone refusing?”

Nobody spoke.

“Anyone withdrawing?”

Again, silence.

A pleased smile spread across her face. “Excellent. Then fourteen candidates remain, and fourteen candidates will face Day Two.”

Mistress Raven tapped the riding crop against her palm. Mistress Bianca turned the wooden hairbrush over in one hand, while Mistress Celeste smiled.

Mistress Switch stepped aside. “Fourteen Sissies require correction.”

The Mistresses separated among the two rows. What followed was neither ceremonial nor theatrical like the initiation. There was no audience applauding, no cameras rolling and no elaborate presentation. 

The Mistresses simply moved from candidate to candidate, administering disciplinary swats over the backs of their maid uniforms with crops, paddles and wooden hairbrushes. The room quickly filled with startled yelps, nervous laughter and the repeated voices of candidates counting properly and acknowledging why they were being corrected.

Evan heard Derek somewhere farther down the row.

“One, Mistress.”

A sharp crack followed.

“Two, Mistress.”

Another.

“Three, Mistress.”

Derek’s voice climbed noticeably higher.

Ryan turned his head toward Evan as far as the stockade allowed. “This is your fault.”

“My fault?”

“You asked why everybody was here.”

“You were already talking.”

“You encouraged community.”

“I’m a monster.”

A riding crop cracked somewhere nearby, and Ryan stopped smiling. “Oh.”

Mistress Bianca appeared behind him carrying the wooden hairbrush.

“Applicant Thirty-Eight.”

Ryan went very still. “Yes, Mistress?”

“Since you apparently had so much to discuss tonight, perhaps you’d like to explain why you’re being corrected.”

Ryan glanced at Evan before Mistress Bianca tapped the hairbrush against her palm.

“I’m waiting.”

“For talking after we were ordered to remain silent, Mistress.”

“Very good.”

She administered the first sharp swat over the seat of his maid uniform, and Ryan yelped loudly enough that Evan had to suppress a laugh. Mistress Bianca noticed anyway and glanced toward him.

“Something amusing, Applicant Thirty-Seven?”

“No, Mistress.”

Ryan glared sideways at him.

“Excellent,” Bianca said. “Count.”

The hairbrush came down again.

“One, Mistress.”

Again.

“Two, Mistress.”

By the fourth, Ryan had abandoned whatever dignity he’d hoped to preserve.

“Four, Mistress!”

Mistress Bianca finished the correction and leaned close enough that she didn’t need to raise her voice. “What will you do the next time you’re instructed to remain silent?”

“Remain silent, Mistress.”

“See? Education.”

She moved on, leaving Ryan staring at Evan.

“You survived,” Evan whispered.

“Don’t talk to me.”

“You’re learning.”

“I hate you.”

“Applicant Thirty-Seven.”

Evan immediately closed his eyes.

Mistress Raven stood behind him holding the riding crop, which seemed inevitable. Evan had spent most of the evening hoping not to discover firsthand why the Academy employed a Mistress whose entire introductory biography had consisted of one word: Discipline.

Mistress Raven rested the crop lightly against the back of his maid uniform. “Why are you being corrected?”

“For talking when I was ordered to remain silent, Mistress.”

“And did you understand the instruction?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Did you choose to ignore it?”

Evan considered blaming Ryan. Ryan was watching him and appeared to know exactly what he was thinking.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good.”

The crop snapped sharply against him, and Evan gasped. That was considerably more persuasive than the sign.

“Count.”

“One, Mistress.”

Another stroke followed.

“Two, Mistress.”

By the third, Evan understood why two applicants had reconsidered their commitment to the Auditions. By the fourth, the playful absurdity of the night had disappeared entirely, and by the fifth he was concentrating on nothing except counting properly and resisting the useless instinct to struggle against the stockade.

“Five, Mistress.”

Mistress Raven stopped. “That will do.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

The words came automatically. That surprised him more than the correction.

Mistress Raven paused. “So you can follow instructions.”

Evan heard Ryan snort somewhere beside him, but for once he barely noticed.

Something had shifted inside him, and it wasn’t the same realization he’d experienced earlier while staring at himself in the ballroom mirror. That had been about appearance—seeing himself feminized and realizing he didn’t want to run from what he saw.

This was about surrender.

For years, Evan had imagined what it would be like to have a strong woman take control, but the fantasy had always been conveniently tailored to him. She gave the instructions he wanted to follow, established the rules he already liked and demanded the things he secretly wanted to give. Even his fantasies about surrendering control had allowed Evan to remain quietly in control of what surrender meant.

Madame Violet’s Academy wasn’t offering him that version.

Nobody had asked whether remaining silent sounded enjoyable. Nobody had negotiated the bedtime rule around his preferences. He had been given an instruction, deliberately ignored it and received a consequence he could have refused. Two men had decided they had reached their limits, and the Academy had respected those decisions and let them leave.

Evan had chosen differently.

That distinction mattered.

He wasn’t standing in the stockade because he couldn’t leave. He was standing there because, when presented with the choice between retaining complete control and discovering what it actually meant to surrender some of it, he had chosen to stay.

For perhaps the first time, Evan understood that the female-led life he’d spent years fantasizing about couldn’t merely mean having a woman take charge whenever her decisions happened to match his own. 

If he wanted structure, then structure would sometimes be inconvenient. If he wanted rules, eventually he would dislike one. If he wanted someone else to hold authority, there would be moments when that authority stopped feeling like fantasy and started requiring something from him.

The realization should have made him reconsider everything.

Instead, something settled into place.

He still wanted it. Not merely the imaginary version he’d constructed safely in his head.

This.

Mistress Raven was already turning away when Evan spoke. “Mistress?”

She stopped and looked back. “Yes, Applicant Thirty-Seven?”

Evan almost lost his nerve. “I understand.”

Raven studied him for a moment. “Understand what?”

“Why you corrected me.”

A faint smile appeared. “Good.”

That single word affected Evan more deeply than he wanted to admit.

Mistress Raven turned toward the next candidate, then paused. “And Applicant Thirty-Seven?”

“Yes, Mistress?”

“Tomorrow, understanding won’t be enough.”

Evan swallowed. “Yes, Mistress.”

She moved away.

Evan remained in the stockade, but something about the restraint felt different now. He had arrived in SissyVille wanting the Academy to prove that he belonged here. Somewhere during the night, the question had changed.

Now Evan wanted to prove it to them.

The corrections continued down the rows until every remaining candidate had received his turn. Some handled it quietly, while others yelped through every swat. One candidate began laughing nervously and couldn’t stop until Mistress Celeste informed him that additional laughter could produce additional education, which cured the condition almost immediately.

Eventually the Mistresses returned to the center of the room. Fourteen candidates remained in the stockades, but the earlier slumber-party atmosphere had vanished completely.

Mistress Switch surveyed them with obvious satisfaction. “Now perhaps we understand tonight’s assignment.”

Fourteen voices answered together. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Wonderful.”

She walked toward the door with the other Mistresses following, then stopped before leaving.

“One final thought. Forty-eight men arrived at the SissyVille Grand this afternoon. Fourteen of you remain.”

The number landed differently now.

“Day Two begins at seven,” Mistress Switch said. “Sleep well, Sissies.”

The lights went out.

For several minutes nobody made a sound. Evan stood restrained in the darkness, exhausted from a day that had dismantled almost everything he’d expected the Auditions to be. The maid uniform, the heels, the chastity, the service and now the stockades should have made SissyVille feel increasingly impossible. Instead, each new challenge seemed to strip away another excuse he’d spent years using to avoid admitting what he wanted.

Somewhere beside him, Ryan shifted quietly against the stockade. Evan knew what both of them wanted to say.

This time neither did.

For once, they followed instructions.

In the darkness, Evan smiled.

No quitting.


CHAPTER 6

At precisely seven o’clock the following morning, the fourteen remaining applicants discovered that Mistress Switch had not been joking.

The Academy had stopped being nice.

Evan had managed perhaps three hours of sleep in the stockade, although sleep seemed generous considering he’d spent most of the night discovering previously unknown parts of his body capable of going numb. 

At six-thirty, Academy attendants released them, marched them through showers and gave them twenty minutes to make themselves presentable. Their maid uniforms had disappeared overnight, replaced with considerably more provocative Academy training outfits: tiny purple pleated skirts, fitted white blouses, silky stockings held by garters, matching panties and high heels. Their chastity devices remained firmly in place.

Ryan stared at himself in the dressing-room mirror. “I miss the maid dress.”

“You complained about the maid dress.”

“I didn’t appreciate its coverage.”

Evan adjusted his skirt for perhaps the tenth time. It accomplished nothing. Mistress Bianca walked behind them inspecting the line and announced, “If I see another Sissy tugging his skirt downward, I’ll have it shortened.”

Fourteen hands immediately abandoned fourteen skirts.

Bianca smiled. “Remarkable. They can learn.”

Breakfast consisted of juice, fruit and half a muffin. Ryan spent most of the meal staring suspiciously at the empty half of his plate before deciding that complaining about portion sizes in front of Mistress Celeste was probably an inefficient way to begin Day Two.

At seven, the fourteen candidates were marched into a part of the Academy they hadn’t seen before. The room looked nothing like yesterday’s ballroom. There were no spectators or cameras. Purple curtains covered the windows, and low lamps gave the enormous space the intimate atmosphere of a private club.

Fourteen chairs had been arranged in a broad semicircle facing a raised platform where the five judges waited. Several other Mistresses stood around the room, and beside them stood four men Evan had never seen before.

Tall, muscular and confident, they wore black trousers and fitted shirts displaying the Academy crest. The contrast between them and the fourteen feminized candidates was so deliberate that Evan immediately knew it was part of whatever came next.

“Who are they?” Ryan whispered.

“I don’t know.”

“I don’t like how big they are.”

“You don’t like how big anybody is.”

“Because everybody is bigger than me.”

“That sounds like a problem.”

Ryan looked toward Evan. “You’re five-seven.”

“Today I’m five-eight.”

“I’m more concerned about the chairs,” Ryan said.

Each chair had a dildo mounted in the center of the seat, pointing upward.

“They don’t expect us to—” Ryan stopped cold, staring wide-eyed at the chair.

“I believe they absolutely do,” Evan confirmed.

Evan was quite certain the intention was for each Sissy to sit on one of the chairs, requiring them to lower themselves onto the dildo and let it slide up inside them. He had never been penetrated before, so the prospect was intimidating, to say the least.

“Applicants Thirty-Seven and Thirty-Eight,” Mistress Switch called from the platform, and both men snapped forward. “I’m delighted that you’ve found one another again.”

Neither answered.

“Yesterday you learned something about service,” Madame Violet said. “Last night you learned something about discipline. Both lessons were necessary, but neither addressed one of the principal reasons many of you applied to this Academy.”

Her gaze traveled across the fourteen men.

“Sex.”

The word changed the room instantly. Nobody laughed, and Evan became acutely aware of the chastity device beneath his skirt.

“You did not apply to become domestic servants,” Madame Violet continued. “You applied to become Sissies. For many of you, feminization, chastity, humiliation, denial and submission are inseparable from your sexuality. Pretending otherwise would make today’s evaluation rather pointless.”

Mistress Switch descended from the platform. “Yesterday, several of you gave us very respectable speeches about wanting structure, service and female authority. Lovely answers. Almost inspiring.”

Evan had the uncomfortable feeling she was looking directly at him.

“Today we’re going to find out what happens when we remove the respectable part.”

Mistress Bianca walked slowly along the line. “Some of you will find today exciting. Some embarrassing. Most of you will probably discover those feelings aren’t mutually exclusive.”

She stopped before Marcus.

“Some of you undoubtedly prepared.”

Marcus remained expressionless.

Bianca smiled. “We’ll see how much that helps.”

Madame Violet gestured toward the four men. “These are Bulls.”

Ryan glanced toward Evan, who gave him a tiny shrug.

“Their role within SissyVille is very different from yours,” Madame Violet explained. “Bulls are trained to provide women with sexual companionship and satisfaction. They are not Sissies. They are not Academy students. They are not submissive servants.”

One Bull smiled at the applicants.

“They occupy precisely the opposite position.”

Mistress Switch walked along the row. “A Sissy serving a Mistress does not acquire ownership of her sexuality. Her desires remain hers. Her lovers remain her choice. 

Her pleasure is not something a Sissy gets to monopolize merely because he wears her collar, cleans her house or sleeps at the foot of her bed. Some Sissies find that arrangement humiliating. Some find it exciting. Some discover it’s both. Within Sissy culture, that dynamic is commonly called Sissy cuckolding.”

There it was. Not a euphemism or a hint, but the exact term Evan had encountered countless times online and always managed to treat as somebody else’s fantasy. Now four Bulls were standing twenty feet away, and that made the concept considerably less theoretical.

Mistress Switch stopped before him. “Applicant Thirty-Seven, does that idea make you uncomfortable?”

Every instinct told Evan to give a careful answer, but he remembered Bianca’s warning from yesterday about performing.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good.”

She continued down the line, leaving Evan unsure why good sounded more threatening than disappointment.

At Madame Violet’s signal, the Mistresses around the room began approaching one another. The atmosphere changed almost instantly as flirtation became unmistakably intimate.

One Mistress pulled another close and kissed her while another pair embraced beside the platform. The Bulls joined the display, making the hierarchy Madame Violet had just described impossible to misunderstand.

The candidates were not participants. They could only watch, and Evan quickly realized that was the entire point.

His first instinct was to look somewhere else, but Mistress Raven noticed immediately.

“Eyes forward, Applicant Thirty-Seven.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

He looked. The embarrassment was immediate, and so was the awareness of his own denied arousal beneath the skirt. He shifted instinctively until Raven’s riding crop tapped his thigh and she ordered him to remain still. 

Across the line, Ryan appeared to be experiencing approximately the same conflict, his expression an extraordinary combination of fascination and indignation that nearly made Evan laugh.

Then one of the Bulls drew a Mistress against him directly in front of the candidates, and whatever amusement Evan had felt disappeared. This wasn’t a performance designed to make him feel attractive or desirable.

It was designed to exclude him.

Recognizing that made the chastity feel considerably more oppressive.

Mistress Switch moved through the candidates watching their faces rather than the activity before them, studying embarrassment, jealousy, excitement and every attempt to conceal those reactions. When she reached Ryan, she asked, “Applicant Thirty-Eight, are you enjoying yourself?”

Ryan looked horrified by the question. “I—”

“It’s not complicated.”

Ryan glanced toward the women and then the Bulls before admitting, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Are you embarrassed that you’re enjoying yourself?”

Ryan closed his eyes briefly. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Excellent.”

She moved on while Ryan stared accusingly at Evan, who mouthed sorry. Ryan mouthed something considerably less polite.

Eventually the demonstration ended, although Evan suspected none of the candidates would have agreed on how long it had lasted. The Mistresses returned to their positions as casually as though they’d finished discussing the weather, and Madame Violet surveyed the candidates.

“Still interested?”

Nobody answered.

Mistress Raven smiled. “That wasn’t rhetorical.”

“Yes, Madame Violet,” fourteen voices responded.

“Good.”

Mistress Switch gestured toward the semicircle. “Sit.”

The applicants approached the chairs they had been trying not to think about since entering the room. Up close, there was no pretending the dildos mounted in the center of each seat were anything other than what Evan and Ryan had already concluded they were.

Ryan stopped beside his. “Oh, come on.”

Mistress Switch absolutely knew. “Something wrong, Applicant Thirty-Eight?”

Ryan looked toward the dildo protruding from the center of the chair and then toward her. “No, Mistress.”

“Then sit.”

Nobody moved.

Mistress Switch allowed the silence to stretch. “These are introductory training devices, and introductory is the important word. Anyone who already knows this particular form of intimate training exceeds his limits may refuse. Refusing a specific exercise is not the same as withdrawing from the Auditions. 

If you decide this reveals that Academy training itself is not for you, however, you may withdraw. Those are two different decisions. Make sure you understand which one you’re making.”

Derek moved first, lowering his panties, positioning himself over the dildo and letting it slip inside him and taking his seat.

Ryan muttered, “Show-off.”

Marcus followed, which surprised absolutely nobody. Several other candidates reluctantly began doing the same, lowering their panties and carefully positioning themselves over the dildos and letting them slide into their bodies. Their reactions varied from sharp intakes of breath to grimaces and muffled groans, but they remained seated.

Evan gripped the back of his chair and stared at it. Yesterday he’d walked onto a stage and stripped in front of strangers. He’d accepted chastity, worn lingerie and a maid uniform, served women in heels, slept in a stockade and accepted discipline from Mistress Raven.

Apparently this was where his brain had decided to become conservative.

Ryan remained standing beside him. “I’m not going first.”

“Derek went first.”

“Between us.”

“You’re closer.”

“That’s not how courage works.”

“Sit down.”

“You sit down.”

Mistress Raven appeared behind them before the argument could continue.

“Is there a problem?”

“No, Mistress,” they answered together.

“Then I suggest you stop negotiating with furniture.”

Evan looked at the chair one final time. He lowered his panties, pulled up his skirt and lined himself up over the dildo. The feeling of the phallic object against his hole caused him to twitch. He knew penetration would be part of becoming a Sissy, but he had never imagined his first time would be like this.

He gritted his teeth and slowly lowered himself, letting the dildo slip inside him. The experience was unfamiliar and uncomfortable enough that every muscle in his body immediately demanded reconsideration. He wanted to leap up and dash away, but he told himself to stay strong and endure it. He wasn’t giving up for anything.

Then he noticed Ryan looking at him.

Everyone was.

“Your turn,” Evan said.

Ryan approached the chair next to Evan and followed his lead. The moment the dildo slid inside him, his eyes went wide, and his entire body stiffened. He grabbed the sides of the chair, sucking in a sharp breath as he forced himself to keep lowering rather than instinctively jumping back up.

“Oh my,” he gasped.

By then, most of the applicants had taken their seats. Gasps, wheezing breaths and strained groans filled the room as each Sissy confronted the same unfamiliar intrusion. Several gripped the sides of their chairs and visibly fought the urge to retreat, while others exchanged nervous glances, drawing resolve from the knowledge that everyone around them was enduring the same challenge.

Nobody wanted to be the first to surrender.

Two applicants still hadn’t sat down.

Applicant Thirteen stood over his chair, staring at the dildo as though sheer determination might somehow make it disappear. He made a stumbling attempt to lower himself, stopped, tried again and abruptly stepped away.

“Oh hell no.”

Mistress Switch turned toward him. “Are you refusing the exercise, Applicant Thirteen, or withdrawing from the Auditions?”

He stood there breathing heavily, looking from the chair to the candidates who had managed to remain seated.

“I can’t do this.”

“That wasn’t my question.”

Applicant Thirteen hesitated before shaking his head. “If this is introductory, I don’t think I belong here.”

Mistress Switch waited.

“I’m withdrawing.”

“Very well.”

An attendant approached and removed his wristband before escorting him toward the exit. Applicant Thirteen glanced back once at the remaining candidates, then disappeared through the doors.

Applicant Forty-Four was the only candidate still standing.

For several seconds, he simply stared at the empty chair in front of him. Then he lowered his panties, gathered his skirt and carefully positioned himself. He managed to lower himself partway before recoiling and immediately standing again.

“I can’t. It hurts too much.”

Mistress Switch regarded him without judgment. “Then decide what that means.”

Applicant Forty-Four looked around the room. Twelve other applicants were already seated, some visibly uncomfortable, others concentrating on remaining composed. Finally, he stepped away from the chair.

“I’m withdrawing, Mistress.”

The attendant removed his wristband and escorted him from the room.

Fourteen had entered.

Twelve remained.

The survivors stayed seated, their reactions gradually settling from gasps and strained groans into controlled breathing. Nobody looked entirely comfortable. That wasn’t the point. They had come to SissyVille knowing the Academy would test the fantasies they had carried privately against the reality of actually living them.

Evan shifted carefully and immediately decided not to do that again.

Beside him, Ryan remained rigid, both hands gripping the chair.

“You okay?” Evan whispered.

Ryan stared straight ahead. “Define okay.”

Evan almost laughed.

Mistress Switch turned back to the twelve seated Sissies and began pacing slowly before them.

“Now, where were we?”


CHAPTER 7

Mistress Switch paced slowly before the twelve remaining candidates. “We have established that each of you is at least willing to confront the physical realities of the training you requested. Now let’s address the more interesting problem.”

She stopped before Derek. “Why are you here?”

Derek almost smiled. “You already asked us that.”

Mistress Raven’s crop tapped against her palm, and Derek’s smile disappeared.

“Yesterday,” Switch said, “we asked why you wanted the Academy. Today I’m asking why you want this.”

Derek took longer to answer. “Because I like giving up control, Mistress.”

“Too easy.”

“I like being submissive.”

“Still easy.”

Derek glanced toward the other Mistresses before finally admitting, “Because being sexually submissive feels more natural to me than pretending I want to be dominant.”

“Better.”

She moved to Marcus.

“Applicant Nine, why do you want this?”

“To surrender control, Mistress.”

Switch sighed.

Marcus stiffened.

“That’s an answer from a website.”

“It isn’t.”

“Then make me believe you.”

Marcus looked toward Madame Violet.

Mistake.

Switch noticed immediately. “Don’t look at her. I’m the one asking.”

Marcus returned his attention to Switch. “I’ve wanted to live this way for years.”

“That tells me how long you’ve wanted it, not why.”

Marcus hesitated. For the first time since Evan had met him, he didn’t seem prepared.

Mistress Switch smiled. “Interesting.”

Ryan was next.

Switch stopped in front of him. “Applicant Thirty-Eight, what excited you most about what you just watched?”

Ryan looked as though he’d prefer another night in the stockades. “I don’t know.”

“Wrong. You know. You don’t want to say it.”

His gaze dropped until Mistress Switch raised his chin with one finger.

“Try again.”

Ryan swallowed. “Being unable to participate.”

“Why?”

“Because they could do whatever they wanted, and I couldn’t.”

“And?”

Ryan’s embarrassment was obvious now. “And I liked that.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know.”

“That I believe.”

A few candidates laughed nervously, but Switch’s attention remained on Ryan.

“You don’t need to understand every desire before you’re permitted to have it, Applicant Thirty-Eight. But you do need to stop lying about having it.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She moved to Evan.

He knew what was coming.

“Applicant Thirty-Seven, did watching bother you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Did the Bulls bother you?”

Evan hesitated. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Why?”

He looked toward them. They stood against the wall again, enormous and relaxed, occupying a position in SissyVille that Evan had spent most of his adult life believing he was supposed to want.

He didn’t. That was almost the strangest part.

“They can give the Mistresses something I can’t.”

“Does that make you jealous?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Does it humiliate you?”

Evan wanted to give a complicated answer, but there wasn’t one. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Did you want us to stop?”

That question was harder. He looked at her, knowing he could lie and knowing yesterday he probably would have.

“No, Mistress.”

Mistress Switch smiled. “Even though you were embarrassed?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Or because you were embarrassed?”

There it was. The question he’d spent the entire morning avoiding.

“Both, Mistress.”

Nobody laughed. Somehow that made admitting it worse.

Mistress Switch crouched slightly so their eyes were level. “Say it properly.”

Evan knew exactly what she wanted, and he hated that he knew almost as much as he loved knowing.

“I liked being made to watch, Mistress.”

“Better.”

That single word struck him exactly as Mistress Raven’s approval had the previous night. There was something intoxicating about admitting something humiliating and discovering that the woman holding authority over him approved.

Mistress Switch straightened. “Now we’re getting somewhere.”

The questioning continued through the remaining candidates, all of them still seated on the training devices as the Mistresses moved among them. The physical discomfort made composure harder to maintain and left them with one less defense behind which to hide. 

Some admitted they craved feminization more than discipline. Others wanted denial, service or humiliation. One confessed that being called a Sissy affected him more powerfully than anything physical the Academy had done, while another admitted he’d fantasized about chastity for years but had never worn a device before yesterday.

The Academy wasn’t searching for identical answers.

It was searching for honest ones.

That distinction became clear when Mistress Celeste reached Applicant Twenty-Six. He had survived every physical challenge without complaint. His posture was excellent. He’d performed well during service, accepted correction in the stockades and been among the first candidates to take his seat that morning.

But during questioning, something changed. He stopped listening. His answers became increasingly focused on what the Mistresses could do for him: what he wanted them to make him wear, how he wanted them to tease him and how he wanted them to humiliate him.

Every sentence began with some variation of I want.

Mistress Celeste finally raised one hand. “Applicant Twenty-Six, who is this experience for?”

He looked confused. “The candidates?”

“No.”

“The Academy?”

“Try again.”

He glanced toward Madame Violet. “I don’t understand.”

“That,” Celeste said, “is the problem. You enjoy submission when submission produces stimulation for you. You enjoy humiliation when humiliation satisfies your fantasy. You enjoy service when the service ultimately returns attention to you.”

Applicant Twenty-Six shook his head. “I can learn.”

“Perhaps.”

Hope appeared on his face.

“Somewhere else.”

His expression changed as Madame Violet closed the folder in front of her.

“Eliminated.”

Applicant Twenty-Six remained seated for several seconds. An attendant approached and removed his wristband. He carefully rose from the training chair, lowered his skirt and followed the attendant toward the door.

The doors closed behind him.

Eleven remained.

Ryan stared after him. “Jesus.”

Mistress Raven looked toward him.

“Sorry, Mistress.”

Raven raised an eyebrow.

“Apologies do not require memoirs,” Evan whispered.

Ryan glared at him, but Raven’s eyebrow rose higher and both men immediately became silent.

Madame Violet finally stood and surveyed the eleven survivors. Forty-eight men had arrived yesterday. Now only eleven remained.

“You’ve spent the last day and a half demonstrating what you’re willing to endure,” she said. “Today you began demonstrating something considerably more important: what you actually want. Seven of you will enter my Academy tomorrow evening.”

Evan’s heart jumped. Four eliminations remained.

Only four.

“For the remainder of Day Two, however, you will no longer be treated primarily as applicants.”

Mistress Switch smiled. “You’ve proven that you can wear the clothes. You’ve demonstrated that you’re capable of service. You’ve experienced chastity, correction, humiliation and the beginnings of sexual denial. Now we find out whether you can live with those things when they stop being isolated challenges and become your normal condition.”

Ryan glanced toward Evan as Madame Violet continued.

“For the remainder of today, the eleven of you will live as probationary Academy Sissies. You will be assigned Mistresses. You will serve them. You will follow Academy rules. Your chastity remains in effect. Your presentation will be controlled. Your privileges will be controlled. Your schedule will be controlled.”

Mistress Bianca smiled. “And your education will become considerably more intimate.”

Nobody misunderstood her.

Evan felt nervous, embarrassed, curious and unmistakably excited. Yesterday he’d discovered that feminization felt less wrong than masculinity ever had. Last night he’d discovered that surrender meant accepting authority even when it wasn’t tailored to his preferences.

Today he’d learned something harder to dismiss.

The humiliation itself could excite him. The denial excited him. Being excluded excited him. Being required to admit those things to a Mistress excited him even more.

He’d spent years carefully separating the person he believed he was supposed to be from the fantasies he refused to examine too closely. SissyVille apparently had no interest in maintaining the separation.

Mistress Switch walked down the line. “Some of you will discover tonight that you have finally found what you’ve been looking for. Others will discover you’ve made a terrible mistake.”

Her smile returned. “Either way, we’ll know by morning.”

Ryan leaned toward Evan. “We’re down to eleven.”

“I noticed.”

“Seven spots.”

“I know.”

“Four more.”

Evan looked across the remaining candidates. Derek stood confidently among them. Marcus remained immaculate, although something had changed since his interrogation. For the first time, Evan had seen him confronted with a question he hadn’t prepared for.

Ryan was still beside him.

Eleven Sissies remained for seven places, and the finish line was no longer theoretical.

It was terrifyingly close.

Ryan looked at him, and Evan knew exactly what he was thinking. This time neither needed to say it.

Mistress Switch clapped her hands once. “All right, Sissies. Your real training begins now.”

Eleven candidates straightened.

Evan smiled.

He was still here.


CHAPTER 8

By eight o’clock that evening, Evan had learned that the words formal Academy banquet meant something very different in SissyVille than they did anywhere else.

The eleven remaining candidates had been returned to the dressing rooms after their afternoon evaluation and transformed again. Their purple training outfits were replaced with elaborate variations of the Academy’s traditional Sissy uniform: fitted satin bodices, short, layered skirts supported by petticoats, silky stockings, garters, heels and enough bows and ribbons to ensure nobody could mistake them for anything except what they were intended to be.

Their makeup was refreshed, their wigs restyled, and narrow purple collars were fastened around their necks. Each collar bore a small silver plate engraved with two words:

PROBATIONARY SISSY.

Ryan stared at his reflection. “I’m beginning to think they don’t want us forgetting what we are.”

“You think?”

“I was being sarcastic.”

“I know.”

Ryan looked down at the tiny skirt Bianca had selected for him. “I’m also beginning to suspect Mistress Bianca hates fabric.”

“Don’t let her hear you.”

“I didn’t say I dislike it.”

Evan looked at him, and Ryan shrugged. “Sissy brain.”

That phrase had started as a joke sometime during the afternoon, shorthand for the part of both men that kept reacting enthusiastically to situations the rest of them considered objectively ridiculous. Evan suspected it was becoming less of a joke.

The doors opened and Mistress Bianca entered. “Sissies, line up.”

Eleven candidates immediately formed a line, and Bianca walked past them making final adjustments. She straightened Derek’s collar, repositioned another candidate’s bow and stopped long enough to fix Evan’s skirt where the petticoat had become uneven. Marcus, naturally, required no adjustment whatsoever.

Bianca stepped back. “Acceptable.”

Ryan whispered, “High praise.”

Bianca looked directly at him.

Ryan smiled. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Better.”

They were marched downstairs to a private dining room in the SissyVille Grand that Evan hadn’t seen during the previous day’s service challenge. This room was smaller and considerably more luxurious, with dark purple walls, enormous chandeliers, white linen and flowers covering a long central table while soft music played from somewhere unseen. The five judges were already there along with perhaps a dozen other Mistresses and several of the Bulls from that afternoon.

The Bulls wore dark suits now, and unlike the probationary Sissies, they were clearly guests. They held drinks, laughed with the women and occupied chairs at the table. The distinction was immediate.

There were no chairs for the Sissies.

Mistress Switch waited beside the entrance. “Welcome to your first Academy banquet.”

Ryan looked around.

“Something missing, Applicant Thirty-Eight?” Switch asked.

“No, Mistress.”

“You appear confused.”

Ryan glanced toward the table. “I was looking for our seats.”

Several Mistresses laughed.

Mistress Switch smiled. “How optimistic.”

Ryan closed his eyes briefly.

“You don’t sit at an Academy banquet,” Switch explained. “You serve at one.”

An attendant handed her a stack of cards, and Switch began reading assignments, pairing each probationary Sissy with a Mistress. Derek went to Mistress Celeste, Marcus was assigned to Madame Violet and Ryan went to Mistress Bianca. Then Switch called, “Applicant Thirty-Seven. Mistress Raven.”

Evan looked toward Raven.

She smiled.

Of course.

The Sissies were sent to their assigned Mistresses and instructed to kneel beside their chairs. Evan lowered himself beside Raven and carefully arranged his skirt beneath him while Ryan knelt beside Bianca several places away. Ryan caught his eye, and Evan silently wished him luck before Mistress Raven redirected his attention.

“Eyes here.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“The banquet rules are simple. You will remain kneeling unless instructed otherwise. You will not speak unless addressed. You will attend to whatever I require. If another Mistress or a Bull gives you an instruction, you will obey unless it conflicts with an instruction I’ve already given you. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Raven lifted her wineglass without another word. Evan waited until she raised one eyebrow, then finally understood. He stood, took the bottle from the nearby service station and refilled her glass before returning the bottle and resuming his position beside her.

“Perhaps yesterday wasn’t wasted after all,” Raven said.

Evan smiled. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Did I ask you to speak?”

His smile disappeared. “No, Mistress.”

Raven stared at him long enough for Evan to realize he’d compounded the mistake by answering a question that hadn’t required an answer. He wisely closed his mouth, and Raven smiled before returning to her conversation.

For the first twenty minutes, Evan found the arrangement almost pleasant. Raven occasionally handed him something to return to the service station or silently indicated that she wanted more wine. At one point she removed one heel beneath the table and extended her foot toward him without interrupting her conversation with Mistress Celeste.

Evan stared at it for several seconds before understanding. He began gently attending to her foot while she discussed the following day’s schedule as though nothing unusual were happening. Somehow, her refusal to acknowledge what he was doing made the service more embarrassing than if she’d announced the instruction to the entire room.

Across the table, Ryan was fanning Mistress Bianca with an enormous decorative fan while she ate. Evan caught his eye, and Ryan gave him a look that clearly warned him not to laugh. Evan immediately looked away before he did.

The Bulls were considerably less subtle. They quickly discovered that the probationary Sissies were required to obey them and treated the revelation as entertainment. One sent Derek across the room for a cocktail and changed his order when Derek returned. 

Another made a Sissy hold his jacket for twenty minutes before deciding he wanted it back. A third summoned Ryan simply to straighten his tie, then deliberately loosened it again after Ryan returned to Bianca.

The women found this hilarious. The Bulls found it even funnier.

The Sissies learned to endure it.

Evan was carrying a fresh bottle of wine toward Raven when one Bull stepped into his path and held out an empty glass.

“Sissy. Fill it.”

Evan glanced toward Raven. She was watching, so he obeyed.

“Not that much,” the Bull said.

Evan stopped pouring.

“More.”

Evan poured again.

“Too much.”

Several nearby Mistresses laughed as the Bull smiled. “You’re not very good at this.”

Evan felt an immediate urge to point out that the man had changed the requested amount twice but remembered Celeste’s lesson from the previous evening.

An apology did not require a memoir.

“I’ll improve, sir.”

The Bull looked almost disappointed that Evan hadn’t argued. Raven looked pleased.

That mattered considerably more.

As dinner continued, the atmosphere became increasingly relaxed for everyone except the eleven kneeling candidates. Wine flowed, conversations became louder, and the Bulls flirted openly with the Misstresses, several of whom responded with the same casual intimacy Evan had been forced to observe that afternoon.

This time, however, he couldn’t simply watch. Raven wanted wine, then water, then her napkin replaced after she deliberately dropped it. Another Mistress asked him to retrieve something from across the room, only for a Bull to intercept him and send him for another drink.

Something unexpected happened. Evan stopped thinking so much about himself. His embarrassment didn’t disappear, nor did the awareness of the uniform, the collar or the chastity device that had been impossible to ignore all day. They simply became less important than the next thing Raven required from him.

He liked that.

More specifically, he liked kneeling beside her and knowing exactly where he belonged in the room. Yesterday he’d discovered that he was naturally attentive when serving. Tonight that attentiveness had become more than a useful trait. It gave him a strange sense of calm. He didn’t have to lead the conversation, impress anyone or decide what happened next.

He only had to pay attention.

The first real problem occurred during dessert. Applicant Forty-Eight had been assigned to a red-haired Mistress Evan didn’t recognize. He’d been struggling all evening, repeatedly shifting while kneeling and occasionally forgetting the silence rule. When his Mistress dropped her spoon, he didn’t notice.

One of the Bulls did.

“Your Mistress dropped something.”

Applicant Forty-Eight looked up. “She can pick it up.”

The entire room went silent. Evan closed his eyes, while Ryan stared at the man as though he’d just stepped in front of a moving train.

The red-haired Mistress slowly turned toward her Sissy. “What did you say?”

Applicant Forty-Eight seemed to realize what had happened. “I didn’t mean—”

Mistress Switch raised one finger from across the table, and the explanation ended.

The red-haired Mistress pushed back her chair. “Present yourself.”

Applicant Forty-Eight swallowed, but he obeyed. The disciplinary correction was brief, direct and unmistakably unpleasant. He counted as required, acknowledged the reason for it and returned to his position beside his Mistress when it was finished.

Madame Violet took a sip of wine. “Interesting.”

Evan had learned to fear that word.

Madame Violet looked around the table. “What was Applicant Forty-Eight’s mistake?”

One Sissy raised his hand.

Mistress Switch laughed. “Adorable.”

The hand disappeared.

Marcus finally answered from beside Madame Violet. “He spoke disrespectfully, Madame Violet.”

“Correct. And what is one of the first principles of Academy training?”

Nobody knew.

Madame Violet smiled. “One Sissy fails; every Sissy fails.”

Ryan’s eyes widened as he looked toward Evan and silently mouthed No.

Madame Violet stood. “Present yourselves.”

Eleven Sissies stared at her until Mistress Raven looked down at Evan.

“Was something unclear?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Then why are you still kneeling?”

Evan stood, and around the table ten others reluctantly followed.

The communal correction that followed was less important for its discomfort than for the lesson behind it. Yesterday the candidates had competed as individuals. Tonight Madame Violet was deliberately erasing that distinction. One person’s conduct affected everyone. 

Whatever Academy class emerged from the Auditions would eventually be expected to function as a unit. Evan understood the logic; Ryan clearly considered the logic a crime against humanity.

When the last Sissy had been corrected, Madame Violet returned to her seat.

“Perhaps now we’ll remember.”

“Yes, Madame Violet,” eleven voices answered.

“Excellent. Dessert.”

The banquet resumed as though nothing had happened.

Evan had barely returned to Raven’s side when he heard crying farther down the table. Applicant Forty-Eight was trying to contain it, but eventually he stood.

“I can’t do this. It’s too much. I’m done.”

The red-haired Mistress immediately turned toward him. “Are you withdrawing from the Auditions?”

Applicant Forty-Eight wiped at his eyes and nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Then you are finished.”

There was no mockery in her voice and no attempt to change his mind. An attendant approached, removed his probationary collar and wristband, and one of the Bulls stepped forward to escort him from the room. Applicant Forty-Eight looked around the table one final time. Nobody laughed. Nobody called him weak. He had discovered his limit and made his decision.

The doors closed behind him.

Ten remained.

Ryan stared toward the door until Mistress Bianca snapped her fingers and immediately reclaimed his attention.

“Your Mistresses still here.”

Ryan lowered his head. “Yes, Mistress.”

Madame Violet finished her dessert before speaking again. “One Sissy failed. And therefore?”

Every remaining Sissy understood.

Ryan whispered, “Oh, no.”

Mistress Bianca looked down at him.

Ryan immediately corrected himself. “Nothing, Mistress.”

Madame Violet stood. “Your former classmate has provided us with another educational opportunity.”

Academy attendants entered carrying plastic soup ladles. Evan stared at them. Ryan stared at them. Derek stared at them. Even Marcus looked concerned.

Mistress Switch selected one and slapped it lightly against her palm.

“The ten remaining Sissies will pair off. Applicants Thirty-Seven and Thirty-Eight together.”

Ryan looked at Evan.

Of course.

The other pairings were announced, and each pair received a ladle. Mistress Switch walked between them while explaining, “You will take turns administering your partner’s correction. There will be no deliberately softened swats, no theatrical tapping and no pretending. Your Mistresses will supervise.”

Evan looked at Ryan, who returned the same apprehensive expression.

“This feels bad for our friendship,” Ryan whispered.

Mistress Raven appeared behind them. “Did someone speak?”

“No, Mistress.”

Raven smiled. “Good. Applicant Thirty-Seven first.”

Ryan immediately handed Evan the ladle.

“Coward,” Evan whispered.

“I volunteered you.”

“That is the definition of cowardice.”

Mistress Bianca approached from Ryan’s side. “Gentlemen.”

Both became silent.

Ryan reluctantly assumed the required position while Evan stood behind him holding the plastic ladle and wondering how this had become his Saturday night. The situation was absurd. Absolutely, spectacularly absurd.

“Proceed,” Raven said.

Evan hesitated until Ryan looked back. “Just do it.”

Raven raised an eyebrow.

Ryan immediately closed his mouth.

Evan delivered the first swat. Ryan barely reacted.

Mistress Raven looked at Evan with obvious disapproval. “That was insulting.”

“I hit him.”

“You apologized to him with kitchenware.”

Several Mistresses laughed.

Evan looked at Ryan, who looked back at him before Raven ordered, “Again.”

This time Evan struck with enough conviction to make Ryan yelp.

“There,” Raven said. “Now you’re participating.”

Evan continued through the required count. He didn’t like causing his friend discomfort, but that discomfort was tangled together with embarrassment, absurdity and something else he hadn’t expected.

Responsibility.

Raven had placed the instruction in his hands. Going easy on Ryan would not actually have been kindness. It would have meant Evan was deciding that his own feelings about their friendship mattered more than the instruction they had both accepted. That realization made the exercise considerably more complicated than a plastic soup ladle had any right to be.

When Raven finally said, “Enough,” Ryan straightened and immediately took the ladle. Evan stared at him, Ryan smiled, and Evan regretted everything.

“Applicant Thirty-Seven,” Raven said. “Present yourself.”

Evan obeyed.

“Remember,” Bianca warned Ryan, “no going easy because he’s your friend.”

Ryan looked toward Evan, who met his gaze.

“Do it.”

Ryan did. Evan yelped loudly enough to amuse the Mistresses.

“That,” Bianca said, “was acceptable.”

Ryan continued while Evan counted, each impact producing another confusing collision between discomfort, humiliation and the undeniable absurd thrill that had followed him since arriving in SissyVille. Then Evan realized he was smiling. Ryan noticed too, which made him start laughing.

Mistress Raven looked down at Evan. “Something amusing?”

“No, Mistress.”

“You’re smiling.”

Evan hadn’t realized how obvious it was until she pointed it out, which somehow made him smile more. Ryan’s laughter worsened until Mistress Bianca folded her arms.

“Would the two of you care to explain?”

Neither could.

Raven pointed toward Ryan. “Finish.”

Ryan did.

When the exercise was over, the other pairs completed their turns and the ten exhausted, thoroughly embarrassed Sissies returned to their assigned Mistresses. 

Evan knelt beside Raven while Ryan settled across from him beside Bianca. For several minutes neither spoke. The banquet simply resumed as though making probationary Sissies discipline one another with soup ladles had been a perfectly conventional interlude between dessert and after-dinner drinks. 

Wine was poured, conversations resumed, and the Bulls joked with the Mistresses while Evan attempted to process what had just happened.

He and Ryan had spent most of the Auditions helping one another survive. Now the Academy had made them responsible for correcting each other.

Evan suspected that was not accidental.

Eventually Ryan caught his eye. Evan looked away, but Ryan leaned slightly closer while Bianca was distracted by conversation.

“Hope I wasn’t too hard on you.”

Evan glanced toward Raven, who appeared occupied, before whispering, “My Sissy brain loved and hated every second of it.”

Ryan suppressed a laugh. “Mine too.”

Someone cleared her throat behind them.

Both men froze. Mistress Raven stood behind Evan while Mistress Bianca had appeared beside her. Ryan closed his eyes as Evan slowly looked upward.

Raven folded her arms. “What was the first rule of the banquet?”

Evan and Ryan looked at each other.

Neither answered.

Mistress Bianca smiled. “I believe they remember.”

Raven’s expression became almost cheerful. “Wonderful.”

Evan’s gaze drifted involuntarily toward the plastic soup ladles still sitting on the service table and then returned to Raven. She followed his glance, her smile widening enough to tell him she’d understood exactly what he was thinking.

Beside him, Ryan whispered one final phrase. “Here we go again.”

Evan looked at him. Ryan looked back.

Despite everything, they both grinned.


CHAPTER 9

It was well after midnight when Evan and Ryan were summoned from the dormitory. Neither knew what they had done this time, although Evan suspected whispering after an entire evening devoted to teaching them not to whisper probably ranked high on the list.

They followed an Academy attendant through the quiet corridors of the SissyVille Grand until they reached a private sitting room, where Mistress Raven and Mistress Bianca were waiting. The women had changed out of their banquet clothes into silk robes, apparently ready for bed, while Evan and Ryan were still wearing their elaborate probationary Sissy uniforms.

“Come in, Sissies,” Bianca said. “We’ve been talking about you.”

Ryan glanced at Evan. “That’s rarely good.”

Raven pointed toward the carpet. “Kneel.”

They immediately obeyed.

Bianca settled comfortably into an armchair and crossed her legs. “We’ve noticed the two of you have developed quite a bond.”

“We’re friends, Mistress,” Ryan said.

“We know.” Raven took the chair opposite Bianca. “You arrived together. You encourage each other. You protect each other. You apparently cannot survive an entire banquet without whispering to each other.”

Evan lowered his head.

Bianca smiled. “It’s adorable.”

Somehow the word sounded threatening.

Raven continued. “It’s also a problem. There are seven positions. You are competing for them. Eventually friendship becomes irrelevant because there will come a point when one Sissy advances and another doesn’t.”

Ryan shifted beside him.

Bianca extended one bare foot. “So we’re going to find out which of you wants it more.”

What followed was less an evaluation than a deliberately humiliating race. Evan and Ryan were ordered onto their hands and knees and made to compete for the Mistresses’ approval through one ridiculous act of service after another. 

They attended to the women’s feet, cleaned and polished an entire collection of shoes, organized clothing, fetched drinks, folded garments and scrambled around the room whenever Bianca or Raven casually announced another task.

The Mistresses encouraged the competition shamelessly, praising whichever Sissy finished first while tormenting the other for falling behind.

“Ryan wins that one,” Bianca announced after the shoe-polishing race.

“I had more shoes,” Evan protested.

Raven raised an eyebrow.

Evan immediately lowered his head. “Sorry, Mistress.”

“Excuses already? How disappointing.”

Ryan grinned at him. “You shut up.”

“Did either of you receive permission to speak?” Raven asked.

Both lowered their heads. “No, Mistress.”

The competition continued until the room had been cleaned, every shoe polished, every garment folded and both Sissies were exhausted. Evan stopped keeping track of who was winning several tasks earlier, but Ryan apparently hadn’t. 

Every time Bianca praised him, he became more determined. That made Evan work faster, which made Ryan work faster, and soon the two of them were scrambling around on their hands and knees while Raven and Bianca relaxed with drinks and openly enjoyed what they had accomplished.

Eventually Raven raised one hand. “Enough. Come here.”

Both Sissies crawled forward and knelt beside one another. Bianca consulted a sheet of paper as though the results represented serious scientific data before looking at Ryan.

“Well, this is interesting. Congratulations. You won.”

Ryan blinked. “Mistress?”

“You won the competition.”

Evan waited for whatever came next, expecting another joke, another task, perhaps some humiliating reward for Ryan and punishment for him. Instead, Bianca turned toward Evan with a sympathetic little smile.

“Too bad, so sad.”

Raven’s expression remained completely serious.

“Applicant Thirty-Seven, your Audition is over.”

For several seconds Evan simply stared at her. He had heard the words clearly enough, but his mind refused to arrange them into something real.

“I’m eliminated?”

“You were told there would only be seven positions.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And tonight Ryan demonstrated that he wants one more.”

Evan looked at Ryan.

For the first time since arriving in SissyVille, No quitting couldn’t help him. He hadn’t quit. He had done exactly what he’d promised himself he would do. He had stayed through every embarrassing uniform, every correction, every moment of chastity and denial, every impossible instruction and every discovery about himself that would have terrified him three days earlier.

He had let the Academy decide whether he belonged.

And apparently it had.

He didn’t.

The realization hurt far more than Evan had expected because somewhere along the way this had stopped being an outrageous weekend experiment. He had arrived wanting to discover whether the fantasies he’d hidden for years meant anything when removed from the safety of imagination.

Now he knew.

He liked serving. He liked surrendering control. He liked being feminized, corrected and denied. He even liked some of the humiliation he’d spent years convincing himself he could never actually want.

For the first time in his adult life, all the pieces of himself that had seemed incompatible had begun fitting together. And now he was being told that the place where they finally made sense didn’t want him.

Worse, Ryan was staying.

Evan hated himself for the tiny stab of jealousy that accompanied the thought. Ryan was his friend. Ryan deserved this. Evan wanted him to succeed. Yet imagining himself driving back through those hills tomorrow while Ryan remained behind wearing the Academy collar made the loss suddenly unbearable.

Raven’s voice interrupted him. “Perhaps you can apply again next year.”

A year.

Evan wasn’t sure whether that made things better or worse. He looked down at the purple skirt pooled around his knees and forced himself to accept the judgment with whatever dignity a man dressed as a probationary Sissy could reasonably summon.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Bianca waved toward the door. “Off you go, then.”

Evan started to rise. His knees felt strangely reluctant to cooperate, as though some part of him believed that if he simply remained kneeling, the Audition couldn’t actually end.

“No.”

Ryan’s voice stopped him.

Evan looked over. Raven did too.

“Excuse me?” she asked.

Ryan wasn’t looking at either Mistress. He was staring at Evan.

“Let him stay.”

Bianca laughed. “That’s not how competitions work.”

“Then eliminate me instead.”

Evan’s sadness vanished beneath pure disbelief. “Ryan, what the hell are you talking about?”

“Give him my place. Evan would make a better Sissy than me.”

“No, he wouldn’t.”

“Yes, he would.”

“You’re better than me at half this stuff.”

“And you’re better at the other half.”

“Ryan, you won.”

“I don’t care.”

Evan stared at him. Twenty seconds earlier, he had been grieving the idea of leaving Ryan behind. Now this idiot was offering to throw away everything they’d endured so Evan wouldn’t have to leave alone.

“Well, I do. You’re staying.”

“Not if you’re leaving.”

“Don’t be an idiot. You’re the one who won.”

“You’re the one who made me promise not to quit.”

“This isn’t quitting. You won.”

“And I’m telling them I’d rather you have it.”

The words struck Evan harder than the elimination had. He had spent the entire weekend thinking their pact meant neither of us gives up, but somewhere along the way, neither of us quits had apparently become something else.

Neither of us leaves the other behind.

Evan shook his head. “No. If one of us gets to stay, it should be you.”

“Why?”

“Because you’d make the better Sissy.”

Ryan actually looked offended. “You literally just told me I was better at half of it.”

“You are.”

“So how does that make me better?”

“Because you’re—”

Evan stopped, searching for an argument and discovering that he didn’t have one. He only knew that taking Ryan’s place suddenly felt worse than losing his own.

“Because I’m not letting you give this up for me.”

“And I’m not watching you leave when you belong here.”

Evan stared at him.

Ryan stared back.

Neither seemed to notice that Raven and Bianca had stopped participating in the conversation entirely until Bianca snorted. Evan turned toward her and caught her covering her mouth.

Too late.

Raven was smiling too.

“What?” Evan asked.

That broke Bianca completely. She laughed, and Raven finally joined her.

Ryan looked between them. “What’s funny?”

“Oh, this is precious,” Bianca said. “We tell one Sissy he’s eliminated and suddenly the other one is volunteering to throw himself out with him.”

“I didn’t volunteer to leave. I volunteered to trade.”

“That’s leaving.”

Ryan considered that. “Okay, technically.”

Raven leaned forward, studying them with obvious amusement. “Applicant Thirty-Eight, you were prepared to surrender your position for Applicant Thirty-Seven?”

Ryan’s humor disappeared. “Yes, Mistress.”

“And Applicant Thirty-Seven, after spending two days fighting to remain here, you were prepared to leave rather than accept his position?”

Evan looked at Ryan before answering. The crushing disappointment of elimination was still there, but underneath it was another realization that felt considerably more important. He wanted one of the seven positions desperately.

Apparently there was one thing he wanted more.

He wanted Ryan to have his chance.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Bianca exchanged a delighted look with Raven.

“Oh, I think we have a case of a Sissy crush.”

Evan and Ryan answered simultaneously. “No.”

The Mistresses laughed harder.

“We’re friends,” Evan insisted.

“Best Sissy friends,” Ryan added.

Evan slowly turned toward him. “That isn’t helping.”

“I realized that as I said it.”

Raven’s smile became distinctly dangerous. “Perhaps our little Sissy sweethearts require a different evaluation.”

Evan’s disappointment abruptly acquired competition from suspicion. From Ryan’s expression, he had arrived at exactly the same place.

Raven stood. “Remove your dresses.”

A few minutes later, Evan and Ryan stood facing one another in the elaborate underlayers of their Academy uniforms, suddenly much more conscious of each other than had been before.

Bianca circled them appreciatively. “Much better.”

Evan looked at Ryan.

Ryan looked at the ceiling.

“Eyes on your Sissy,” Raven ordered.

Ryan reluctantly looked back.

“Now kneel.”

They lowered themselves until they were facing each other. Bianca crouched beside them.

“You two seem very concerned about each other’s future. Let’s find out whether you can stop hiding behind jokes long enough to acknowledge that.”

She gave them their next instruction. For five minutes, they were to look directly into each other’s eyes.

No talking. No jokes. No looking away.

The first thirty seconds were unbearable. Evan became acutely aware of everything: Ryan’s ridiculous blond wig, his makeup, the absurdity of their clothing and the fact that the two of them had spent almost every difficult moment of the Auditions finding some way to make the other laugh.

Now that escape had been taken away.

Eventually the absurdity changed. Evan stopped noticing the costumes quite so much.

He started noticing Ryan.

This was the man who had been beside him since the parking lot, who had nearly quit repeatedly and hadn’t, who had taken corrections beside him, served beside him, embarrassed himself beside him and, only minutes earlier, had volunteered to sacrifice his place at the Academy so Evan could stay.

Ryan’s expression changed too.

Bianca noticed. “Oh, I think they like each other.”

Evan almost looked away.

Raven immediately warned him, “Don’t.”

He held Ryan’s gaze.

When the five minutes finally ended, neither moved until Raven gave permission.

Bianca seemed delighted. “Well?”

Ryan blinked. “Well what, Mistress?”

“You’ve spent two days insisting you’re merely friends while behaving as though the other one surviving these Auditions matters almost as much as surviving them yourself.”

Ryan looked at Evan.

Evan looked back.

Bianca smiled. “Perhaps you should decide what that means.”

The room became unexpectedly quiet.

Then Ryan gave Evan the smallest shrug.

Not surrender.

A question.

Evan understood it.

He could make another joke. He could retreat into embarrassment. He could pretend he hadn’t felt something change during those five interminable minutes.

Instead, he leaned forward.

Ryan met him halfway.

Their first kiss was tentative and awkward enough that both men pulled back almost immediately.

Bianca groaned. “That was pathetic.”

Ryan looked toward her. “Nobody asked for a review.”

Raven raised an eyebrow.

Ryan immediately lowered his head. “Sorry, Mistress.”

Evan started laughing.

Ryan looked at him.

That made Evan laugh harder.

Then Ryan did too.

Whatever tension had been holding them apart cracked, and when their laughter finally subsided, they looked at each other again.

This time neither needed Bianca or Raven to suggest anything.

They kissed a second time.

The awkwardness was still there, but so was curiosity. Neither man seemed particularly eager to be the first to pull away, and when they finally separated, Evan found himself staring at Ryan with an entirely new problem to contemplate.

Bianca looked insufferably pleased. “Well, I think we’ve learned something.”

“Can we please never discuss what we learned?” Evan asked.

“No.”

Raven crossed the room toward what Evan had assumed was a piece of furniture covered by a purple cloth. She grasped the fabric and pulled it away.

Underneath was a cage.

A very small cage.

Ryan stared at it. “No.”

Raven smiled.

Ryan corrected himself. “I mean... wow, Mistress.”

“You two care about each other so much,” Bianca said, “that we’ve decided you shouldn’t have to spend the night apart.”

Evan looked at the cage and then at Ryan. “We won’t fit.”

“You’ll fit,” Raven assured him.

“Comfortably?”

“I didn’t say that.”

Bianca pointed toward the opening. “Hands and knees, Sissies. Crawl inside.”

Evan looked at Ryan.

Ryan shrugged.

Together they lowered themselves and crawled into the cage. Evan immediately discovered Raven had been correct. They fit technically, although barely. The confined space forced them close enough that Evan had difficulty determining where his stockings ended and Ryan’s began, and they maneuvered awkwardly until they were curled together with almost no room to reposition themselves.

Ryan looked through the bars. “This is going to be a long night.”

“Especially with you talking,” Evan said.

Bianca smiled. “We anticipated that.”

She produced two gags.

Evan stared at them.

Ryan stared at them.

“No,” Ryan said automatically.

Raven pointed toward the open cage door. “Then refuse. The door is still open.”

Ryan looked at Evan.

Evan looked at Ryan.

Neither moved toward it.

Bianca crouched in front of the cage. “Your choice, Sissies.”

Evan thought about the last two days. Every time the Academy had offered him an exit, the decision had become more meaningful precisely because the exit was real.

He looked at Ryan.

Ryan gave him another small shrug.

This one Evan understood too.

They accepted.

Moments later, the cage door closed with a metallic click. Raven secured it while Bianca stood and looked down at them.

“Good night, Sissies.”

The Mistresses switched off the lights and left them together in the darkness, locked in chastity, dressed in ridiculous Academy finery and packed into a cage barely large enough for one comfortable person.

Evan could feel Ryan breathing beside him. After several moments, Ryan nudged him.

Evan nudged him back.

That was apparently going to have to serve as conversation.

Somewhere in the darkness, Evan smiled.

Forty-eight men had entered SissyVille.

Ten were still in the competition.

Somehow, he and Ryan were both among them.

And after tonight, Evan wasn’t entirely sure friends was the whole story anymore.

Neither one had quit.


CHAPTER 10

Evan woke with Ryan’s face approximately three inches from his own.

For several confused seconds, he couldn’t remember why. Then he tried to move, discovered Ryan’s knee wedged between his legs, felt the metal bars pressing against his shoulder and remembered everything: the cage, Mistress Raven and Mistress Bianca, the kiss, the gags and what had undoubtedly been the longest, strangest night of his life.

Ryan was awake too, staring back at him through smeared makeup and a blond wig that had somehow migrated halfway around his head during the night. Evan suspected he looked no better. 

There had been barely enough room inside the cage for both of them, and sometime during the night they’d discovered that the only remotely comfortable arrangement required them to curl together, Ryan tucked against Evan with their legs tangled and Evan’s arm trapped around him.

Apparently neither had bothered attempting to separate again.

Ryan made a muffled sound through his gag.

Evan raised his eyebrows.

Ryan repeated it.

Evan shook his head.

Ryan rolled his eyes.

Their new communication system was not sophisticated.

Footsteps approached outside the room, followed by the click of the door. Morning light spilled across the carpet as Mistress Raven and Mistress Bianca entered already dressed for the day. Bianca stopped the instant she saw them and put a hand over her mouth.

“Oh, my.”

Raven peered into the cage, taking in the two Sissies curled together in a tangle of stockings, lingerie and ruined wigs. “I believe we have our answer.”

Bianca nodded thoughtfully. “Definitely a Sissy crush.”

Both men immediately protested through their gags, which only made the Mistresses laugh. Evan attempted to pull away from Ryan and discovered there was nowhere to go. Ryan tried the same thing, resulting in them becoming even more entangled.

“That is not helping your argument,” Raven said.

“You two look remarkably cozy,” Bianca added.

Ryan shook his head emphatically until his crooked wig nearly fell off.

Raven finally unlocked the cage. “Come out.”

That proved more difficult than Evan expected. His legs had stiffened during the night, Ryan’s stockings had somehow become tangled with his, and neither man could crawl through the opening without climbing over the other. Eventually Ryan emerged first, followed by Evan, and both struggled upright.

Bianca stared at them.

Evan looked down at himself and immediately understood why. His stockings were crooked, one garter had come loose, his bra had shifted, his panties were wrinkled and his wig looked as though something had nested in it.

Ryan was somehow worse. His makeup was smeared around his eyes, his wig was sideways, one stocking had rolled halfway down his thigh and the bow on his bra had twisted completely around.

Raven folded her arms. “You look like a pair of Sissies doing the early-morning walk of shame.”

Ryan attempted an offended response through his gag.

Bianca laughed. “And apparently they’re still denying it.”

Raven removed Ryan’s gag first. He worked his jaw for several seconds before immediately announcing, “Nothing happened.”

“Of course not.”

“Seriously. This was the only position we could find that was comfortable.”

Bianca looked at Evan as Raven removed his gag. “Is that true?”

Evan flexed his jaw. “Completely true, Mistress.”

“So you spent the entire night cuddled together because you had no alternative?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Ryan nodded vigorously. “Exactly.”

Raven and Bianca exchanged another look.

“Sissy crush,” Bianca said.

“Oh, come on,” Evan protested.

Raven pointed toward the door. “You’re dismissed. Breakfast is downstairs and do something about yourselves first. You look scandalous.”

Neither needed to be told twice. They hurried into the hallway, and Ryan waited until the door closed behind them before looking at Evan.

“We do not have a Sissy crush.”

“Nope.”

“That was completely practical.”

“Absolutely.”

They walked several steps before Ryan glanced over again. “We are never discussing the kissing thing.”

“Agreed.”

“Ever.”

“Definitely.”

They continued down the hallway looking exactly like two people returning from a considerably wilder night than either intended to admit.

Breakfast, they discovered, did not mean they were going to eat.

The ten remaining Sissies were assembled in the Grand’s private dining room, where the Mistresses were already seated. Evan had barely reached for an empty chair before Mistress Celeste pointed toward the service station.

“Sissies serve first.”

Of course they did.

For the next forty minutes, the ten candidates prepared coffee, poured juice, delivered plates, replaced silverware and attended to whatever the Mistresses required. Only after every woman had been served and the dining room restored to order were the Sissies permitted to eat their own breakfast at a separate table.

Ryan stared at his plate. “I used to think breakfast was the easiest meal of the day.”

Evan poured himself coffee. “You used to be a civilian.”

Ryan considered that. “Sissy brain likes that answer.”

By seven-thirty, the ten remaining candidates were assembled in the Violet Ballroom. A large scoreboard stood behind the judges’ table, displaying the ten surviving applicant numbers in a vertical column, including Thirty-Seven, Thirty-Eight, Six and Nine.

Mistress Switch stood beneath it holding a tablet. “Good morning, Sissies.”

“Good morning, Mistress Switch,” they answered.

“This is your final day. Forty-eight applicants entered SissyVille. Ten of you remain. By the end of tonight, Madame Violet may offer as many as seven positions at the Academy.”

Evan felt Ryan straighten beside him, but Mistress Switch raised one finger before anyone could become too encouraged.

“I said as many as seven. There is no requirement that we fill all seven positions. Seven of you may receive collars tonight. Six may receive them. Three may receive them. It is entirely possible that none of you will.”

The room became noticeably quieter.

“You are not competing against one another for seven guaranteed positions. You are competing against the Academy’s standards. If seven of you meet those standards, seven will remain. If only one of you meets them, Madame Violet will accept one. If none of you meet them, we will send all ten of you home and try again next year.”

Ryan leaned slightly toward Evan. “Well, that’s encouraging.”

Switch looked directly at him.

“Sorry, Mistress.”

“Today will consist of a series of scored evaluations. Unlike the previous two days, you will know your scores. Each evaluation will measure a different aspect of Academy life: presentation, discipline, domestic service, etiquette, obedience, endurance and your ability to apply what you’ve learned during the Auditions.”

Switch gestured toward the scoreboard. “After each evaluation, your score will be posted. At the end of the scheduled trials, your scores will be totaled. Meeting the minimum standard will protect you from elimination during that phase. Falling below it will not.”

Evan glanced toward Ryan.

Ryan looked back.

Neither needed to repeat their agreement.

No quitting.

Mistress Switch checked her tablet. “Your first evaluation begins now. You have exactly one hour to make yourselves as presentable as possible for formal Academy inspection. Everything counts. Your dress. Your stockings. Your shoes. Your undergarments. Your makeup. Your wig. Your posture. Your grooming. Your cleanliness. Your attention to detail.”

She paused.

“If your dress requires pressing, press it. If your stockings are crooked, straighten them. If your wig looks as though you spent the night rolling around in a cage with another Sissy—”

The room erupted with laughter.

Evan closed his eyes while Ryan muttered something under his breath.

“—fix it,” Switch finished.

“Yes, Mistress,” Evan and Ryan answered together.

“One hour. Go.”

Ten Sissies raced for the dressing rooms. Irons appeared, makeup cases opened, wigs were pulled from stands and clothing scattered across counters as the candidates attempted to repair every flaw before inspection. For Evan and Ryan, the challenge was considerably worse because they had begun the morning looking as though they’d survived a small tornado.

“Your stocking’s twisted,” Evan told Ryan.

“Your eyeliner looks like you lost a fight.”

“I practically did.”

“With me?”

“With your knee.”

Ryan examined him in the mirror. “Hold still.”

“What?”

“Your wig.”

Ryan stepped behind Evan and began working through the tangled hair while Evan straightened Ryan’s stocking and fixed his loose garter.

Neither commented on what they were doing. They were competing for seven positions, and they knew that. They also knew helping the other could potentially improve the score of someone who might ultimately take a position away from them.

Neither stopped.

Across the room, Marcus worked alone. His dress was already immaculate. Evan caught Marcus watching them through the mirror before returning to his own preparations.

Forty-three minutes later, Evan stood before the mirror and barely recognized the wreck who had crawled from the cage. His purple-and-white dress had been carefully pressed, his stockings were straight, every garter properly positioned, his shoes polished, his makeup clean and symmetrical and his wig brushed and styled.

Ryan stood beside him looking equally transformed.

“We clean up well,” Ryan said.

“Sissy brain?”

“Sissy brain.”

A bell sounded.

The candidates were brought individually to the Violet Ballroom, where a narrow runway had been erected beneath the lights. One by one, each Sissy was attached to a purple leash and led onto the stage before Madame Violet and the five Mistresses.

Nothing escaped them.

Mistress Bianca examined makeup from inches away. Mistress Celeste inspected dresses for wrinkles, loose threads and crooked seams. Mistress Raven checked stockings, garters and posture, while Mistress Switch examined shoes, accessories and grooming.

One Sissy lost points because his left stocking seam was slightly crooked. Another had missed a tiny wrinkle beneath the back of his dress. Derek’s makeup was good but conservative.

Marcus was nearly flawless.

Then came Applicant Thirty-Seven.

The leash was clipped to Evan’s collar, and Mistress Bianca led him onto the stage.

“Present.”

Evan straightened his posture as the Mistresses descended upon him. Bianca lifted his chin and examined his makeup. Celeste circled him, smoothing one hand over the skirt and checking the pressed fabric. Raven inspected his stockings and garters before ordering him to turn, then checked his shoes and hands.

Bianca saved the wig for last. She scrutinized it from every angle before finally stepping away.

Madame Violet studied him for another moment. “Very good.”

Evan tried not to smile.

Applicant Thirty-Eight followed and performed equally well.

When the scores appeared on the board, Marcus looked toward them in obvious surprise.

Applicants Thirty-Seven and Thirty-Eight had tied for the highest score.

Ryan caught Evan’s eye. “Sissy brain.”

Evan grinned.

The next evaluation began almost immediately.

Domestic service.

Each Sissy was assigned an identical hotel room that had been deliberately transformed into a disaster. Clothes covered the floor, towels had been thrown everywhere, makeup stained the counters, shoes were scattered beneath furniture, the bed was stripped, trash bins overflowed and nearly every available surface had been dirtied.

A toothbrush sat in the center of each room.

Mistress Celeste waited until every candidate had noticed it. “You have one hour. You will clean the entire room.”

Several Sissies looked at the toothbrush.

Celeste smiled. “You will remain on your knees.”

Ryan stared at Evan.

Evan stared back.

Neither said anything.

“Begin.”

For the next hour Evan scrubbed, sorted, folded, polished and crawled. His knees hurt within fifteen minutes and his shoulders by thirty. By forty-five minutes he had stopped thinking about anything except the next dirty surface.

The toothbrush became an instrument of torture disguised as housekeeping equipment, but he kept moving until Celeste called time.

Evan sat back on his heels and surveyed the room.

It was spotless.

Almost.

Celeste ran one finger beneath the edge of the nightstand and revealed a narrow line of dust.

“Minus two.”

Evan wanted to argue.

He didn’t.

Ryan lost two points for a streak on the bathroom mirror, while Marcus lost one for failing to align the shoes inside the closet.

Again, the scores were close.

Again, Evan and Ryan were tied.

The trials continued through the day. Etiquette required the Sissies to set elaborate formal tables from memory while answering questions from the Mistresses. Posture sent them repeatedly across the ballroom in heels while balancing books on their heads. 

During service, they attended a room full of Mistresses and Bulls without being given explicit instructions, forcing them to anticipate drinks, discarded napkins, empty glasses and requests before they were spoken.

Discipline was different. The Mistresses fired rapid sequences of commands at them, deliberately mixing familiar instructions with unexpected ones to determine whether the Sissies were actually listening or merely reacting to patterns they had learned.

Evan discovered he was considerably better at that than he would have been two days earlier. He no longer tried to anticipate what an instruction should be.

He listened to what it actually was.

That distinction earned him points.

Each challenge produced a score, and each score appeared on the board. Slowly, Evan stopped worrying about Ryan’s total and Ryan apparently stopped worrying about his.

They helped one another whenever the rules permitted it.

Ryan caught a crooked bow before Evan’s etiquette evaluation. Evan reminded Ryan of the correct placement of a dessert fork. When Evan stumbled during posture training, Ryan managed not to laugh until after the score had been posted.

Marcus noticed.

Evan noticed Marcus noticing.

Late in the afternoon, Marcus finally approached them while they were waiting outside the ballroom.

“You know you’re competing against each other.”

Ryan looked at him. “We’ve heard rumors.”

“I’m serious.”

“So are we.”

Marcus looked toward Evan. “If he beats you by one point because you fixed his bow, you’re going to feel pretty stupid.”

Evan considered that. “If Ryan gets into the Academy because I fixed his bow, I’ll feel fine.”

Marcus stared at him.

Ryan looked at Evan too, but for an entirely different reason.

Evan shrugged. “We said no quitting. We never said anything about making the other guy fail.”

Marcus shook his head. “That makes no sense.”

Maybe it didn’t.

But as Marcus walked away, Evan realized he no longer cared. For two days, Marcus had been the candidate Evan assumed the Academy wanted: prepared, polished, technically proficient and almost impossible to rattle.

Evan was beginning to understand that the Academy might be looking for something more complicated.

By late afternoon, exhaustion had settled over all ten remaining Sissies. Their feet hurt from heels, their knees hurt from crawling, their makeup had been reapplied twice and the carefully pressed dresses from that morning now showed the evidence of a full day of Academy training.

Yet nobody quit.

Nobody failed badly enough to be eliminated.

Shortly after six, the ten Sissies returned to the Violet Ballroom. The scoreboard displayed their final totals, and Evan immediately searched for Thirty-Seven before finding Thirty-Eight directly beside it.

They were tied.

Again.

Ryan stared at the board. “You have got to be kidding me.”

Mistress Switch smiled. “Applicants Thirty-Seven and Thirty-Eight appear determined to make our lives difficult.”

A few of the Sissies laughed while Evan studied the rest of the results. Marcus had finished only a few points behind them. Derek was close behind Marcus. The remaining six candidates had lower totals, but every score remained above the minimum line Mistress Switch had established that morning.

Ten candidates had started Day Three.

Ten remained.

Mistress Switch stepped before them. “Congratulations. Every Sissy standing here has met the minimum standard for today’s scheduled evaluations. You were groomed, inspected and tested on domestic service, etiquette, presentation, discipline, obedience and endurance. Every one of you performed well enough to avoid elimination.”

Relief moved visibly through the group. Ryan exhaled beside Evan. Derek smiled. Even Marcus allowed himself a satisfied expression.

Evan could hardly believe it. Whatever happened when the final Academy class was selected, he and Ryan had survived every scheduled trial.

Then Evan noticed Mistress Switch smiling.

Something about that smile bothered him.

“It’s been a long day,” she said. “You’re tired. Your feet hurt. Your knees hurt. Your beautiful dresses aren’t quite as beautiful as they were this morning. Several of you probably believe the difficult part is over.”

Ryan leaned toward Evan. “Here comes the but.”

Switch’s smile widened.

“You’re wrong.”

The relief evaporated.

Several Mistresses entered through the side doors and took their places around the ballroom.

Mistress Switch waited. “Your scores tell us that all ten of you can perform Academy tasks under controlled conditions. You knew what was being tested. You knew you were being scored. You knew every mistake cost points.”

She slowly walked along the line. “That tells us what you can do.”

She stopped.

“It does not necessarily tell us what you are willing to become.”

Evan felt the distinction immediately.

So did Ryan.

“During the last three days, you’ve demonstrated that you can dress like Sissies, serve like Sissies, clean like Sissies and obey like Sissies. You’ve accepted correction and demonstrated discipline, endurance and a willingness to surrender control. But there is one significant component of Academy training we have only begun to evaluate.”

Evan knew before she said it, and judging from Ryan’s expression, so did he.

Mistress Switch smiled and lifted the front of her skirt, revealing the strap-on dildo secured around her waist.

Ten pairs of eyes went wide.

Evan and Ryan exchanged a nervous glance.

“Uh-oh.”


CHAPTER 11

For a lingering moment, ten Sissies remained lined up beneath the stage lights, staring at Mistress Switch and the strap-on dildo she had just revealed beneath her skirt. 

              Evan could practically feel the collective realization moving down the line as every candidate understood exactly what the final phase of the Auditions was going to involve. Then the other Mistresses stepped forward and, one after another, lifted their skirts to reveal that they were also wearing pink strap-on dildos.

Evan stared straight ahead. “Stay strong, we knew this was coming.”

“No quitting,” Ryan agreed.

“Applicant Thirty-Eight,” Switch said. “No speaking.”

“Sorry, Mistress.”

“No, you’re not.”

Ryan considered that. “No, Mistress.”

A few nervous laughs moved through the line, but they died quickly when Mistress Switch descended from the stage and slowly walked in front of the remaining candidates. Her expression had changed. The playful satisfaction remained, but something harder had appeared beneath it.

Mistress Switch gave them all a fiendish glare. “This morning, I told you there are as many as seven Academy positions available. I also told you there was no guarantee we would fill them. I meant that. Today’s scores proved that every Sissy standing here can meet our standards of presentation, domestic service, etiquette, discipline and obedience. Those are useful skills.”

Switch stopped in front of Marcus and studied him briefly before continuing down the line. “But useful skills don’t necessarily make you an Academy Sissy. This portion of the Auditions has a different purpose. We intend to discover where your limits actually are.”

The room seemed considerably colder than it had a minute earlier.

Mistress Switch continued. “You’ve spent three days telling us how serious you are. You’ve worn Sissy clothes, accepted our rules, surrendered your privacy, submitted behavioral correction, chastity and humiliation and told us repeatedly that this is the life you want. Now we’re going to give you an opportunity to prove it. This is intended to break those who are too weak to proceed to Sissy academy training.”

Ryan’s eyes moved toward Evan, but Evan kept his attention on Switch.

“If you’re standing here because you’ve become caught up in the competition, leave,” Mistress Switch continued. “If you’re standing here because you want to prove something to the other Sissies, leave. If you’ve spent three days enduring things you don’t actually want simply because you’re afraid of quitting, leave. There is a door behind you, and we want you to use it.”

All ten Sissies stood firm.

Switch allowed the silence to stretch while Evan became increasingly aware of the nine men standing beside him. Any one of them could leave, and so could he. That mattered more to Evan now than it would have on the first day. 

No quitting had gotten him through moments when fear or embarrassment might otherwise have sent him home, but staying simply because he had promised Ryan he wouldn’t quit would make the promise meaningless. Mistress Switch had just told them as much.

Evan looked at the strap-on dildo around Mistress Switch’s waist and forced himself to confront the question without hiding behind the competition, Ryan or their pact. Did he actually want to stay?

The answer came quickly. Yes. Not because Ryan was staying, not because only seven collars were available and not because leaving now would somehow invalidate the previous three days. He wanted to know whether he could surrender this much control and still recognize the choice as his own.

Ten remained.

“Very well.” Switch gestured toward the floor as the Mistresses moved into position. “On your knees, Sissies.”

The skirts of all ten Mistresses dropped as the candidates descended to their knees. The ten Mistresses gripped their pink strap-on dildos.

Evan settled onto his knees and finally looked toward Ryan. His friend’s nervousness was unmistakable, but so was his determination. Ryan gave him the smallest nod, and Evan returned it. Their promise still mattered; it simply wasn’t the only reason either of them was there anymore.

Mistress Switch walked slowly down the line, inspecting them. “Open your mouths, Sissies.”

Each Sissy reluctantly complied.

And then it began.

The Mistresses slid their strap-on dildos into the mouths of their Sissies. The humiliation was immediate and deliberate. Each Sissy was required to demonstrate his willingness to submit orally while the judges looked on. Nothing about the act could be disguised as service or etiquette now. This was about absolute submission.

Evan did his best to control his gag reflex as his Mistress pumped the dildo in and out of his mouth. She started slowly but soon quickened her pace. When he instinctively tried to pull away, she ordered him to remain in place and take her dildo like a good Sissy. 

She was merciless. The more he struggled and gagged, the faster and harder she went, but Evan wasn’t giving up. He refused to allow her to break his determination to endure until the end.

Ryan’s Mistress was equally assertive as she pumped the dildo into his mouth. He was struggling with the challenge, especially when his Mistress pushed it deeper and ordered him to take her dildo down his throat. 

He gagged. He wheezed. He could hardly catch his breath, but through all of it, he stayed strong. He repeated the same thought over and over in his mind: he was a good Sissy, and this was what good Sissies did.

The other Mistresses steadily increased the intensity while Switch paced behind the line.

“This doesn’t end because you’re uncomfortable,” Mistress Switch told them. “It doesn’t end because you’re embarrassed, and it doesn’t end because you’ve decided you’ve proved enough. You may refuse. You may withdraw. But if you choose to continue, then take that dildo like your life depends on it.”

Evan concentrated on following instructions and remaining exactly where he had been placed. His eyes watered as the trial continued, but he refused to allow himself to think about how long it might last.

The ballroom, the judges and the competition gradually receded until his world consisted of the Mistress before him, the strap-on dildo, the instructions he’d been given and the decision he had already made. He would stay, and somewhere beside him, Ryan was doing the same.

One of the other Sissies faltered. His Mistress gave him the opportunity to pull away, but after a few strained breaths, he opened his mouth, and his Mistress resumed.

The challenge continued until one of the Sissies abruptly pulled away from his Mistress’s dildo.

“Enough! Okay! Enough. I quit.”

At once, Mistress Switch raised her hand. “Stop.”

All ten Mistresses stopped pumping their strap-on dildos into the Sissies’ mouths and withdrew, bringing the first phase to a halt.

The candidate who had given up scrambled backward, breathing hard, while his Mistress gave him space and Mistress Switch approached.

“Are you withdrawing from the Auditions?”

He nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Then depart and never return.”

An attendant stepped forward and removed his probationary collar and wristband. One of the Bulls gestured toward the exit, and after a final look at the judges and the other candidates, the former applicant followed him from the ballroom. The doors closed behind him, leaving nine.

Mistress Switch allowed the surviving Sissies only a few moments to recover before turning back toward them.

“Second position.”

Ryan looked at Evan, and Evan looked back. This time neither needed Switch to explain what was coming.

“This isn’t over by a long shot,” Ryan whispered.

“We also knew this next part was coming.”

Ryan swallowed and nodded. “Be strong.”

“No quitting.”

The surviving Sissies were ordered onto their hands and knees, and the second phase began.

This time, the Mistresses positioned themselves behind the candidates, and the nature of the required submission changed with them. The strap-on dildos that had tested the Sissies orally during the first position would now test their willingness to submit to anal penetration. More to the point, the Sissies would have to take their Misstresses’ dildos in their Sissy holes.

One by one, the Sissies timidly complied.

As Evan lowered his own panties, he reflected on how he had known this was a real possibility from the moment he applied. Knowing intellectually what Sissy training involved, however, was a far cry from being on his hands and knees with a Mistress waving a strap-on around directly behind his exposed back end.

He knew he could refuse.

He knew he could withdraw.

But deep down, perhaps not so deep now, he knew he wanted this.

“Welcome to Sissyhood,” the Mistress said and then pushed her dildo into Evan’s hole. The initial sensation was beyond words. It hurt, and not just a little. It felt like he was being split in half from the inside. His Mistress didn’t give him any time to adjust.

She began pushing the phallic invader in and out, first slowly and then steadily getting faster. His insides tried to tighten up, to push the dildo out, but his Mistress wasn’t having any of it. She demanded that he relax himself and take what he had coming.

Ryan wasn’t taking it nearly as well. He was squirming and twitching around, instinctively trying to pull away, but she held tight. His Mistress told him he could either say he gave up or stay still and take it as she slapped him on the butt repeatedly with her open palm. The stinging smacks did their job in bringing his mind back to a submissive place.

It didn’t take more than a couple of minutes before one of the remaining Sissies cried out in surrender. He wiggled away from his Mistress and laid weeping on the ground.

The Mistresses stopped immediately, allowing the candidate to pull away and struggle upright. Mistress Switch approached him. “Are you withdrawing?”

“As quickly as possible.”

An attendant removed his collar and wristband, and the candidate left the stage, gripping to his throbbing back end with one of the Bulls accompanied him toward the doors. Nobody laughed or questioned his decision. The doors closed behind him, leaving eight Sissies on the stage.

Evan allowed himself to exhale

“Continue.”

Ryan’s head snapped upward, and the Mistresses immediately resumed. Evan understood the cruelty of the rule at the same moment everyone else did. One withdrawal hadn’t been enough. There were eight Sissies remaining and seven Academy positions. The final mathematics had become brutally simple: someone else only had to quit.

Evan hated the thought almost as soon as it entered his mind. He didn’t want Ryan to quit. He didn’t want Derek to quit. He even discovered that he didn’t particularly want Marcus to quit. 

After three days together, every man still on that stage had earned his way there, yet if nobody withdrew, reaching the end of this trial would not magically create an eighth position. There were still eight Sissies and only seven collars.

The Mistresses continued the strap-on trial. Time became difficult to measure as Evan concentrated on breathing, listening and remaining where he had chosen to remain. His body was exhausted from three days of Auditions; his knees hurt from the day’s evaluations and every instinct told him he had already proved enough. That was precisely what Switch had warned them about.

Beside him, Ryan stayed. Derek stayed. Marcus stayed. The others held on until another candidate finally broke.

“I quit!”

Everything stopped. The candidate pulled himself away and remained on his knees for several seconds, catching his breath before standing. Mistress Switch approached him as she had the others. “Are you withdrawing from the Auditions?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

His collar and wristband were removed. He looked toward the surviving Sissies, and this time Evan met his eyes. So did several of the others. He had made it through almost the entire Audition process, and reaching his limit now did not erase that. One of the Bulls escorted him from the ballroom, and when the doors closed behind him, seven remained.

Evan raised his head and immediately found Ryan. His friend was still there, exhausted and disheveled, but when their eyes met, Ryan’s expression slowly transformed into a smile. Evan smiled back. They had done it.

Derek remained several positions away. Marcus was still there too, looking considerably less immaculate than he had during that morning’s inspection but wearing an unmistakable expression of triumph. Evan looked down the line and counted again even though he already knew the number: seven Sissies for seven Academy positions.

Mistress Switch walked slowly to the center of the stage. “Congratulations. You’ve reached seven.”

Relief spread through the survivors. Evan could hardly believe it. Three days earlier, forty-eight applicants had arrived in SissyVille. Since then, he had survived every challenge, every humiliation, every correction and every moment when leaving would have been easier than staying. Ryan had survived them too. They were the final seven.

Then Evan looked at Mistress Switch. She was grinning mischievously. His relief disappeared almost instantly. He knew that smile.

“Why do you all look so happy?” she asked. “You didn’t think reaching seven meant you were finished, did you?”

Ryan closed his eyes. “Of course not.”

Switch laughed. “Very good, Applicant Thirty-Eight.”

More footsteps sounded from behind the stage, and Evan turned along with the other survivors as another group of Mistresses entered the ballroom. The collective relief evaporated when the newcomers lifted their skirts to reveal more pink strap-on dildos.

Mistress Switch surveyed the seven remaining Sissies with obvious satisfaction. “There is a third position.”

The new group of Mistresses moved toward the Sissies while the original Mistresses remained in place, making the implication unmistakable. Whatever the surviving Sissies had believed they’d just finished, the final phase was going to require them to submit from both directions at once.

“Now, sisses, let’s find out how badly you want those collars.”


CHAPTER 12

The seven remaining Sissies watched as the new group of Mistresses moved into position while the original Mistresses remained behind them. There was no longer any question what Mistress Switch meant by the third position.

Reaching seven had meant something, but not what they had assumed. They had survived long enough to reach the part of the Auditions specifically designed to determine whether all seven Academy positions would actually be filled.

Evan studied the exhausted survivors around him. Derek remained, as did Marcus. Ryan stood beside him with faded makeup, a slightly disheveled wig and posture considerably less graceful than it had been during morning inspection. None of them resembled the carefully groomed Sissies who had stepped onto the inspection stage that morning.

Mistress Switch seemed delighted by their expressions. “You were told there could be up to seven positions. Some of you heard the number seven and decided that reaching seven guaranteed admission. It doesn’t.”

The new Mistresses were now positioned in front of the seven surviving Sissies while the original Mistresses remained behind them, their strap-on dildos still secured around their waists. Evan understood exactly what Switch had meant by a third position. This time, the seven Sissies would be expected to submit from both directions simultaneously.

“This is the last test,” Switch continued. “There is no score. There is no time limit you need to reach. You will remain in position until we decide your evaluation is complete. You may end your participation whenever you choose. You know the words.”

I quit.

Evan had heard them repeatedly during the past three days. Forty-eight men had driven into SissyVille, and forty-one had already discovered where their limits were. Each had been allowed to make that decision for himself, and Evan understood that the same choice remained available to him now.

“Anyone reconsidering?” Switch asked.

Nobody moved.

“Excellent. Then let’s find out how many Academy Sissies we actually have.”

The third position began.

Each surviving Sissy was required to submit to two Mistresses simultaneously, one using a strap-on dildo his in mouth while the other used the strap-on dildo in his Sissy hole. There was no graceful way to perform the position, no opportunity to disguise what they were doing as anything other than sexual submission, and no retreat into the reassuring mechanics of a scored evaluation. Their only task was to follow instructions and continue for as long as they willingly could.

Evan’s Mistresses worked in perfect unison. At first, they moved together, both thrusting into him and withdrawing at the same time, establishing a relentless synchronized rhythm. Then they changed their pattern. As the Mistress in front withdrew, the Mistress behind pushed in; when the Mistress behind withdrew, the one in front pushed back in.

They continued alternating from opposite directions, gradually increasing their pace until Evan could no longer anticipate which sensation was coming next. He couldn’t think. He couldn’t push back. He couldn’t even manage a squeal. Every conscious effort to resist had disappeared until there was nothing left but absolute submission. Soon enough, even the overwhelming pain began to transform, giving way to an almost delirious state of mental ecstasy.

Derek and Marcus were holding on as well, although the polished confidence Marcus had carried into SissyVille had finally disappeared. There was no perfect technique for this, no immaculate presentation and no score Marcus could chase. Minutes passed without anyone withdrawing, prompting Switch to walk along the line.

“Interesting. Seven positions and seven stubborn Sissies. Perhaps we’ll fill the class after all.”

Evan knew better than to believe her.

The Mistresses continued until one candidate finally reached his limit.

“I quit!”

Everything stopped for him immediately. Both of his Mistresses stepped away while the others continued the trial without interruption. Mistress Switch approached and waited until he had recovered enough to answer her.

“Are you withdrawing from the Auditions?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Excellent.”

An attendant removed his probationary collar and wristband. One of the Bulls helped him upright and escorted him toward the doors. The remaining candidates watched him leave before returning their attention to the Mistresses directing them.

Six remained.

“Continue,” Switch ordered.

Evan caught Ryan’s eye long enough for their familiar understanding to pass between them. Neither needed to repeat No quitting anymore. More importantly, neither was relying on the promise to make the decision for him. Evan knew he could stop. He also knew he didn’t want to.

Another candidate lasted two minutes longer before reaching his own limit. His Mistresses immediately released him, Switch confirmed his withdrawal, and his probationary collar was removed before a Bull escorted him from the ballroom.

Five remained.

Switch gave them no opportunity to celebrate surviving another cut. Evan eventually stopped trying to estimate how long he had been there. His body was exhausted from three days of heels, crawling, kneeling, service, correction and sexual training, but the greater battle had become mental.

He had entered SissyVille believing submission meant wanting someone else to take control. Now he understood how incomplete that fantasy had been. Surrender was not the absence of choice. For Evan, it was making the choice to surrender and then remaining inside that decision when control stopped resembling the carefully edited fantasy he had constructed in his imagination.

Another voice finally broke through the ballroom.

“I quit!”

The Mistresses stopped for that candidate, and Evan managed to turn his attention far enough to see who was leaving.

Marcus.

Applicant Nine remained in position for several seconds after his Mistresses stepped away. The man who had prepared for this opportunity for years, applied three times and trained intensively for eight months had finally encountered an evaluation he could not perfect through preparation. There was no ideal posture, memorized response or technical performance capable of carrying him through it. There was only his limit, and Marcus had reached it.

Mistress Switch approached him. “Are you withdrawing?”

Marcus drew a breath. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Fantastic.”

There was no mockery in her response. Marcus had not failed because his preparation had been meaningless; his preparation had carried him farther than almost anyone else. An attendant removed his collar and wristband, and Marcus looked once toward the remaining candidates before a Bull accompanied him from the ballroom.

Four remained.

The fourth candidate lasted considerably longer. By then exhaustion had transformed time into something unreliable, and Evan couldn’t have said whether another five minutes or another half hour passed before the man finally withdrew. His Mistresses released him, his collar was removed, and he was escorted away.

That left three.

Evan.

Ryan.

Derek.

Derek lifted his head and managed a tired smile in their direction. “Hell of a weekend.”

Mistress Celeste looked down at him. “Are you saying goodbye?”

“Not yet, Mistress.”

The three continued, and Evan expected Derek to outlast both of them. He had entered SissyVille more experienced, more comfortable with submission and far more prepared for the sexual dimension of Academy life. He had been the first candidate to complete the initiation without hesitation and had remained one of the strongest applicants throughout the Auditions.

Yet preparation could only carry anyone so far.

Eventually Derek closed his eyes, drew a long breath and held it for several seconds.

“Okay, I quit.”

His Mistresses stopped.

“Music to my ears.”

Mistress Switch confirmed his withdrawal, his probationary collar was removed, and Derek gave the two remaining Sissies one final nod before leaving with a Bull.

Two remained.

Evan found Ryan watching him from the other side of the trial. Forty-eight applicants had become twenty-five, then twenty-one, nineteen, sixteen, fourteen, eleven, ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four and three. Now there were only the two men who had made a ridiculous promise to each other almost as soon as they arrived.

Ryan managed a tired smile.

Evan returned it.

Mistress Switch stepped between them. “Well, gentlemen. This is inconvenient. We have two Sissies who apparently don’t understand when they’re supposed to break.”

Ryan attempted to answer, but whatever emerged was incomprehensible.

“Save your energy,” Switch said.

The trial continued, but Evan stopped wondering which of them would quit first because the question had become meaningless. Ryan wasn’t leaving because Ryan had chosen to stay. Evan was doing the same. 

Their ridiculous promise had survived everything SissyVille had thrown at them: maid dresses and chastity, service and correction, humiliation and denial, the banquet, the cage, the kiss and now an endurance trial neither could possibly have imagined when they met.

When their eyes met again, Evan didn’t need encouragement from Ryan. He didn’t need to remind himself of their pact or count how many candidates had disappeared before them. He simply stayed, confident now that Ryan intended to do exactly the same thing.

Finally, Mistress Switch raised her hand.

“Enough.”

Evan remained where he was, uncertain whether he had heard correctly.

Switch laughed. “I said enough, Sissies. It’s over.”

The Mistresses stepped away. For several seconds neither Evan nor Ryan seemed to remember how to move. Madame Violet rose from the judges’ table and approached the stage while Evan waited for another trick, another challenge or another terrible sentence beginning with one final thing.

Instead, she smiled.

“Applicant Thirty-Seven. Applicant Thirty-Eight. Stand.”

They struggled upright together. Ryan nearly lost his balance, and Evan instinctively caught him, only for Ryan to grab Evan in return. They ended up supporting one another in the center of the stage while Madame Violet regarded them for a long moment.

“Forty-eight men came to SissyVille hoping to earn a place at my Academy. Forty-six discovered their limits.” She allowed them a moment to absorb the significance of the number. “Two did not.”

Evan was too exhausted to trust what he thought he’d heard, so Mistress Switch made it unmistakable.

“We have our winners.”

Ryan stared at her. “Both of us?”

“Both of you.”

“We’re in?”

Madame Violet answered. “You have earned admission to Madame Violet’s Sissy Academy.”

Ryan made a sound somewhere between a laugh and a sob before throwing his arms around Evan. Evan hugged him just as fiercely, and both nearly lost their balance again as three days of tension finally collapsed into relief.

“We did it,” Ryan said.

“We did.”

“No quitting.”

“No quitting.”

Ryan pulled back far enough to look at him, but neither of them moved away. For a moment, they simply stood there, still holding onto each other, and Evan became aware of how close they were. Ryan’s laughter faded into a smile, and something in the way he looked at Evan made the noise of the ballroom seem suddenly distant.

Evan found himself looking at Ryan differently too, thinking about everything they had endured together and how many times over the past three days they had looked to each other for the strength to keep going.

Ryan’s eyes briefly dropped to Evan’s lips before meeting his again. Evan understood, and instead of pulling away, he moved a little closer. This time neither needed a Mistress to order them. Ryan leaned in, and Evan met him halfway.

They kissed willingly, lingering there as three days of shared fear, humiliation, determination and stubborn refusal to quit became something neither of them had expected to find in SissyVille. Laughter and applause erupted around the ballroom, but neither cared.

For those few seconds, there was no competition and no Academy, only the two of them and the realization that somewhere along the way their ridiculous No Quitting pact had become something far more important. When they finally separated, they remained close, looking at each other before both broke into laughter.

“Sissy love,” Mistress Switch watched them with enormous satisfaction. “That is so adorable.”

Ryan sighed. “Mistress, please don’t tease us about this.”

“I would never,” Mistress Switch said with a giggle. “After that performance, our two new Academy Sissies deserve a reward.”

Evan and Ryan had apparently learned the same lesson because suspicion immediately replaced celebration on both their faces. Two Mistresses stepped forward carrying small pink cases.

Ryan glanced at Evan, his curiosity mirrored in Evan’s expression. They exchanged a quick, knowing look before turning back to Mistress Switch.

“What kind of reward?” they asked almost simultaneously.


CHAPTER 13

The Mistresses carrying the pink cases continued toward Evan and Ryan.

“Go on, Sissies. Claim your rewards,” Mistress Switch said.

Evan and Ryan exchanged a grin and a shrug before opening the cases to reveal compact electronic vibrators with distinctive curved shapes. Evan immediately recognized what they were. He had seen devices like them used in sissification videos. They were designed specifically for prostate stimulation, delivered by inserting the curved end into the Sissy hole.

Evan stared at the vibrator in his case and understood that whatever Mistress Switch considered a reward was going to be considerably more complicated than simple pleasure.

Mistress Switch smiled. “You’ve spent three days learning about Sissy discipline. Now you get to learn about Sissy pleasure.”

“That sounds significantly better,” Ryan said.

“It is, Sissy.”

Mistress Switch indicated two padded stations positioned directly opposite one another. Beside each rested a metal bondage spreader bar fitted with cuffs at the center and both ends.

Ryan stared at the equipment. “Those don’t exactly scream reward.”

“That depends on your definition of reward,” Mistress Switch said. “Now on your hands and knees, Sissies.”

Evan and Ryan obeyed as four Mistresses moved forward to position them. One Mistress laid a metal spreader bar horizontally beneath Evan, perpendicular to his body. His ankles were secured to cuffs at the far ends of the bar, forcing his legs wide apart, while his wrists were brought together and fastened to a second set of restraints near the bar’s center. 

The arrangement forced his upper body down toward the padded floor while leaving his hips elevated behind him.

Across from him, Ryan was secured into an identical position but facing the opposite direction. Their heads and shoulders were only a few feet apart, allowing them to look directly into each other’s eyes, while their spread legs and elevated hips extended away from one another. A Mistress remained stationed behind each of them.

Evan instinctively tested the restraints. The bar prevented him from bringing his ankles together, while the central wrist restraints kept him lowered and stopped him from pushing himself upright or twisting around. Ryan tested his own restraints, discovered the same limitations, then raised his head and met Evan’s eyes.

“This feels oddly right.”

“It’s like we were meant for this.”

Mistress Switch stood before the new Academy Sissies. “You’ve spent three days wearing chastity cages, learning that Sissy pleasure does not come from satisfying a male erection. Now you’re going to learn where Sissy pleasure comes from within. We call it a Sissygasm.”

Evan raised his eyebrows. “I want that so very much.”

The Mistresses slid the anal vibrators into Evan and Ryan’s Sissy holes. Evan’s Mistress then held Evan’s remote in front of his face while Ryan’s Mistress did the same with Ryan’s. Each remote displayed an intensity scale from one to ten, currently set at one.

“Enjoy the ride, Sissies,” Mistress Switch said.

At the same moment, each Mistress activated the vibrator she controlled.

Evan’s reaction was instantaneous. His breath caught as the first vibration pulsed deep inside him, sending a jolt through his body before his mind had caught up with the sensation. His fingers clenched against the restraints, and a startled sound escaped him. This was only level one, yet it was already powerful enough to make the rest of the ballroom momentarily disappear.

Then he looked across at Ryan.

Ryan’s eyes were wide with the same stunned realization. His body had gone rigid before another pulse made him shudder, and seeing Ryan lose control only intensified Evan’s awareness of what was happening to him. 

Evan’s body instinctively responded to the pleasure, but the chastity cage immediately squeezed against his attempted erection, turning arousal into an almost cruel mixture of pleasure and discomfort.

Evan tested the spreader bar. Nothing gave. He couldn’t close his legs, shift away or reach the vibrator himself.

Then he noticed the display on the remote.

1.

His Mistress wasn’t increasing it. Not yet. She simply held the remote where he could see it, her thumb resting beside the control as though she wanted him to have plenty of time to contemplate the nine settings still waiting for him.

Evan looked back into Ryan’s eyes.

Ryan had seen it too.

“Oh, shit,” Ryan whispered.

They were only on one.

“Language, Sissies,” Switch reminded him.

Evan’s Mistress smiled and rested her thumb on the control.

For one agonizing second, nothing happened.

2.

Then the display changed to and the stronger vibration hit Evan before he could prepare himself. He sucked in a sharp breath, while across from him Ryan jolted at the same increase and immediately sought Evan’s eyes.

The Mistresses left them there long enough for the Sissies to absorb how much stronger the second setting felt and wonder what the remaining eight might do.

A soft click answered the question.

3.

This time Evan tried to ride out the stronger sensation instead of fighting it. His chastity cage tightened against his body’s instinctive response, forcing pleasure and discomfort together until separating one from the other became almost impossible.

His Mistress watched him for several moments before her thumb moved again.

4.

A sharp gasp escaped Evan. Ryan reacted differently, going almost completely still before releasing a breathless laugh at the absurdity of trying to maintain any dignity in their current predicament.

Evan stopped fighting the sensations. He already knew he could end the experience if he chose. He didn’t want to. Instead, he let himself sink into what he was feeling and looked across at Ryan.

Ryan’s expression told him he had made the same choice.

Their eyes met and held.

“This is glorious.”

“It’s the greatest moment of my life,” Evan managed.

Mistress Switch stepped between Evan and Ryan. “Eyes on each other, Sissies. You survived because neither of you would leave the other. You’re going to experience your reward the same way.”

Evan held Ryan’s gaze as their Mistresses continued advancing the settings. There was no longer any need to count each level aloud. Every increase announced itself in their reactions, stripping away a little more of their composure. 

Ryan’s playful grin gradually disappeared, replaced by an astonishment he made no attempt to conceal. Evan knew his own expression must be revealing just as much. Neither could hide behind a joke anymore, and neither chose to use the word that would end the experience.

The ballroom gradually receded until Ryan’s eyes became Evan’s only fixed point. Three days of exhaustion had stripped away nearly every defensive layer he’d arrived with, and now they were watching each other experience something neither had known his body was capable of feeling.

Switch crouched between them. “Still think you don’t have a Sissy crush?”

Neither answered.

“I’ll take that as a yes.”

Whatever argument Ryan might have made disappeared as the intensity continued upward. Their breathing grew ragged together, their composure steadily slipping away as pleasure and the discomfort of their cages became increasingly difficult to separate.

“No looking away,” Switch reminded them.

Evan didn’t. He finally understood what Mistress Switch had meant by a Sissygasm. This wasn’t the kind of release he already knew. 

There was no touching or stroking. The sensation was building entirely from within, steadily overtaking him while the bondage left him with nothing to do except surrender to it.

Ryan stared back at him, and something in his expression told Evan that he understood too. Either of them could end the experience with a word. Neither wanted to.

As the sensations mounted, maintaining eye contact became an act of determination all its own. Ryan’s expression told Evan he was getting close, and Evan knew Ryan could see the same thing happening to him. Their shared stare became almost a challenge now: stay with me, don’t look away, see this through together.

Another increase swept the last traces of amusement from Ryan’s expression. Evan saw his breathing falter and knew they were approaching whatever limit their Mistresses had chosen for them. His own concentration was collapsing just as quickly, until holding Ryan’s gaze became the only deliberate thing he was still capable of doing.

Then the Sissygasm overwhelmed them.

Evan’s body seized against the restraints as the release tore through him. Ryan followed only seconds later, and for several extraordinary moments neither could do anything except remain bound opposite the other, eyes still locked together as the most overwhelming pleasure either of them had ever experienced ran its course.

When the intensity finally receded, Evan sagged against the restraints while Ryan stared at him in exhausted disbelief.

“Oh my God.”

“Goddess,” Switch corrected automatically.

Ryan managed a laugh. “Whatever you say, Mistress.”

Evan laughed too as the Mistresses switched off the vibrators and released them. He remained kneeling for several moments after his wrists and ankles were free, waiting for his thoughts to reorganize themselves into something resembling language. Ryan looked equally demolished.

Mistress Switch stood over them. “Well?”

Ryan regarded Evan for a moment before managing, “Sissy brain.”

Evan laughed. “Definitely Sissy brain.”

Madame Violet approached carrying two narrow purple collars bearing the Academy crest, and the sight immediately silenced both men.

“Applicant Thirty-Seven. Applicant Thirty-Eight. Your Auditions are complete.”

Mistress Switch removed Evan’s probationary collar while another Mistress removed Ryan’s. Madame Violet fastened the permanent Academy collar around Evan’s neck first and then Ryan’s. Evan touched the small crest with his fingertips as the significance of the moment finally settled over him.

Three days earlier, he’d driven through an impossible road into a town that wasn’t supposed to exist because he’d finally become tired of trying to be the man everyone else expected him to be. 

He’d thought the Auditions might prove his fantasies were ridiculous. Instead, they had shown him that the desires he’d spent years questioning were real. Service, feminization, submission, humiliation, chastity and sexual surrender were no longer disconnected fantasies he had to explain away. They were parts of himself he finally understood.

Madame Violet stepped back and regarded her two new students.

“Welcome to the Academy, Sissies.”

Ryan reached for Evan’s hand, and Evan took it. They had repeated the same two words so many times during the Auditions that Evan no longer needed to hear them, but Ryan said them anyway.

“No quitting.”

Evan squeezed his hand.

“Never.”


CHAPTER 14

Evan adjusted the laptop on his desk until his therapist’s face filled the center of the screen.

“So,” she said, settling back in her chair. “You said you had news.”

“I got accepted.”

Her expression immediately brightened. “Into the Academy?”

Evan paused. “You remembered what it was called?”

“Of course I did.”

“Madame Violet’s Sissy Academy,” he said. “I made it through the Auditions.”

“I knew you could.”

“You sound considerably less surprised than I expected.”

“I’m your therapist, Evan. I’m supposed to maintain an air of mysterious competence.”

He laughed. “Well, apparently you were right about me.”

“I usually am.”

“That sounds very modest.”

“Also part of my therapeutic technique.”

Evan smiled at the familiar banter. He had spent countless hours talking to this woman about everything he’d believed was wrong with him: his discomfort with conventional masculinity, his fantasies about feminization and submission, his desire to surrender control to women and the nagging suspicion that the person he’d spent his adult life trying to become wasn’t actually the person he wanted to be. 

Now, for perhaps the first time since he’d begun seeing her, he didn’t have a problem he needed her to solve.

“That’s actually why I wanted to talk today,” he said. “I don’t think I’m going to need our appointments anymore.”

She regarded him carefully. “Because?”

“Because I think I finally figured out what I was trying to figure out.”

“And what was that?”

“Whether there was something wrong with me because I wasn’t very good at being the kind of man I thought I was supposed to be.”

“And?”

“There wasn’t.” Evan smiled. “I was just trying really hard to become something I didn’t particularly want to be.”

His therapist smiled back. “You did good, Evan. Although I suspect I’m going to be seeing a more feminine name on your records eventually.”

Evan laughed. “Ryan and I have been discussing that.”

“Ryan?”

“The other Sissy who made it.”

“Applicant Thirty-Eight?”

Evan stopped smiling.

His therapist seemed to realize her mistake approximately half a second too late.

“What did you just say?”

She remained perfectly still.

Evan leaned closer to the screen. “I never told you Ryan’s applicant number.”

“No. You didn’t.”

“How do you know it?”

For the first time in all the months Evan had known her, his therapist looked as though she were deciding exactly how much truth to give him. Finally, she sighed.

“I suppose there’s no reason to keep this from you anymore.”

“Keep what from me?”

“Do you remember our session about six months ago when you told me you’d started researching feminization?”

“Yes.”

“You spent almost the entire appointment trying to convince me it was merely a sexual fantasy. Then you spent the next appointment describing how much happier you imagined you’d be if a woman controlled the parts of your life you were tired of pretending you wanted to control yourself.”

Evan remembered.

“And the session when I asked what your ideal life would look like if you didn’t have to worry about anyone else’s opinion?”

His suspicion deepened. “I remember that too.”

“You described service, structure, feminization, female authority and surrendering control. You didn’t have the vocabulary for all of it yet, but you were remarkably specific.”

“What does that have to do with Ryan’s applicant number?”

She folded her hands on the desk. “That was when I first contacted Mistress Switch about you.”

Evan stared at her. “You knew Mistress Switch before I ever applied?”

“For years.”

“How?”

His therapist smiled. “Professional confidentiality works in several directions.”

“You’re seriously pulling therapist confidentiality on Mistress Switch?”

“Among others.”

Evan sat back, stunned. “Holy shit.”

“I didn’t send you to SissyVille, Evan. That’s important. I didn’t tell you to apply, fill out your application or convince you that you wanted feminization or submission. You came to those conclusions yourself.”

“But you were watching me figure it out.”

“I was helping you figure it out. That’s what you were paying me for.”

“And reporting back to Mistress Switch?”

“No.” Her answer came immediately. “I never reported the contents of your sessions to her. I never gave her your private disclosures, fantasies or anything else you told me in confidence.”

Evan studied her. “Then what did you tell her?”

“That I believed I had encountered someone who might eventually be an appropriate candidate if that person independently sought out the Academy and chose to apply. Nothing happened unless you made that choice yourself.”

Evan stared at her. “You referred me.”

“Yes.”

“To a secret Sissy Academy.”

“Yes.”

“Without telling me.”

“Yes.”

“That’s insane.”

“A little.”

“And when I found SissyVille?”

“I knew.”

“When I applied?”

“I knew.”

“When I got the invitation?”

“I knew before you did.”

Evan’s mouth dropped open. “You knew before I did?”

“That invitation wasn’t automatic. Your application reached Mistress Switch’s desk with a recommendation attached.”

“From you.”

“From me.”

Evan shook his head as pieces of the previous several months rearranged themselves. Questions she’d asked suddenly carried different meanings. Conversations he’d considered ordinary therapy sessions now seemed to contain an entirely separate layer he hadn’t recognized at the time.

“Wait. When I told you I was thinking about backing out of the Auditions, you asked whether I wanted to stay home because I genuinely didn’t want the life or because I was afraid I might discover that I did.”

“I remember.”

“That wasn’t a therapist question.”

“It was absolutely a therapist question.”

“It was also a Mistress Switch question.”

A small smile appeared.

“Oh my God.” Evan pointed accusingly at the screen. “You were screening me.”

“I was evaluating whether the life you were describing was something you genuinely wanted or merely something you enjoyed fantasizing about. There’s a difference.”

“For the Academy.”

“For you first. The Academy second.”

Evan sat back again. “How many people have you done this with?”

“I won’t discuss other patients.”

“So I’m not the first.”

“No.”

“How many?”

“Evan.”

“Five?”

She smiled.

“Ten?”

Nothing.

“Twenty?”

“Confidential.”

“Holy shit.”

His therapist laughed. “You’re also not going to be the last.”

The amusement gradually disappeared from her expression. “There are a lot more Sissies out there trying desperately to live as men because they’ve never considered that the role they’re struggling to perform might simply be wrong for them. 

They come into offices like mine convinced they’re failures because they don’t want to lead, dominate or perform masculinity the way everyone expects. Some discover they want something entirely different.”

“Feminization.”

“Sometimes.”

“Submission.”

“Sometimes.”

“Serving women.”

“For some of them, absolutely. And when someone repeatedly describes a life built around feminization, structure, female authority and service and when living that way appears to be something they authentically want rather than something imposed upon them, I believe they deserve the opportunity to discover whether it’s real.”

Evan thought about that. “And that’s when you call Mistress Switch.”

“Only when appropriate.”

“You have her phone number?”

His therapist smiled.

Evan laughed. “Of course you have her phone number.”

“I’ve known her a long time.”

“How long?”

“Long enough to know exactly what she looks for.”

Evan narrowed his eyes. “Were you ever at the Academy?”

That finally produced a different reaction. Not surprise. Not embarrassment.

Amusement.

“That’s a story for another day.”

Evan stared at her. “You were.”

“I didn’t say that.”

“You didn’t have to.”

She merely smiled, and Evan realized he was probably never going to get another answer.

A knock sounded somewhere behind him, followed by Ryan’s voice. “Come on! We’re going to be late!”

Evan glanced toward the door. “Apparently I have class.”

His therapist smiled. “Then I suppose this really is goodbye.”

“I guess it is.”

“You did good, Evan.”

“So did you, apparently.”

She laughed. “Go to class, Sissy.”

Evan shook his head, still smiling as he reached for the laptop. “Thank you. Seriously.”

“I know.”

“For seeing it before I did.”

Her expression softened. “I didn’t see something that wasn’t there, Evan. I simply recognized what you kept trying not to see.”

That landed harder than Evan expected. After everything that had happened in SissyVille, he understood exactly what she meant.

“Goodbye.”

“Goodbye, Evan.”

The screen went dark.

“Evan!” Ryan shouted from the hallway. “Seriously!”

“I’m coming!”

Evan closed the laptop and stood, revealing that the room behind him wasn’t his old apartment at all. It was a dormitory inside Madame Violet’s Sissy Academy.

Ryan appeared in the doorway already dressed for morning classes. His Academy uniform transformed him so completely that Evan still sometimes had difficulty reconciling him with the nervous man he’d met at the beginning of the Auditions. 

The elaborate white-and-purple uniform included a fitted blouse, short, pleated skirt, layers of petticoats, stockings held by garters and high heels Ryan could now walk in considerably better than he had three days earlier. His blond wig had been styled perfectly, his makeup was immaculate, and ribbons completed the transformation.

“You’re still not ready?” Ryan demanded.

Evan gestured down at himself. “Do I look not ready?”

Ryan gave him a critical inspection. Evan wore the same Academy uniform, complete with stockings, garters, heels, wig, makeup and the purple collar bearing Madame Violet’s crest. 

Beneath the carefully arranged layers remained the less visible reminders of Academy life: chastity was mandatory, and both new Sissies had been prepared for the day’s training according to Academy rules. 

Even their posture and stride had begun changing as they learned the deliberately feminine way the Mistresses expected Academy Sissies to carry themselves.

Ryan finally nodded. “Acceptable.”

“Thank you, Mistress Ryan.”

“Don’t even joke about that.”

“You’d make a terrible Mistress.”

“I’d make an amazing Mistress.”

“You couldn’t even order breakfast on the first day.”

“I’ve grown.”

“Apparently.”

Ryan pointed dramatically toward the hallway. “Move, Sissy.”

They left the dormitory together and hurried through the Academy halls, although hurried had acquired a different meaning in heels. 

Their skirts swished around their stockinged legs while their carefully trained strides produced the exaggerated feminine posture expected of Academy students. 

Other Sissies passed them in identical uniforms, some carrying books and others hurrying toward service assignments, while Mistresses moved among them with the casual authority of women completely accustomed to being obeyed.

Evan loved it, and that realization no longer embarrassed him. He had spent years trying to make himself broader, tougher, more assertive and conventionally masculine. 

Now he was strutting through a Sissy Academy in heels, stockings, garters, makeup and a pleated skirt, his sexuality controlled, his day dictated by women and his entire appearance designed to advertise exactly what he had finally accepted himself to be. 

The difference was that none of it felt like a costume anymore.

Ryan bumped his shoulder against Evan’s. “You’re smiling.”

“So are you.”

“Yeah, but I have a reason.”

“What’s your reason?”

“I’m a Sissy.”

Evan laughed. “Fair.”

They turned the final corner and saw the classroom door ahead.

Madame Violet was standing beside it.

Ryan’s smile vanished. “Oh, shit.”

Evan checked the clock on the wall and immediately understood why.

They were late.

Madame Violet folded her arms as the two newest Academy Sissies approached. “How lovely of you to join us.”

“Sorry, Madame Violet,” Evan said.

“Sorry doesn’t make you punctual.”

“No, Madame Violet.”

Her attention shifted to Ryan. “And I presume Applicant Thirty-Eight has an equally compelling excuse?”

Ryan glanced at Evan. “Sissy crush?”

Evan nearly choked.

Madame Violet’s eyebrow rose.

Ryan immediately corrected himself. “No excuse, Madame Violet.”

“I thought not.” She opened the classroom door. “Ten demerits. Each.”

Evan and Ryan answered together. “Thank you, Madame Violet.”

“Inside.”

They started through the doorway, but Ryan paused long enough to glance at Evan and shrug. Evan shrugged back. Three days earlier, ten demerits would have terrified them. Now they were simply the beginning of whatever Madame Violet’s Sissy Academy had planned next.

“No quitting,” Ryan whispered.

Evan smiled.

“Never ever.”




THE NEW BEGINNING
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