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PROLOGUE: THE COST OF PERFECTION

The air inside Level Zero always smells of an exact mix of three things: the sterile chill of industrial metal, the sweet, heavy trace of satin perfume, and the electric hum of chastity devices buzzing softly against smooth skin. It is an environment designed with surgical precision. The pink lights bathing the common walls are not there for aesthetics; they are calibrated to an exact frequency to disarm resistance, whispering to the subconscious that the outside world has ceased to exist and that submission is the only safe harbor.

For Elly, Candy, Bambi, and Ginger, this underground labyrinth gradually became something more than a training facility. It became home. Between the brutal simulation sessions of the Feminator Project and the slow, possessive caresses of Mistress Amber, the barriers of the past crumbled. They learned to find solace in the brush of lace, the weight of smart plugs dictating the rhythm of their breathing, and the tears shared over satin sofas. They stopped being isolated prisoners and became an unconventional family, bound by an absolute devotion to the woman molding them at her whim. In Amber’s private office, between corrective spankings and promises of a protected future, submission stopped feeling like a punishment and began to look like freedom.

But perfection is a dangerous anomaly in a world controlled by corporate bureaucrats. The Institute does not seek to create emotional bonds or private kingdoms underground; the Institute seeks interchangeable assets, efficient tools, and submission to the system, never to an individual. While the four sissies slept holding each other under the warmth of blankets after a rare night of laughter and complicity, the threads of destiny were already being cut in carpeted offices thousands of miles away. Executive transfer orders have already been signed with cold, irreversible ink. The disaster advances in absolute silence toward Level Zero, ready to demolish the bonds, scatter the dolls to the most distant corners of the planet, and break the vows of loyalty that took so much to build.

The illusion of security is about to shatter, and the awakening will be devastating.

You might think you are safe observing this experiment from a distance, protected by the comfort of these pages. But in Level Zero, no one maintains control for long. The immersive visors are on, the smart cages are locked, and the elevator doors have just closed behind you.

Turn the page. Mistress Amber hates to be kept waiting, and your training is about to begin.
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I have a little something wrapped just for you...

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

Claim your FREE copy of The Demon’s Daughter

[UNWRAP YOUR GIFT]


Chapter 1: Where Is Elly?

The elevator doors closed with a soft hiss, and Elly disappeared alongside Mistress Amber. The silence left behind in the hallway was immediate and heavy.

Candy wrapped her arms around her torso, feeling the black lace corset that barely covered her breasts tighten against her skin. The Level Zero uniform was little more than fine lingerie: sheer pink tulle panties that revealed the outline of her chastity cage, and thigh-high stockings held up by delicate garter belts. Every movement caused the smart plug inside her to vibrate softly, as if the device knew she was nervous.

"She took her to save me..." Bambi whispered, her voice trembling. Her high ponytail swayed as she shifted restlessly. Her uniform was even more revealing: a white lace bodysuit that dipped low between her rounded cheeks, exposing the shiny base of the plug she wore. Her chastity cage emitted an almost inaudible hum whenever her breathing quickened.

Ginger, her expression serious, crossed her arms beneath her breasts, which were barely contained by the dark red corset that enhanced her slender figure. Her plug contracted once—a silent reminder that the device reacted to her tension.

"That wasn't just any punishment," Ginger murmured. "Amber accepted the trade for a reason."

The three of them lingered in the hallway for a few more minutes, as if waiting for the doors to slide open again. They didn't.

A female assistant walked past them, dressed in a flawless uniform and high heels. She looked Candy up and down with a mocking smile.

"How pretty you look when you're worried. That pink blush on your cheeks matches your panties perfectly, Candy. Is your little ass already vibrating from the anxiety?"

Candy squeezed her thighs together. The plug responded instantly, swelling slightly and sending a wave of wet heat through her that made her bite her lip.

"It's not fair..." she whispered, her voice soft and embarrassed.

The assistant let out a chuckle and continued on her way, leaving the echo of her heels behind.

Night fell slowly over Level Zero.

In the common area, the pink lights dimmed into a faint glow. The three sissies had changed into short nightgowns—sheer garments that barely covered half of their buttocks. They sat together on the large sofa, legs crossed.

"It's been hours," Bambi said, hugging a cushion against her chest. Her nightgown rode up her thighs, revealing the smooth curve of her chastity cage, which gleamed slightly from the moisture she couldn't control. "What if Amber is being... too harsh with her?"

Ginger let out a low, bitter laugh.

"Harsh? Amber isn't harsh. She's precise. Right now, Elly is probably on her knees with her mouth full, while that smart plug fucks her at whatever pace Amber decides. And the worst part is, Elly is going to like it."

Candy shifted in her seat. Her own plug suddenly expanded, pressing right against that sensitive spot, forcing an involuntary little moan from her lips.

"Don't say that..." she protested, though her cheeks burned and her cage felt tighter than ever.

Bambi lowered her gaze.

"She volunteered to save me from punishment. If something bad happens to her because of me..."

"It's not your fault," Candy intervened, leaning in to hug her. Their bodies brushed together—lace against lace, warm, soft skin. The contact caused all three plugs to vibrate in unison for several seconds, as if the system enjoyed their closeness.

Ginger watched them in silence, one leg crossed over the other. Her expression was the most tense of all.

"Amber never takes anyone away for the whole night without a reason. And when someone comes back from her dungeon... they're never the same. Some come out broken. Others come out... all too happy. I don't know which of the two scares me more for Elly."

The hours dragged on. None of them slept well.

Candy kept waking up, feeling her plug activate in slow, teasing patterns, as if intent on keeping her aroused and alert. Bambi whimpered softly in her sleep, her panties soaked through. Ginger stayed awake most of the night, staring at the ceiling, her fists clenching every time she imagined what Amber might be doing to Elly at that very moment.

The next morning was worse.

During breakfast, another assistant served their coffee with a malicious smile.

"Poor, abandoned little sissies. Do you miss your leader? Maybe Mistress Amber is testing how many times she can make Elly cum without touching that useless little cage. Word is her new plug is especially... obedient."

Bambi hid her face in her hands. Candy felt her nipples harden against the lace of her nightgown. Ginger merely clenched her jaw.

The day's activities became unbearable. In the gym, every squat made the plugs shift inside them. Every order from the supervisor was accompanied by humiliating remarks:

"Look at those little cheeks shake, Ginger. Are you imagining what's happening to your little friend?"

By mid-afternoon, the atmosphere was suffocating. Elly's empty chair seemed to scream at them. The silence between the three grew denser with each passing hour.

It was near the end of the afternoon when they finally heard it.

Heels. Firm. Unmistakable.

All three snapped their heads up at the same time.

Mistress Amber turned the corner of the hallway with absolute composure. She carried a folder under her arm and wore a relaxed smile, as if she had just returned from a pleasant stroll. Her gaze swept over the three sissies with evident amusement.

"Good afternoon, dolls."

They replied automatically, already trained to answer without hesitation or thought.

Amber took an elegant step to the side.

And then Elly appeared.

Candy felt the breath leave her lungs. Bambi's eyes widened. Ginger remained motionless, analyzing every detail.

Elly looked perfectly fine. There were no marks. She didn't look exhausted. But something was completely different. Her cheeks were deeply flushed, a bright red that spilled down her neck. She avoided looking them directly in the eye. Her hands were held together in front of her body, fingers tightly interlaced. Her lingerie uniform looked slightly disheveled, as if it had been thrown on in a hurry. She walked with soft, almost timid steps, and there was a vacant look in her eyes, as if a part of her mind were still somewhere else, reliving something over and over again.

"Elly..." Candy whispered, stepping forward to hug her.

It took Elly a second to react, but she returned the embrace gently. Her voice was barely audible:

"Hi..."

Bambi stepped closer too, her eyes shining.

"Where were you? Are you okay?"

Elly opened her mouth, closed it, and stole a brief glance at Amber before looking down at the floor.

"With Amber..."

Ginger said nothing. She just watched. She analyzed. She took note of every detail: the persistent flush, the way Elly pressed her thighs together, the slight difficulty she had maintaining eye contact.

Amber walked over to stand in front of the group. Her smile widened.

"You've been very worried, haven't you?"

Candy crossed her arms, trying to hide the trembling in her hands.

"She was gone all night."

"It was just an extended evaluation," Amber replied smoothly. "Nothing you need to concern yourselves with."

Her gaze lingered on Elly with a quiet, profound satisfaction. Then she rested a hand on the young woman's shoulder—a brief but possessive gesture.

"See? I'm not the monster you think I am."

Elly blushed even deeper. A soft, involuntary chuckle escaped her lips.

Amber elegantly withdrew her hand.

"Elly is officially back with you. Try not to break her."

She spun on her high heels and began to walk away down the corridor, leaving behind the echo of her steps and a silence heavy with questions.

Once she vanished, Candy was the first to speak.

"What happened?"

Elly only gave a gentle shake of her head, still blushing.

"It's... complicated."

Bambi and Candy exchanged an anxious look. Ginger, however, didn't take her eyes off Elly for a single second. She watched the way she breathed, the nervous twitch of her fingers, and the distant, dreamy expression that washed over her face every few seconds.

Something had changed.

And Ginger had the distinct feeling that a door had been opened inside Elly... a door that only Amber had seen, and that none of them could reach just yet.
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Chapter 2: The First Cracks

The door had barely closed behind Amber when Candy threw herself at Elly.

"Are you okay?"

Candy took both of her hands. Her eyes were moist, worried, and sincere.

"I thought something had happened to you."

Bambi appeared immediately on the other side.

"I want to know if she punished you."

"Is that the first thing you ask?"

"It's Amber."

It was hard to argue with that logic.

Ginger arrived last. She didn't seem rushed, nor did she seem nervous, but her gaze was fixed intently on Elly—analytical and sharp.

"I want to know exactly what she did."

Elly felt the warmth rush back into her cheeks. That alone was enough for the three of them to notice.

"Ah." Ginger crossed her arms. "Now that is interesting."

"What?"

"You blushed."

Candy’s eyes widened. "It's true!"

"Because you're interrogating me."

"Because you're hiding something."

"Because you all are impossible."

Bambi grabbed Elly by the arm. "Come on."

"Where?"

"We're kidnapping you."

"What?"

"We need privacy."

Ginger nodded. "I agree with the kidnapping."

Five minutes later, they were gathered in the common area, sitting on the pink sofas with all three of them staring at Elly, waiting.

Elly sighed. "All right."

Candy immediately got comfortable. Bambi was practically vibrating with curiosity. Ginger remained motionless.

"Amber wanted to run some evaluations."

"What kind of evaluations?"

"On the project."

"What project?"

"Feminator."

Ginger raised an eyebrow. They already knew about that. Amber spoke constantly about her creation—her masterpiece, her obsession.

Elly played with her fingers. She remembered the private room. The movie. The pancakes. The late-night conversations. The light weight of Amber’s head resting on her lap. She didn't mention any of those things.

"We were reviewing simulations." That was true. "We also talked about the institute." True. "And about her research." True.

"Just that?" Ginger's question came immediately.

Elly hesitated for just a second. Too late. Ginger saw it.

"Elly."

"What?"

"That wasn't all."

Elly lowered her gaze. A tiny smile appeared on her lips. "I suppose not."

Candy tilted her head. "Then tell us."

"Some things are private."

The silence that followed was strange, because Elly had never said anything like that before. She shared everything, especially with them.

Bambi was the first to notice. "Private?"

"Yes."

"With Amber?"

"Yes."

Candy blinked. Ginger stared at Elly for several seconds before leaning her back against the sofa.

"We won't force you."

The response surprised even Bambi. Ginger continued.

"But that answers plenty of questions."

Elly felt a slight discomfort, because it answered questions for her as well. For the first time, she was hiding something, and she didn't know exactly why.

The morning went on with the usual activities: the gym, corrections, exercises—the standard routine of Level Zero. But the attention of all four remained divided. Something had shifted. Elly’s disappearance had left a tiny crack in the group dynamic. A subtle crack, hard to define, but present.

After lunch, Amber appeared. Her energy seemed exceptionally good. Her heels echoed through the classroom, and a smile illuminated her face. She carried a tablet under her arm and seemed unable to hide her enthusiasm. That in itself was worrisome.

"Good morning, dolls."

Candy exchanged a look with Bambi. Amber only used that tone when she was cooking something up.

"Today we begin a new phase."

There it was. Ginger sighed. "I knew it."

Amber smiled. "Of course you knew it."

She placed the tablet on the desk. The classroom screens began to light up with graphics, diagrams, and three-dimensional models. The project logo appeared on the main wall:

FEMINATOR 3.0

Amber’s eyes flashed. That always happened when she spoke about her work.

"For years, the institute used traditional methods." She began to pace slowly. "Evaluations. Behavioral guidelines. Training." Her fingers tapped the screen, and a new image appeared—a massive virtual complex, luminous and sleek. "I wanted something better."

Elly watched Amber’s expression change. All her usual hardness vanished when she spoke about her research. She looked younger, more alive.

"I wanted to understand people." The image rotated slowly. "Understand desires. Fears. Aspirations." Amber gestures toward the digital environment. "Feminator 3.5 allows for that." She paused. "This is not a punishment." Another pause. "It is not therapy." Her smile widened. "It is an experience."

The assistants began setting up the equipment. The helmets rested on white platforms alongside sensors, harnesses, and displays—everything immaculate.

Amber lifted one of the visors. "Today, we explore possibilities."

The immersion began seconds later.

Darkness.

Silence.

A slight vibration.

And then, light.

Elly opened her eyes.

She found herself in a sun-drenched city.

Elegant buildings.

Clean streets.

Gardens.

People walking.

A gentle breeze stirred her hair.

The sensation was perfect.

Natural.

A notification appeared in front of her.

SCENARIO 08

ACCEPTANCE

Elly walked forward slowly.

People smiled when they saw her.

A woman raised her hand.

"Good morning, Elly."

Another person waved from a café.

A group of young people invited her to sit down.

Everything was strangely simple.

Comfortable.

Pleasant.

The conversation flowed.

No one judged her.

No one questioned who she was.

No one spoke of Elliot.

No one seemed to expect explanations.

Just acceptance.

When the scenario ended, a warm sensation remained inside her.

Like a memory.

Candy appeared next in a different simulation.

A party.

Music.

Soft lights.

Elegant dresses.

For years, she had avoided being the center of attention.

Here, the opposite happened.

People sought out her company.

They listened to her opinions.

They laughed at her jokes.

They made her feel important.

When the experience ended, she was still smiling.

Bambi received a different scenario.

An art gallery.

Her illustrations covered the walls.

Visitors observed each piece.

They commented on details.

They praised her talent.

An older woman approached her, visibly moved.

"Your work made me cry."

Bambi felt a lump in her throat.

Because that sentence touched something incredibly deep.

Something she had spent years wishing to hear.

Ginger was the toughest nut to crack.

Amber already knew this.

That was why her scenario turned out differently.

A massive library.

Silent.

Comfortable.

Filled with open windows facing the sea.

No one tried to change her.

No one demanded anything.

People respected her space.

They conversed when she wanted to converse.

They kept quiet when she preferred silence.

The experience lasted less time.

But when it ended, Ginger remained motionless for several seconds.

Thinking.

The simulations continued all afternoon.

Slight variations.

New environments.

New possibilities.

Always revolving around the same idea.

Alternative lives.

Versions of themselves.

Possible futures.

When the helmets were finally removed, the four of them were still disoriented.

Amber watched from the front of the classroom.

Proud.

Satisfied.

"Well?"

No one answered right away.

Bambi was the first.

"It was weird."

"Excellent."

"That wasn't a compliment."

Amber seemed delighted anyway.

Candy brushed a few stray hairs from her face.

"It felt real."

"It was."

"You know what I mean."

Amber smiled.

"Yes."

Ginger stared at the helmet on the table.

"How do you build those scenarios?"

"A lot of hard work."

"You didn't answer the question."

Amber let out a small laugh.

"Because I'm not going to answer it."

That drew a few smiles.

Even Ginger seemed resigned.

Amber picked up the tablet.

"We will continue tomorrow."

Her eyes swept over the group, lingering just a fraction of a second longer on Elly.

"Behave yourselves."

Then she left the classroom.

The conversation started almost immediately.

And that was the interesting part.

No one spoke of escaping.

No one spoke of punishments.

No one spoke of the institute.

Candy sank back onto the sofa.

"I want to go back."

Bambi turned her head.

"Go back?"

"To the party."

Ginger let out a small laugh.

The other three looked at her.

"Did you just laugh?"

"Yes."

Ginger rolled her eyes.

Elly smiled.

The tension began to fade.

Little by little.

Bambi hugged a cushion.

"My gallery was beautiful."

"It was."

"How do you know?"

"Because I'm sure Amber researched your tastes."

Bambi considered that.

"That's a little terrifying."

"Very."

"But it was also beautiful."

No one argued with that.

Because it had been.

Candy stared at the ceiling.

"People were listening to me."

The confession came in a low voice.

"And?"

Candy smiled.

"I liked it."

Elly felt a strange pang.

Because she had liked it too.

Much more than she wanted to admit.

The silence became comfortable.

Warm.

The four of them remained there for several minutes.

Sharing details.

Small memories.

Sensations.

And without realizing it, they dedicated the entire conversation to something created by Amber.

That night.

Long after the lights went out.

Amber was still awake.

Her office remained illuminated.

Screens.

Graphics.

Endless columns of data.

The room smelled of freshly brewed coffee and accumulated work.

Amber reviewed the reports.

Each simulation generated thousands of logs.

Emotional responses.

Behavioral patterns.

Psychological indicators.

Results.

So many results.

Her fingers scrolled across the screen.

Candy.

Positive response.

Bambi.

Positive response.

Ginger.

Positive response.

Then Elly appeared.

Amber paused.

She read the data once.

Then again.

And a third time.

A smile appeared slowly.

Soft.

Genuine.

Without malice.

Without theatricality.

A real smile.

Because the numbers confirmed exactly what she expected.

Record participation.

Complete immersion.

Exceptional emotional acceptance.

The project was working.

Better than anticipated.

Much better.

Amber leaned her back against the chair.

She closed her eyes for a moment.

She thought of the four girls.

She thought of Level Zero.

She thought of everything she could still build.

When she opened her eyes again, the smile was still there.

Small.

Satisfied.

And for the first time in a very long time, Mistress Amber felt the future approaching in exactly the direction she had imagined.
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Chapter 3: The Family of Level Zero

The weeks passed.

One after another.

Without major events.

Without crises.

Without unexpected punishments.

Without mysterious disappearances.

And that was precisely why they were dangerous.

Routine had taken root.

Habits.

Small rituals.

Details that repeated themselves every day.

Details that were beginning to feel normal.

That morning, for instance, Candy was stealing fruit from Bambi's plate.

"I see you."

"You have no proof."

"You have my apple in your hand."

Candy looked down at the apple.

"That's circumstantial."

Bambi burst out laughing.

Ginger didn't even look up from her cup.

"If you two ever commit a crime together, you'll be caught in ten minutes."

"Thanks for the support."

"It wasn't support."

Elly smiled as she slowly stirred her coffee.

Those conversations had become customary.

Small.

Silly.

Comforting.

The four of them shared practically everything.

Breakfasts.

Training sessions.

Simulations.

Entire afternoons spent sitting in the indoor gardens.

Even the silences.

Especially the silences.

Because they no longer needed to fill every moment with words.

The company was enough.

Candy took a piece of bread.

"What simulation do we have today?"

Bambi adjusted her hair.

"Hopefully something calm."

"Which means Amber has prepared something horrible."

"Thanks for your optimism."

"You're welcome."

Elly watched her friends.

And she felt something strange.

Something warm.

Something difficult to explain.

Now she was here.

Having breakfast.

Arguing over stolen fruit.

Laughing at nonsense.

And a part of her looked forward to each morning with a certain sense of hope.

That idea should have scared her.

Instead, it brought her peace.

The changes were obvious.

Candy had become brighter.

More expressive.

She was still emotional.

She still needed affection.

But she no longer seemed to live permanently on the edge of a collapse.

She constantly sought out the group's company.

She sat close.

She hugged.

She held hands.

She rested her head on others' shoulders.

She had discovered that she didn't need to face everything alone.

Bambi was different too.

Her anxiety still existed.

But it no longer dominated every aspect of her life.

She participated more.

She spoke more.

She even argued when something bothered her.

That was massive progress.

Months ago, she would have simply kept quiet.

Ginger remained Ginger.

Skeptical.

Observant.

Constantly sarcastic.

But the walls had lowered slightly.

Just enough for the others to get close.

Just enough for her to start trusting.

And Elly...

Elly had become something unexpected.

An anchor.

When Candy got upset, she turned to her.

When Bambi doubted herself, she turned to her.

When Ginger needed to voice a concern she wouldn't admit to anyone else, she turned to her too.

Elly was the invisible center of the group.

No one had decided it.

It had simply happened.

Hundreds of miles away, Marianne Duval was having a much less pleasant morning.

Her apartment was covered in documents.

Photographs.

Notes.

Names.

Dates.

Lines drawn between different investigations.

Several empty cups rested on the desk.

The previous night she had slept less than four hours.

Again.

Marianne rubbed her tired eyes.

She opened a folder.

She read the same reports.

The same references.

The same dead ends.

Nothing.

Always nothing.

The Institute appeared time and time again.

Hidden behind corporations.

Foundations.

Educational organizations.

Charity projects.

Endless layers of protection.

Every answer generated five new questions.

Every lead ended up vanishing.

It was maddening.

Marianne closed the folder with more force than necessary.

The sound echoed through the room.

She remained motionless.

Breathing slowly.

Trying to organize her thoughts.

Because the more she investigated, the harder it became to hold onto certain ideas.

Now she spent hours reviewing testimonies.

Old messages.

Conversations.

Memories.

And some conclusions were uncomfortable.

Elliot had been smart.

Brilliant, even.

Also arrogant.

Impulsive.

Capricious.

Accustomed to getting what he wanted.

When he wanted.

How he wanted.

Marianne leaned her head back against the chair.

That truth hurt.

Because she still loved him.

She still missed him.

But she could no longer feign ignorance.

He had hurt people.

He had used people.

He had made horrible decisions.

Consequences existed.

And yet...

Marianne opened a photograph.

The image showed Elly.

Smiling.

Still recent.

Still vulnerable.

Still innocent.

Her fingers traced the edge of the photograph.

"Elliot made mistakes."

Her voice was barely a whisper.

The room remained silent.

"But she didn't."

That idea returned constantly.

Over and over again.

Persistent.

Painful.

Elly was paying someone else's debt.

And the more time passed, the more unbearable that reality became.

Marianne closed her eyes.

Then she went back to work.

Because she still didn't have answers.

And refusing to give up was the only thing she could do.

On its end, Level Zero continued to run with flawless precision.

The simulations evolved each week.

The scenarios became more complex.

More personalized.

More immersive.

Amber supervised absolutely everything.

As always.

But something was also changing in the girls' perception of her.

It didn't happen all at once.

It was gradual.

Silent.

Difficult to detect.

Amber still commanded respect.

She was still unpredictable.

She still brought a wave of nerves whenever she appeared.

And yet...

She no longer dominated their thoughts in the same way.

She was no longer a mysterious creature watching them from the shadows.

Now, she was a part of their daily life.

She showed up during training.

During evaluations.

During meals.

During simulations.

Sometimes she would even stop to make absurdly specific comments.

That afternoon, she found Bambi drawing.

She stared at the sketchbook for several seconds.

"Your proportions are improving."

Bambi nearly dropped her pencil.

"What?"

Amber pointed to a sketch.

"The shoulder."

Then she kept walking.

Without further explanation.

Bambi remained motionless.

Confused.

Proud.

And slightly terrified.

A very common combination when it came to Amber.

At night, the four of them gathered in the common area.

The soft lights bathed the room in warm tones.

Candy occupied almost an entire sofa.

Bambi had a blanket over her legs.

Ginger was reading.

Or pretending to read.

Elly stared at the ceiling.

No one felt like doing anything in particular.

And that was precisely why the moment was pleasant.

"Do you ever wonder what Amber does when she's not here?" Candy asked.

Ginger turned a page.

"She works."

"All the time?"

"Yes."

"That's depressing."

Bambi smiled.

"She probably sleeps too."

"I'm not convinced."

"Human beings need to sleep."

Candy reflected.

"Amber seems to be an exception."

Elly let out a small laugh.

The three immediately turned toward her.

"What?"

"It's just that I can picture her saying exactly that."

"And what would she say?"

Elly thought for a few seconds. Then, she imitated Amber’s elegant, confident tone.

"Biological needs are merely a suggestion."

The conversation continued.

Drifting from topic to topic.

Without urgency.

Without goals.

Simply enjoying the company.

Until the door opened.

Silence fell automatically.

Amber walked in.

Flawless.

Perfect hair.

Impeccable heels.

A serene expression.

The four looked up.

And something interesting happened.

No one tensed.

No one tried to hide anything.

No one looked terrified.

They still respected her.

They still felt nervous.

But this was different.

Amber noticed it too.

Her eyes swept over the group.

"Good evening."

"Good evening, Mistress Amber."

The response came almost in unison.

Amber nodded.

"Simulations begin half an hour earlier tomorrow."

Candy grimaced.

"How cruel."

"Thank you," she replied with a smile she had perfected. Then she checked her tablet. "Get some rest."

She spun on her heels.

And left the room.

The whole thing lasted less than a minute.

When she disappeared down the hallway, no one spoke for a few seconds.

Finally, Ginger closed her book.

"That would have been impossible a few months ago."

"What would?" Bambi asked.

"Her walking in like that."

Candy understood immediately.

"Ah."

Yes.

It was true.

Months ago, her presence would have frozen any conversation.

It would have filled the room with tension.

Now, she had simply passed through.

Part of the scenery.

Part of their lives.

And there was something deeply unsettling about that reality.

Because the things that become part of your world end up taking up space inside you.

Later.

Much later.

Amber remained alone in her office.

Night shrouded Level Zero.

The screens glowed softly.

Reports kept piling up.

Amber observed a monitoring window.

The four girls appeared together.

Talking.

Laughing.

Sharing the end of the day.

Her attention lingered there for several seconds.

Then, she picked up a small black notebook.

She opened a page.

She wrote in precise handwriting.

"Group bond consolidating faster than anticipated."

She paused.

She read the sentence.

She added a few additional observations.

Emotional indicators.

Behavioral patterns.

Group responses.

Finally, she closed the notebook.

Her fingers rested on the cover.

A smile appeared slowly.

Discreet.

Private.

Satisfied.

She looked once more at the image of the four young women.

Candy.

Bambi.

Ginger.

Elly.

The project was moving forward.

The results were exceeding expectations.

The variables were beginning to align.

And for the first time in many years, Amber allowed a particularly dangerous thought to cross her mind.

Maybe.

Just maybe.

Level Zero was about to become the greatest success of her entire career.
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Chapter 4: Mistress Amber's Vision

The weeks continued to pile up.

The simulations grew more sophisticated.

The evaluations, deeper.

The routines, more comfortable.

And right along with all of that, something emerged that none of the four could ignore.

Mistress Amber seemed to find an extraordinary number of reasons to call for Elly.

They weren't absurd reasons.

There was always an explanation.

A report.

A test.

A review.

A project.

An experiment.

A questionnaire.

An observation session.

Any excuse would do.

And it always ended the same way.

"Elly. My office. Now."

That afternoon, it happened again.

The day's schedule had just wrapped up.

The four of them were leaving a simulation room when Amber appeared at the door.

Tablet in hand.

Impeccable expression.

"Elly."

Candy let out an immediate bark of laughter.

"Your girlfriend is calling you."

Elly turned red instantly.

"Candy!"

Amber raised an eyebrow.

"Should I be concerned about that statement?"

"Definitely, yes," Ginger replied.

Bambi tried to hide a smile.

"It's a very serious situation."

Amber observed the group for a few seconds. Then, she directed her gaze toward Elly.

"Are you coming, or must I kidnap you again?"

That provoked fresh laughter. Even Amber seemed amused.

Elly sighed.

"I'm coming."

"Excellent."

And she walked off.

As always.

Without explanations.

Without goodbyes.

Without looking back.

Candy waited until she vanished down the corridor.

"She is definitely your girlfriend."

"I am going to ignore you."

"That means I'm right."

"That means I want to keep my sanity."

Ginger crossed her arms, watching Elly walk away.

It was becoming more obvious by the day.

Amber paid attention to all of them.

But with Elly, it was different.

More frequent.

More personal.

More constant.

And Ginger still didn't know what to think about it.

Amber’s private office was located in a secluded section of Level Zero.

Elly had already been there several times.

And yet, it still surprised her.

Because it didn't look like the workspace of an institutional authority figure.

It looked like something else entirely.

The place was brimming with life.

Mountains of documents occupied several tables.

Screens displayed three-dimensional models.

Diagrams were projected across entire walls.

Prototypes of VR visors.

Sensors.

Open notebooks.

Handwritten annotations.

Some sketches looked like architectural designs.

Others showed digital interfaces.

Everything was organized.

Elly took a seat near a workbench.

Amber was already reviewing documents, moving between screens with impressive speed.

"What are we doing today?"

"Working."

"That sounds suspicious."

"Excellent." Amber smiled. "Your instinct is still working."

Elly observed a nearby screen.

Various virtual scenarios were displayed.

Parks.

Houses.

Urban centers.

Impossibly detailed environments.

"Did you design all of this?"

"Most of it."

"By yourself?"

Amber made a face.

"I had help."

"How much help?"

"Less than I deserved. When you're recognized as a 'child prodigy,' people assume you can do everything alone."

That response sounded so characteristic that Elly ended up laughing.

Amber pointed to a folder.

"I need you to organize those reports."

"Is that all?"

"I also need an opinion."

"Ah."

"Exactly."

Elly began going through the documents.

Meanwhile, Amber continued to work.

For several minutes, the only sound was the rustle of turning pages.

Keystrokes.

Shifting screens.

The silence was comfortable.

Strangely comfortable.

"What is this?"

"The first prototype."

"Of Feminator?"

"Long before Feminator."

Amber rested a hand on the desk. For a few seconds, she seemed to lose herself in her memories.

"It was horrible."

"The prototype?"

"Everything."

That response immediately piqued Elly's curiosity.

Amber leaned back slightly in her chair.

"The methods were inefficient."

"The results were mediocre."

"And nobody wanted to change a thing."

Elly listened intently.

Amber rarely spoke about herself, much less about her past.

"So you started changing things."

"Yes."

The response came with a small smile. Proud. Satisfied.

"First it was evaluation programs."

"Then treatments."

"Then entire environments."

Her hand gestured around the office.

"And eventually, I ended up designing entire sections of Level Zero."

Elly blinked.

"You designed this place?"

"Most of it."

"Everything?"

"The main areas."

Amber refocused on a screen.

"The indoor gardens."

"The simulation modules."

"The immersive rooms."

"The residential areas."

Elly looked around the room, then recalled every corner of Level Zero. The soft lights. The colors. The open spaces. The tiny details. Everything bore the mark of a single mind. An obsessive, creative, complicated mind.

"You must have spent a lot of time on it."

Amber let out a brief laugh.

"Less than you think—though I've spent more time in here than I'd care to admit."

The way she said it felt strange. An awkward silence hung in the air before Amber stood up and centered her entire attention on Elly.

"Sit wherever you like," Amber said, but her tone indicated it wasn't actually a suggestion.

Elly stepped forward. She wore her usual uniform: a black satin corset that brutally cinched her waist, a sheer lace bodysuit that barely covered her hardened nipples and dipped low between her buttocks, and thigh-high stockings that brushed against each other with every step. With a single swipe of Amber's finger on her tablet, Elly's cage clicked open and detached from the sissy. Her eyes widened in surprise.

"Come here, my girl."

Amber was sitting on the edge of the desk, legs crossed. Her pencil skirt had ridden up slightly, revealing the lace of her own stockings. She reached out and pulled Elly flush against her body.

"Today we are going to work on your walk. I want you to move like the girl you truly are."

She guided her in front of the full-length mirror, stepping behind her and pressing her breasts against Elly’s back. Her hands slid down to her hips.

"Spread your feet a bit wider... yes, like that. Now sway your hips with every step. Smoothly. Sensually. As if you wanted everyone to look at that pretty little ass of yours."

Amber guided her. Each step made the thick plug inside her shift, rubbing against that sensitive spot and sending waves of pleasure through her. Without the cage, her member hung free, overwhelmingly sensitive after months of confinement. It brushed against the lace of the bodysuit with every movement, semi-hard but never reaching a full erection—just an unbearable sensitivity that made her gasp softly.

"Look at yourself," Amber whispered against her ear, nipping at her earlobe. "Look at how those little cheeks sway for me."

Her right hand slid down and began to slowly stroke Elly’s sensitive member with the tips of her fingers, barely brushing it in long, teasing motions.

"Do you feel that? So sensitive after being locked away for so long... but it doesn't get hard like it used to, does it? It just throbs, leaks, and begs."

Elly moaned, her knees trembling. The plug began to vibrate softly, synchronizing with the caresses.

"Please, Mistress..."

Amber delivered a sharp smack to her right buttock. The crisp crack echoed through the office.

"Say thank you every time I touch you, darling."

"Thank you, Mistress Amber..."

Another smack, harder this time. The skin flushed red instantly.

"Again."

"Thank you, Mistress..."

Amber smiled against her neck and continued to masturbate her with torturous slowness while moving the plug with her other hand, gently fucking her with it. Elly trembled, pushing back, desperate for more.

She bent her over the desk. The chill of the wood against her chest made her nipples harden painfully against the corset. Amber parted her legs and knelt behind her.

"Spread wider. Show me that trained little ass."

She partially withdrew the plug, licked around the dilated rim, and pushed it back in with slow, deep strokes. Her hand never stopped stroking Elly’s sensitive member, bringing her to the brink of orgasm time and time again only to stop.

"Perfect edging... just like that, good girl. You're not cumming yet."

Elly sobbed with pleasure, tears of frustration rolling down her flushed cheeks.

"Please... please, Mistress... I need..."

Another hard smack.

"Say thank you."

"Thank you, Mistress Amber!"

Amber kept her like that for long minutes: smacks, slow caresses, deep movements of the plug, and hot whispers against her ear.

"You're so sensitive now... so mine. I want you to feel this full little ass and that useless little thing throbbing for me every time you walk."

Finally, Amber turned her around, sat her on the desk, and kissed her deeply while her hand picked up the pace. Elly ruined her orgasm, a long, drawn-out climax that made her shake violently, the pleasure spilling weakly over Amber's fingers without its old force.

When it was over, Amber gathered her into her arms and sat her on her lap, tenderly stroking her sweat-dampened hair.

"I trust you, Elly. More than anyone else here."

Elly looked up, still trembling, her body hyper-sensitive. Amber looked into her eyes with a small, private, and genuine smile.

"I love all of you. I'm proud of all of you. But with you, it's different."

Elly felt the heat rise up her neck again. Amber leaned in and gave her a soft kiss on the lips.

"Now stop looking at me like that."

"Like what?"

"As if I've just revealed a cosmic secret to you."

That coaxed a soft laugh from Elly. The conversation turned lighter, but both knew that something had shifted profoundly between them.

By the time Elly returned to the main residence, night had already fallen.

Candy was the first to spot her.

"She's back."

Bambi looked up.

"Are you still alive?"

"Barely."

Ginger took one look at her expression and sighed.

"Ah."

"What does 'ah' mean?" Candy asked.

"It means she came back confused."

"Very," Elly murmured, letting herself sink into the sofa. She could still feel the plug vibrating softly inside her and the lingering sensitivity between her legs.

Bambi smiled.

"What happened this time?"

Elly opened her mouth, but she didn't know how to explain it. Amber had talked about research, designs, and projects... but what truly occupied her mind was the warmth of those hands, the smacks, the endless caresses, and that phrase that kept repeating itself over and over:

"I trust you."

The other three exchanged glances. Something was changing. And it was only just beginning.
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Chapter 5: Immersion

The news arrived on a Monday morning.

That in itself was suspicious.

Amber never announced important things on Mondays.

According to Candy, Mondays existed exclusively for suffering.

According to Ginger, Mondays existed because the universe hated people.

According to Amber, Mondays existed because someone had to work.

That morning, she appeared in the main room with a peculiar energy. Her eyes gleamed, and her smile looked far too satisfied. That always meant trouble, or innovation. With Amber, both options usually amounted to the same thing.

"Good morning, dolls."

The four replied almost in unison. Amber activated a massive screen, and the logo for Feminator 3.5 appeared floating against the wall.

"Today we begin the next phase."

Candy slumped over the table.

"I knew the universe didn't love me."

"The feeling is mutual."

"Thank you."

Amber smiled, then changed the presentation. Graphics, diagrams, neural maps, three-dimensional scenarios—data that was impossible to interpret.

"Over the last few weeks, we have been gathering information," her voice filled the room, confident and enthusiastic. "Emotional patterns, preferences, behavioral responses, personal goals."

The screen shifted again, displaying four profiles—one for each girl.

"The initial simulations were tests."

Elly watched intently. She had learned to recognize that particular gleam in Amber's eyes. It was the same one that appeared whenever she spoke about something she loved deeply.

"What we are about to see now is different." Amber walked slowly in front of the group. "Much deeper. Much more precise. Much more personal."

Bambi swallowed hard.

"That sounds terrifying."

"Excellent."

"Why does that always excite you?"

Amber ignored the question.

"These experiences were individually designed," her gaze swept over the four of them, "for you."

Silence settled in. For some reason, that felt far more intimate than any other explanation. Because it meant Amber had spent weeks studying them, observing them, thinking about them, and designing something specific for each one. The thought produced a strange sensation.

Candy was first. The visor lowered smoothly over her eyes, and darkness enveloped her. Then came the light. She blinked. A street, trees, people walking—the air smelled of freshly brewed coffee and damp flowers. Everything seemed incredibly real.

A woman raised a hand.

"Candy!"

Candy turned her head. The woman was smiling. Another person appeared behind her, also smiling. Then another, and another, and another. The greetings began to multiply. Everyone knew her name. Everyone seemed happy to see her.

The experience continued for what felt like hours. Conversations, hugs, invitations, laughter. Men and women approached her, touching her without asking for permission. Hands slid up her thighs, squeezed her breasts which were swollen against the corset, and lifted her dress to expose her shiny cage and jeweled plug.

"What a well-trained little slut," an attractive man murmured as he pushed her against a table. He penetrated her without preamble, fucking her hard while the rest of the guests watched and applauded. "Look at how she takes every inch… there's nothing of a man left in you."

Candy moaned uncontrollably. Every thrust made her plug vibrate harder. Another man stepped in front of her and shoved his cock into her mouth. Soon there were three, then four, taking turns using each of her holes while everyone treated her like the most desirable girl in the room.

"Good girl… our favorite sissy… cum with a cock inside you like the whore you are."

When the simulation ended, Candy pulled off the visor with trembling hands. Her panties were soaked and her cheeks were burning. She wasn't crying from sadness; she was crying because she had never felt so accepted… or so completely used.

Bambi went in next. She appeared in a bright art studio. Her erotic drawings covered the walls: sissies being fucked, shiny plugs, bodies clad in lingerie. An older woman, identical to her art teacher but younger and more radiant, approached with a smile.

"My girl… look how beautiful you've become."

She hugged her, kissing her forehead, then her lips. Soon her clothes vanished, and Bambi was on her knees, kissing her "teacher's" feet while several guests watched.

"You're perfect like this," her teacher whispered, stroking her hair. "My sweet sissy… my artistic little slut."

They placed her on an exhibition table. Men and women used her one after another, praising her body, her surrender, and how beautifully she accepted her place. Her plug never stopped fucking her in perfect sync with every thrust. Bambi cried with pleasure and shame as she ruined her orgasm time and time again inside her cage.

When she came out of the simulation, she remained motionless for several minutes. A part of her wanted to stay inside.

Ginger was third. She went in prepared, mentally armed, and ready to analyze every detail, every error, every inconsistency, and every trick. It was Ginger; that was what she did.

The simulation began. A massive city, libraries, research centers, debate halls.

Intelligent people.

Curious.

Interesting.

Ginger immediately began searching for flaws.

She observed the architecture.

Conversations.

Patterns.

Behaviors.

Nothing.

She kept moving forward.

More observations.

More analysis.

More attempts.

Nothing.

Everything responded with an impressive coherence.

The characters reacted.

They adapted their answers.

They learned.

The experience constantly evolved.

Amber had created something extraordinarily complex.

Something alive.

At first, it was entirely stimulating... until the dynamic shifted.

They put her on her knees in the center of a conference table, her uniform torn to shreds. While they discussed advanced theories, they took turns fucking her. Every time she answered a question correctly, they penetrated her deeper.

"Very good, Ginger. What a brilliant sissy," one of them said, thrusting hard into her. "You aren't even thinking about resisting anymore, are you? You just want to be used while you think."

They fucked her as a group while she tried to maintain a coherent conversation. Her plug vibrated to the rhythm of her answers. The more intelligent she proved to be, the harder they used her. By the end, she was splayed across the table, taking a brutal gangbang while the "academics" praised her for how complete her femininity was.

When she removed the visor, Ginger’s gaze was vacant. For the first time, she was entirely at a loss for words. She could only feel her body trembling and her mind completely surrendered.

Elly was last.

Amber remained by her side.

Watching every reading.

Every indicator.

Every emotional response.

The visor descended.

Darkness.

Then light.

Elly appeared in a small, sun-drenched town.

Quiet streets.

Open windows.

People walking without a care.

An immediate sense of calm washed over her body.

She began to walk.

People smiled when they saw her.

They greeted her.

They recognized her.

The simulation placed her in a bright, modern office. She was the floor's "personal secretary." She wore an extreme corset, stockings, and towering high heels. Her plug was larger than ever.

From the very first minute, she was used without mercy.

The boss bent her over his desk and fucked her while she handled phone calls. Coworkers walked in to "hand over reports" and ended up cumming inside her mouth or her ass. During the afternoon meeting, they placed her on the conference table and used her together: a complete gangbang while treating her with a humiliating tenderness.

"What a good little slut you are, Elly... so perfect... so accepted... there's no going back now, is there?"

Every time someone came inside her, the simulation reinforced the feeling of belonging. She was everyone's girl. The office sissy. The one everyone loved and accepted exactly as she was.

Elly moaned, cried, and ruined her orgasm time and time again inside her cage, completely lost in the pleasure and the acceptance.

When she came out of the simulation, her breathing was ragged, and she wore a vacant expression very much like the one she had when she returned from Amber’s dungeon.

The workday ended late in the afternoon.

The four of them stayed together in the common room.

No one had the energy for extra activities.

The emotions were still stirred up.

Present.

Hard to ignore.

Candy held a cup between her hands.

Bambi hugged a cushion.

Ginger stared at a wall.

Elly remained silent.

Thoughtful.

Finally, Candy spoke.

"That was intense."

"Yes."

Bambi's reply was barely a whisper.

Ginger exhaled slowly.

"Too intense."

"What did you see?" Candy asked.

Ginger shook her head.

"I don't know how to explain it."

That admission was strange coming from her.

Elly smiled softly.

"Then I'm not the only one."

The conversation continued.

For hours.

They shared memories.

Sensations.

Details.

Interpretations.

And little by little, they began to understand something.

Amber wasn't building simple simulations.

She was building emotional experiences.

Experiences capable of reaching deeply hidden places.

Places that often they themselves didn't even understand.

The curious thing happened later.

Much later.

When night had already fallen.

Because none of them mentioned escaping.

Not a single time.

The conversation revolved around the simulations.

The feelings.

The possibilities.

The future.

And that would have been unthinkable months ago.

That same night, Amber remained alone in her office.

The screens illuminated the room.

Endless graphics covered every monitor.

Thousands of data points.

Thousands of responses.

Thousands of logs.

Amber reviewed them one by one.

Meticulously.

Focused.

Absorbed.

The metrics kept pouring in.

And they all told the same story.

Candy.

Above expectations.

Bambi.

Above expectations.

Ginger.

Far above expectations.

Elly.

Amber reviewed those numbers again.

Then again.

And a third time.

A smile appeared slowly.

Soft.

Genuine.

Profoundly satisfied.

It wasn't Mistress Amber’s elegant smile.

It wasn't the teasing smile she used with the girls.

It wasn't the calculated smile of an authority figure.

That smile belonged to someone else.

To the researcher.

To the creator.

To the woman who had spent years building impossible ideas.

Her fingers traced the reports.

Every result confirmed the same conclusion.

The project worked.

It worked better than she had ever imagined.

Amber leaned her back against the chair.

She looked at the screens.

And for several seconds, she simply allowed the satisfaction to fill the silence.

Because a masterpiece she had invested years into was finally drawing close to what she had always pursued.

Perfection.
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Chapter 6: Breadcrumbs

Marianne Duval was tired.

Not tired in an elegant way.

Not tired in a romantic way.

She was exhausted.

The dark circles had become a permanent feature on her face.

She slept little.

She ate worse.

And she had spent months chasing shadows.

The rain tapped softly against the apartment windows while she stared at a wall covered in photographs, names, and documents.

Red circles.

Arrows.

Connections.

Companies.

Foundations.

Sponsorships.

Donations.

The web grew larger each week.

And yet, it still felt like it wasn't enough.

Because the center of the puzzle remained empty.

Elly.

Marianne placed both hands on the desk.

She breathed slowly.

She counted to five.

She tried to ignore the headache that had been keeping her company for three days straight.

It didn't work.

The phone vibrated.

A video call.

Clara.

Marianne answered.

The image appeared immediately.

Her daughter looked just as tired as she did.

"Please tell me you found something."

Clara let out a dry laugh.

"Good morning to you, too."

"Clara."

"I know." Her smile vanished. "We're still working."

Marianne closed her eyes for a few seconds.

In the background, another figure appeared.

Vivienne.

Holding a massive mug between her hands.

"Hi, Mom."

"Hi."

"You look terrible."

"Thanks."

"You're welcome."

That managed to coax out a small smile.

Brief.

But real.

Clara began going through documents.

"We're still tracing foundations linked to the donors."

"Anything?"

"Not much."

"Nothing?"

"A few things."

Marianne sat down.

Waiting.

Needing any breakthrough at all.

No matter how small.

"There are too many shell companies."

"Too many intermediaries."

"Too many ghost organizations."

Vivienne chimed in.

"Someone spent an incredible amount of money to hide everything."

Marianne already knew that.

Every new line of investigation ended up proving exactly that.

The Institute wasn't hiding.

It was protected.

There was a difference.

Protected by lawyers.

By donors.

By politicians.

By extremely powerful people.

That reality was far more concerning.

The call went on for several minutes.

They exchanged information.

Hypotheses.

Possible connections.

Nothing conclusive.

Nothing definitive.

When it finally ended, Marianne remained staring at the blank screen.

Silent.

Thoughtful.

The rain kept falling.

Steady.

Hypnotic.

And then, the same thought appeared again.

The thought she had spent weeks avoiding.

Elliot.

Marianne opened an old photograph.

The image showed an arrogant smile.

Confident.

Irresponsible.

She remembered arguments.

Problems.

Ignored warnings.

She remembered frustrated professors.

People used.

She remembered so many things she had preferred to forget for years.

A sigh escaped slowly from her lips.

"You needed boundaries."

The room remained silent.

"You needed to hear the word no."

The words felt bitter.

Painful.

But sincere.

Elliot had spent most of his life convinced that he could do anything.

And many times, he had.

Because he was smart.

Because he was charming.

Because he was used to winning.

Marianne lowered her gaze.

The photograph was still there.

Immutable.

Frozen in time.

"Maybe you needed consequences."

That admission hurt more than the previous ones.

Because it was true.

And because she still loved him.

Both things could exist at the same time.

But then she picked up another photograph.

A much more recent one.

Elly.

She observed it for several seconds.

The contrast hit her immediately.

Elly wasn't Elliot.

She never had been.

She didn't share his mistakes.

She didn't share his choices.

She didn't share his blame.

And yet, she was paying the price.

Months later, that reality was still unbearable.

Marianne set the photograph down against the desk.

"I am going to find you."

The promise came in a low voice.

Firm.

Obstinate.

It was the only thing she had left to offer.

Two days later, the call came.

Clara sounded different.

Agitated.

Excited.

"Mom."

Marianne sat up instantly.

"What happened?"

"I think we found something."

Her heart began to race.

After months.

Entire months.

Those words felt unreal.

"What did you find?"

"Come over."

"Clara."

"You need to see this."

Thirty minutes later, they were gathered around a table.

Computers open.

Printed documents.

Screens filled with information.

Vivienne seemed unable to stand still.

Clara was already working, organizing files and connecting data.

Marianne stared at the main monitor.

"Explain it to me."

Clara nodded.

"We found a reference."

"Related to the Institute?"

"Indirectly."

A digital folder appeared. Damaged. Incomplete. Several pages were missing; others had been deleted.

"What is this?"

Clara opened the file. A photograph appeared on the screen. A young man. Elegant. Well-dressed. A confident smile. Approximately twenty years old, perhaps a bit more.

Marianne felt a strange discomfort, because the face looked familiar. Not literally, but emotionally. There was something in that expression. Something in that confidence.

"Who was he?"

Clara consulted her notes.

"His name was Adrien Beaumont."

The name meant nothing. Yet.

"Extremely wealthy family. Elite education. Prestigious university. Independent researcher."

Marianne listened intently. Every new phrase heightened her attention.

"And?"

Clara took a deep breath.

"He disappeared."

The word hung suspended in the air. Marianne remained motionless.

"Disappeared how?"

"He just vanished." Vivienne took over. "No body. No explanation. No subsequent records. He simply disappeared."

Silence filled the room. Marianne looked back at the photograph and felt a chill. She was beginning to recognize the parallels. Too many parallels. Young. Privileged. Intelligent. The image of Elliot immediately flashed through her mind. She didn't like that. Not at all.

"Why was he investigating?" she asked.

Clara opened another folder.

"That's the interesting part."

Several pages appeared on the screen. Notes. Fragments. Scattered references. Almost all of them incomplete.

"We believe he was investigating the Institute."

Marianne felt her heart begin to race again.

"You believe?"

"We can't prove it. But all the clues point in that direction." Vivienne pointed to a section. "And look at this."

Marianne stepped closer. The notes looked like pieces of a personal diary. Many pages were missing, others were damaged, but a few remained legible. She read slowly. Observations. Names. Dates. Hurried comments. Hypotheses. Questions. The young man seemed obsessed. Deeply obsessed. As if he had been closing in on something massive. Something dangerous. Something he wasn't supposed to find.

Marianne kept reading, and then she began to notice them. The breadcrumbs. Small references hidden between paragraphs. Seemingly insignificant comments. Addresses. Initials. Incomplete names. Scattered fragments. It was like following a trail—a path built deliberately.

"Do you see this?" she asked.

Clara nodded immediately.

"Yes."

"He knew someone might find his notes."

"That's what we think."

Marianne turned another page. Then another. Then one more. The sensation grew more intense with each one. Adrien had been leaving marks. Signals. Indications. As if he had understood that he might not make it to the end of his investigation. As if he had wanted someone to continue it.

The last folder was especially damaged. Half of the content had vanished. The files appeared corrupted, fragmented, incomplete. Clara managed to open a page, then another. Finally, a text document appeared. Very brief. Barely a few lines.

Marianne began to read, and she felt a chill run down her spine. The room fell completely silent. No one spoke. No one breathed. There were only those words. Those few lines written years ago by someone who had vanished without a trace.

Marianne read it once. Then again. Then a third time. Because she needed to make sure they were real. Because she needed to ensure she hadn't imagined them.

The words were still there. Immutable. Waiting for her. Waiting for them. Like a door left ajar. Like a warning. Like an invitation.

The sentence read:

"There is a place beneath the Institute.

A place that appears on no record.

They call it Level Zero."

Marianne felt a deep cold settle into her chest. And for the first time since the investigation began, she knew with absolute certainty that she had just found something real. Something major. Something someone had desperately tried to hide.

And somewhere out there in the world, without knowing it, Elly was still living right inside that very secret.
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Chapter 7: Private Sessions

Amber had spent days thinking about that conversation.

An irritating situation.

Because normally, she didn't dedicate so much time to a single sentence.

And yet, there it remained.

Returning over and over again.

The girls would understand you better if they knew you.

Amber observed the screen in her office.

The reports kept piling up.

Results.

Graphics.

Evaluations.

Everything was moving forward correctly.

More than correctly.

Level Zero was producing some of the best results of her entire career.

And yet, that phrase remained there.

Annoying.

Persistent.

She had never needed to be understood.

The opinions of others rarely mattered to her.

But Elly had posed something different.

A hypothesis.

And Amber was, first and foremost, a researcher.

Hypotheses had to be tested.

Even if they proved uncomfortable.

She picked up her tablet, reviewed a few schedules, and smiled.

"Let's see."

Candy was the first to receive the invitation.

She interpreted it as a death sentence.

Not literally, but almost.

The entire way to the office, she tried to remember if she had done something wrong.

And that proved entirely useless, because Candy could always find something wrong she had done recently.

When she stood before the door, she took a deep breath.

Once.

Twice.

Three times.

Then she knocked.

"Come in."

Amber’s voice sounded calm. That only made things worse.

Candy entered. Amber was working—screens lit up, documents out, annotations everywhere. The usual scene.

"Sit down."

Candy obeyed. Tense. Ready for anything.

Amber continued writing for a few seconds. Finally, she looked up.

"Why are you so nervous?"

Candy blinked.

"Because you called for me."

"Excellent answer."

"Thank you."

"It was sarcasm."

"I figured."

Amber set her pen down on the desk.

"We aren't going to work today."

Candy sat motionless.

"What?"

"We are going to talk."

That sounded significantly more dangerous. Amber seemed to detect exactly what she was thinking.

"Relax."

"I'm trying."

"Not with much success."

Candy let out a nervous laugh. Amber glanced at some documents before asking an unexpected question.

"What is your greatest fear?"

Silence fell instantly. Candy had not expected that. At all.

Amber didn't seem to be in any rush either. She waited. She simply waited.

The young woman lowered her gaze. Her fingers began to play with her sleeve.

"That I'll be abandoned."

The answer slipped out before she could stop it. Amber didn't react. There was no surprise, no judgment—only attention.

"Explain it to me."

Candy swallowed hard and began to speak. At first slowly, then faster. Stories. Memories. People walking away. People disappearing. People who promised to stay.

The conversation continued for over an hour. Amber listened.

At the end, when Candy was entirely emotionally open and vulnerable, Amber stepped closer.

"I want you to feel that you are wanted here."

She pulled her across her lap and slid her panties down. She delivered several firm but affectionate smacks, interspersed with soft caresses between her legs. Candy's plug began to vibrate intensely.

"Good girl... so sensitive..."

Amber guided a thick pink dildo into her mouth, gently training her throat while masturbating her over her cage.

"Suck it, beautiful. Show me how much you want to be loved."

Candy moaned around the toy, tears of pleasure and relief streaming down her cheeks. When Amber finally allowed her a ruined orgasm, Candy whined against her chest.

"Thank you, Mistress... thank you for not abandoning me."

She left the office confused, flushed, and with a warm sensation that Amber truly cared about her.

Bambi was next.

She arrived even more nervous. Candy's reaction hadn't helped, because Candy was entirely incapable of explaining what had happened. Every time someone asked, she just ended up saying:

"It was weird."

That only heightened the mystery.

Bambi entered, sat down, and waited. Amber closed a folder.

"Hello, Bambi."

"Hello."

"How are you?"

"Is this a trap?"

Amber sighed.

"It's going to be a long afternoon."

Bambi blushed. Amber looked at some documents, then asked a simple question.

"Tell me about your mother."

The air seemed to leave Bambi's lungs. That caught her completely off guard. For a few seconds, she couldn't find the words. Then they began to surface—slow, insecure. Fragmented memories. Happy moments. Painful moments. Losses. Absences.

The conversation moved along smoothly. Without pressure. Without demands. Until finally, Bambi ended up crying, tears silently rolling down her face.

Amber remained seated, waiting, giving her space.

When the wave of emotion subsided a bit, she opened a drawer.

She pulled out an old folder, worn down by time, and placed it on the table.

Bambi stared at it, confused. "What is that?"

"Open it."

Her hands trembled slightly. The folder contained reports, correspondence, requests, logs, and search records—entire pages of investigations.

Bambi frowned. "I don't understand."

Amber leaned her forearms on the desk. "I tried to find information."

The silence was absolute. Bambi looked up. "What?"

"There is almost no information in your records. The Institute didn't care to keep it." Amber seemed slightly uncomfortable, looking as though she would rather perform surgery without anesthesia than have this conversation. "The files were incomplete. The clues were scarce. But I found a few things." She pointed to several documents. "Nothing conclusive."

Bambi kept turning the pages, her voice cracking. "Why?"

Amber remained silent for a few seconds. "Because I wanted to help you."

The answer was simple, direct, and brutal. Amber revealed her plan: she was going to give her resources and a few clues so that when she eventually left, she could find her way back home. Of course, Bambi would still owe a debt to the Institute and would have to work with them, but Amber would personally answer for her.

Bambi felt a sudden surge of renewed strength; she almost jumped with joy. "Of course! I’ll do whatever you want. I’ll work so hard in the classes."

"I want you to feel beautiful and desired."

Amber undressed her slowly, leaving only her corset and stockings. She guided her onto her knees and slid in a larger, heavily vibrating plug while caressing her breasts and whispering praise. "You are so beautiful when you surrender... my sweet Bambi."

Amber pressed a vibrator against her cage while gently fucking her with the plug, teasing her to the edge over and over again. "See how you respond? Because you were always sweet Bambi."

Bambi ended up cumming, trembling violently. She left the office with weak legs and a strange warmth blooming in her chest. For the first time in a very long time, she felt like someone was truly looking out for her.

Ginger walked in prepared for war—mentally, intellectually, and emotionally.

The door clicked shut. Ginger took her seat. Amber looked up.

"Hello."

"Hello."

The silence lasted exactly five seconds.

"Manipulator," Ginger stated.

Amber smiled. "Direct."

"It saves time."

"I'm proud of you."

Ginger rolled her eyes.

And so it began. For the next few hours, they argued about practically everything: methods, ethics, control, freedom, psychology, identity, institutions, and power. Ginger accused; Amber countered. Amber provoked; Ginger hit back. Ideas clashed constantly. Neither yielded an inch, yet neither seemed interested in winning—only in mapping out exactly where the other stood.

At one point, Ginger pointed toward a screen. "You enjoy this."

Amber arched an eyebrow. "Arguing with you?"

"Yes."

"Of course I do," the answer came without hesitation.

"Why?"

Amber leaned back in her chair. "Because most people abandon the conversation far too quickly."

Ginger studied her expression. It was sincere, relaxed, and almost amused.

"And you don't."

That response pulled an involuntary smile from Ginger. Small, brief, but Amber caught it and smiled right back.

"Admit it excites you that someone can match you," Amber murmured, having already bent her over the desk, striking her with a firm hand.

Ginger grunted, but her plug was vibrating violently and her cage was dripping. Amber slid two fingers into her mouth, training her throat while penetrating her with a thick dildo.

"You are so brilliant... and so wet when you submit. What a delicious contradiction."

For the first time, Ginger had no sarcastic comeback. She only moaned and pushed back against the intrusion, accepting both the pleasure and the intense focus. When she finally came, she did so with a muffled cry against Amber's hand.

When it was over, Ginger remained resting against Amber's chest for several minutes, her breathing ragged. For the first time in years, she felt like someone saw her completely—both her mind and her body.

"This doesn't mean I trust you," she muttered.

Amber simply smiled, stroking her hair. "Of course not."

That night, the three of them gathered in the common area. Elly was still occupied with another evaluation, so it was just them: Candy, Bambi, and Ginger. Along with a massive mountain of questions.

Candy was the first to speak. "So."

Bambi nodded slowly. "So."

Ginger sighed. "This conversation is going to be insupportable."

"Probably."

The three remained quiet for a few seconds. Finally, Candy pointed at Bambi. "You first."

Bambi stared down at her cup. "I think I'm going to cry again."

"That doesn't answer anything."

"I know."

Candy turned toward Ginger. "And you?"

Ginger leaned her head against the back of the sofa, thoughtful. "We argued for three hours."

"Three hours?"

"More or less."

"And?"

"It was interesting."

Candy’s eyes widened. "Interesting?"

"Yes."

"That doesn't help either."

None of them seemed capable of correctly articulating what had happened, and that was precisely what made it so bizarre. Months ago, the situation would have been simple: Amber calls someone in, the person returns, and there are tears, fear, humiliation, and ugly stories. It was predictable.

Not now. Now, each of them returned with an entirely different set of emotions—confusion, curiosity, new thoughts, and new questions.

Bambi slowly traced the rim of her cup. "I think she was trying to get to know us."

The phrase hung suspended in the air between them. Candy blinked, and so did Ginger. Because that explanation made sense. Too much sense.

And for some reason, it was deeply unsettling. The three of them exchanged long, quiet glances.
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Chapter 8: The Lost Investigator

The investigation began to shift shape.

For months, Marianne had chased fragments: incomplete names, nonexistent companies, fake addresses, and foundations designed solely to hide other foundations. Everything seemed constructed to confuse, to delay, and to wear her down.

Now, she had something different.

A starting point.

A name.

Adrien Beaumont.

And the deeper she delved into his files, the more unsettling the story became.

The rain tapped softly against the windows while Marianne reviewed another digital folder. Clara sat in front of a computer, while Vivienne occupied the sofa. Three mugs of coffee rested on the table. None of them were full.

"I found more documents."

Clara spun her screen around. Marianne stepped closer. The new files appeared to be part of a private investigation—one much more extensive than they had ever imagined. Adrien hadn't stumbled onto the Institute by accident. He had hunted it. Studied it. Taken it apart piece by piece.

Marianne opened another document. The photograph of a young man appeared on the screen. A confident smile. An impeccable suit. The image of someone entirely accustomed to opening locked doors.

"His family was one of the benefactors," Vivienne pointed to a line in the report.

"What?"

"They funded part of the Institute."

Marianne looked up. Clara nodded.

"In secret."

That made things worse. Much worse. Because it meant Adrien had started from the inside. He had access, resources, contacts—advantages most people would never have obtained. And yet, he still vanished.

Marianne kept reading. Little by little, a picture began to form. Adrien had been born surrounded by privilege: money, education, influence, opportunities. Everything. He could have led a comfortable, simple, safe life. Instead, he chose to investigate. First out of curiosity, then out of interest, and finally, out of obsession.

Every new document reinforced the same conclusion: Adrien didn’t know how to stop. When he found a question, he wanted the answer. When he found a closed door, he wanted to open it. When someone told him to stay away, he pushed forward.

The files grew more disturbing with each discovery. Adrien had reconstructed a massive portion of the Institute's structural network: shell companies, international donors, recruitment programs, educational centers, cultural foundations, and medical organizations. Everything was connected. Everything was designed to look perfectly legitimate.

Marianne turned page after page. Some contained massive diagrams; others were filled with hurried annotations. Many looked like they had been written over the course of entire sleepless nights. The obsession was visible—almost palpable.

"He found disappearances," Clara said.

Marianne raised her head. "What kind of disappearances?"

"People linked to internal investigations." Vivienne opened another document. "And some don't even officially register as missing."

Silence settled into the room. Marianne felt an uncomfortable tightness in her chest. Because the list was long—far too long. And because Adrien seemed utterly convinced of one thing: someone was eliminating problems discretely, efficiently, and silently.

The weeks that followed brought more discoveries—tiny fragments, breadcrumbs carefully hidden away. Adrien had anticipated something; that much was obvious. Many documents were duplicated, hidden, and distributed across different locations, as if he had wanted to guarantee they would survive even if he disappeared.

One afternoon, they found a particularly strange file. The document lacked a title, a date, or a signature. It was just text. A lot of text.

Marianne began to read, and gradually, the air seemed to leave the room. Because the description felt impossible. Impossible for anyone—except the reader of those very pages.

"Subterranean location."

"Restricted access."

"Administratively separate from the rest of the facility."

"Staff selected directly."

"Specialized supervision."

Marianne kept reading, slowing down. Each word seemed to ratchet up the tension.

"Corridors illuminated in pinkish tones."

"Recreational facilities."

"Training zones."

"Private residences."

"Observation laboratories."

"Immersive rooms."

Vivienne looked up. "What's wrong?"

Marianne didn't answer. She kept reading, her hands tensing slightly against the paper.

"The reports描 describe an artificially welcoming atmosphere."

"The architectural design aims to reduce emotional resistance."

Clara sat motionless, listening. "What is it?" she asked.

Marianne swallowed hard. "I don't know."

But a part of her was beginning to suspect the truth. Because that description was far too specific. Too detailed. Too real.

The document continued, and with every new line, the mystery deepened.

The following section was dedicated to a single person.

A name.

For the first time, it appeared mentioned repeatedly.

Underlined.

Highlighted.

Analyzed.

Marianne began to read, and Adrien’s tone changed immediately. The obsession was still present, but now it was accompanied by fascination. Almost admiration. Almost fear.

"Amber."

The room fell silent. Marianne continued.

"I began this investigation believing I would find administrators."

"Bureaucrats."

"Supervisors."

"Interchangeable people."

The next line was bolded.

"I was wrong."

Marianne felt a chill. Adrien had written an incredible amount about her. Entire pages. Observations. Theories. Notes. Hypotheses. And all of them pointed toward the same conclusion.

Amber was not a secondary figure. She was an anomaly. An exception. A piece that didn't fit.

Marianne kept reading.

"She possesses extraordinary intellectual capabilities."

"She has developed procedures currently used across multiple divisions."

"Her technical influence vastly exceeds her official position."

Clara stared at the screen. "Was she important?"

Marianne let out a short, humorless laugh. "I think she was incredibly important."

The text went on, and each paragraph constructed a more complex, stranger, and more fascinating image. Adrien described Amber using expressions that seemed contradictory. Investigator. Designer. Architect. Psychologist. Innovator. All at the same time.

One line caught Marianne's attention immediately. She read it twice, then a third time.

"A dangerous genius."

Vivienne raised an eyebrow. "That's specific."

"He didn't stop there," Marianne continued reading.

"An obsessed artist."

The silence grew deeper.

"One of the minds responsible for some of the Institute's most significant breakthroughs."

Clara slowly rested her forearms on the table. "Then why does nobody talk about her?"

The question hung suspended in the air. And for the first time, an answer seemed to exist.

The final pages contained the most unexpected revelation. Adrien had dedicated entire weeks to investigating Amber's internal career path. Promotions. Assignments. Evaluations. Administrative reports. Everything. And he had found something strange. Very strange.

Marianne read carefully. Once. Twice. Three times. Because the document claimed something that seemed absurd.

Amber was never rewarded for her successes. She never received the recognition that corresponded to her influence. She never achieved the positions she should have occupied. She had been displaced. Pushed aside. Reallocated.

Adrien had reached a clear conclusion. Management didn't know what to do with her. Too brilliant. Too unpredictable. Too independent. Too difficult to control.

The solution had been simple. Send Amber away from the center of power. Assign her to a secluded facility. An experimental facility. A facility ignored by the majority of directors.

Level Zero.

Marianne remained motionless, staring at the final lines. Adrien had written a concluding note in the margin. The ink looked more hurried. More emotional. More personal.

"They made a mistake."

"They believed they were exiling her."

The room went completely silent. No one spoke for several seconds. Clara was the first.

"What does that mean?"

Marianne slowly closed the document. Her mind was still processing everything—the reports, the notes, the observations. The image was beginning to take shape, and that shape was deeply unsettling.

Because for months, she had imagined Amber as just another cog in the system. A supervisor. A director. Another figure inside the machinery.

Now she saw something else. Someone far more important. Far more influential. Far more dangerous.

A woman capable of transforming an administrative punishment into a revolutionary project. A woman who had built something entirely her own right beneath the Institute's feet.

Marianne pressed her hands against the table, and she felt a chill run down her spine.
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Chapter 9: The Dollmaker

The results were absurd.

Amber stared at the main screen in her office while an endless succession of graphics illuminated the room.

Rising lines.

Stable indicators.

Optimistic projections.

Metrics that, months ago, would have seemed like sheer fantasy.

Her coffee mug rested forgotten beside several printed reports.

Cold.

Untouched.

There were far more interesting things to look at.

Much more interesting.

Level Zero.

Her fingers traced the screen.

Candy.

Excellent emotional adaptation. Rising stability. Consolidated bonds.

Bambi.

Sustained progress. Reduced anxiety. Positive response to the immersive simulations.

Ginger.

Amber smiled faintly. Ginger had been Level Zero's very first creation, and she held a special esteem for her. Every single breakthrough had cost twice the effort. Every result had demanded surgical precision. Every bit of resistance had forced her to redesign entire procedures. And yet, it was working. Even Ginger. Especially Ginger. Her great rival, a brilliant and perceptive mind, smarter than the average Institute recruit, was finally succeeding.

Amber moved to the last file.

Elly.

For a few seconds, she simply stared at the data. Not because it was surprising, but because she already knew it by heart. Because she had reviewed that file far too many times.

The smile returned. Softer. More personal.

A light knock on the door interrupted her thoughts.

"Come in."

The door opened. Elly appeared with a folder tucked under her arm. She took a seat across from the desk.

Amber refocused on the screens. For several minutes, they worked in silence. A comfortable, familiar silence. Something that would have seemed impossible months ago.

Finally, Elly noticed one of the graphs.

"Are those our results?"

"Yes."

"They look good."

"They are."

Amber rested her pen on the desk. Her eyes returned to the main screen. For a few seconds, she remained quiet. Thoughtful. Then she spoke.

"I didn't think it would be possible to get this far."

Elly looked up immediately. That sentence caught her attention because Amber didn't talk like that. She didn't usually acknowledge doubts. She didn't usually admit to limits. She didn't usually express surprise.

"That sounded almost human."

Amber arched an eyebrow. "How cruel."

"I say it with affection."

"That makes it worse."

Elly smiled. The satisfied expression that appeared on Amber's face lasted for just an instant before vanishing, but Elly caught it. And it made her feel strangely happy.

She looked back at the reports. All of them. Candy. Bambi. Ginger. Herself. They had changed. Incredibly so. More than anyone would have imagined. More than they themselves were willing to admit.

"You're proud."

Amber sat motionless.

"Yes," the answer came without hesitation. "Very."

Elly felt a small pang of satisfaction. She knew how difficult it was to hear something like that. Especially from her.

"You should be."

Amber leaned back in her chair. For once, she didn't argue.

The afternoon advanced slowly. The pinkish light that characterized the corridors of Level Zero began to filter through the office's decorative windows. Elly looked at the hundreds of scattered documents. Sketches. Designs. Blueprints. Research. Handwritten notes. The room still looked like the private workshop of an obsessed inventor. Every surface was occupied by some idea in development.

Elly picked up one of the notebooks and opened it. Diagrams. Annotations. Corrections. More annotations. Amber didn't even seem to realize how hard she worked. She breathed projects. She lived inside them.

Finally, Elly asked the question that had been hovering in her mind for weeks.

"Why are you still here?"

Amber looked up. "Here where?"

"Here." Elly gestured around the room. "Level Zero."

The answer didn't come immediately. Amber looked back at the screen, then at the ceiling, as if organizing her thoughts. That in itself was unusual. What was even stranger was that she actually decided to answer.

"Because management never knew what to do with me."

Elly rested her elbows on the desk, listening intently. Amber rarely spoke about herself, and when she did, she always chose carefully what to show.

"Were you that problematic?"

"I am."

"Good point."

A brief smile appeared.

"They thought I was useful," Amber said, picking up an old folder and holding it between her fingers. "But also uncomfortable."

"Why?"

"Because I like ideas."

"That sounds innocent enough."

"It depends on the idea."

Elly couldn't help but laugh. Amber continued.

"Most people work within certain boundaries. I was never particularly good with boundaries."

That statement was so glaringly obvious it almost felt absurd. Amber ignored the irony.

"I developed treatments. Programs. Procedures. New models. Many worked. Some worked a little too well."

For the first time, Amber seemed slightly distant, as if she were looking back at another era, at another version of herself.

"Management appreciates results. But they don't appreciate surprises."

Elly understood immediately. "They pushed you aside?"

Amber smiled. An elegant, almost amused smile.

"That's a diplomatic way of putting it."

The answer hung floating between them. And for the first time, a few pieces began to click into place. Level Zero. The isolation. The almost absolute freedom. The resources. The sheer distance from the rest of the Institute.

Everything clicked into place.

"They sent you here."

"Yes."

"As a punishment?"

Amber looked around the room. The laboratories. The screens. The designs. The VR systems. All of it existed because of that exile.

"They tried to cast me aside." Her gaze slowly swept across every corner. "They ended up handing me my own kingdom."

The confidence in that sentence would have sounded like arrogance in anyone else. Coming from Amber, it sounded simply factual. Because it was true. Level Zero bore her mark in every detail. On every wall. In every procedure. In every decision.

Silence returned for a few seconds. A comfortable, reflective one. Until Amber spoke again, this time with a different voice. Lower. More sincere.

"But it is still a prison."

Elly raised her head. That sentence didn't fit. It didn't come from the Mistress Amber everyone knew. It came from someone else—someone far more difficult to see.

Amber stared at the window, the closed doors, the corridors, the cameras. Everything.

"An elegant prison. Comfortable. Well-funded." Her fingers tapped softly against the desk. "But I'm still here."

The simplicity of those words made them much heavier. Elly had never thought about it that way. Amber had authority, control, resources, power—yet she was also trapped. Perhaps in a different way. Perhaps inside a larger, more sophisticated cell. But trapped nonetheless.

The thought remained between them. Silent. Unsettling. And then Elly spoke, without thinking too much, without calculating, simply because it was true.

"Then we are more alike than you think."

Amber went completely still. The comment seemed to have pierced through some invisible defense. Her eyes remained fixed on Elly for several seconds. No irony. No humor. No immediate response.

Elly felt a slight heat rise up her cheeks. That gaze was intense—incredibly so. Finally, Amber looked away. For the first time in a very long time, she seemed to have no prepared answer. And that was extraordinarily rare.

Far away from Level Zero, in another section of the Institute, another woman was looking over reports. And her expression grew colder with every page.

Lys slowly flipped to the next document, then the next, then another. The office remained in absolute silence. An impeccable room. Ordered. Controlled. Exactly like her.

The numbers were impossible to ignore. Clinical results. Psychological evaluations. Adaptation statistics. Future projections. Everything pointed in the exact same direction. Success. An extraordinary success.

Lys closed one folder and opened another. The data only made the situation worse, because it continued to be excellent. This problem could no longer be attributed to luck, coincidence, or a temporary anomaly. Amber was getting real, consistent, repeatable, and revolutionary results.

The door opened. Myra walked in without announcing herself—something very few people could afford to do.

"Have you seen them yet?"

Lys raised her eyes slightly. "Yes."

Myra took a seat. "And?"

Lys slid a folder across the desk. Myra began to read. Her expression changed gradually—first curiosity, then attention, and finally, worry.

"This is a lot."

"Yes."

"Too much."

Lys looked back at the graphs. Those rising lines seemed to mock her. Month after month, evaluation after evaluation, project after project. Amber kept growing. Kept improving. Kept advancing.

"We thought she was isolated," Myra said.

"She was."

"Then what happened?"

Lys pressed her hands against the desk. Thoughtful. Cold. Calculating. Because the answer was becoming glaringly obvious, and she didn't like it. Not at all.

Level Zero had stopped being a footnote. It had stopped being an elegant exile. It had stopped being a forgotten corner of the Institute. Now, it was producing results that no one else could match. And behind all of it, there was a single name. Amber.

Myra closed the folder slowly. "It's going to draw attention."

"It already is."

The tension remained suspended in the air. Heavy. Silent. Inevitable. Because both of them understood exactly what those reports meant. Amber was no longer just an investigator pushed away from the center of power. She was no longer an anomaly confined underground. She was no longer an exile.

She was coming back. And if no one intervened soon, the entire future of the Institute might end up orbiting around her.
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Chapter 10: The High Table

The invitation arrived on a Tuesday.

Amber read it twice, then a third time. Not because it was complicated, but because it was unexpected. Very unexpected. For years, she had barely received any direct communication from upper management. Reports, requests, budgets—nothing more.

This was different. An official summons. The annual oversight meeting. Attendance mandatory.

Amber left the document on her desk. Elly observed her expression.

"That looks important."

"It is."

"Something bad?"

Amber rested her chin on one hand, thoughtful. "Depends."

"A comforting answer."

"Thank you."

Elly smiled. Amber read the invitation once more. That meeting brought together some of the most influential people in the Institute. Directors, supervisors, international coordinators, donor representatives. For years, no one had shown much interest in Level Zero. Now they wanted her to present her results. That spoke volumes, and not necessarily anything good.

The journey began two days later. Level Zero remained deep below the main structure—isolated, separate, almost forgotten. Amber stepped out of the private elevators and moved through sectors her girls had never seen. Even after all these years, that part of the Institute still felt strange to her.

The corridors were massive, lined with light marble. Elegant chandeliers projected a warm glow onto the high ceilings. The air smelled of expensive perfume and polished wood. Nothing about it felt like a medical institution; nothing suggested rehabilitation. Everything conveyed wealth, influence, and prestige.

People dressed in impeccable suits crossed the corridors. Some conversed in different languages, while others reviewed electronic documents as they walked. Amber recognized several faces, and many recognized her. The reactions were interesting—curiosity, surprise, a certain caution. Some people even seemed nervous. That amused her immensely.

She kept moving forward. The areas reserved for donors looked like luxury hotels—private lounges, exclusive dining rooms, indoor gardens, and carefully curated artwork. The true scale of the Institute became starkly evident. This was far larger than any individual program, far bigger than any single director. An international organization—complex, profoundly powerful, and deeply wealthy.

Amber finally reached the main auditorium. The doors were already open. The room was impressive even at first glance, featuring semicircular rows, giant screens, tables reserved for regional representatives, and spaces designated for special guests. The constant murmur of dozens of conversations filled the air.

Amber took her seat. Several heads turned immediately. Some people smiled, while others simply stared. She responded with a slight tilt of her head—nothing more.

The meeting began punctually. One presentation followed another. A European director exposed the results of a specialized educational program. Then, an Asian supervisor presented statistics on international integration. Next, a North American coordinator spoke about operational expansion. Graphics, percentages, indicators, projections—everything impeccably professional, carefully prepared, and deeply corporate.

Amber listened while taking a few notes. Many of the figures were impressive; some were exaggerated, others clearly doctored. Nothing new.

Finally, it was Lys's turn. The atmosphere shifted immediately. It was palpable. Lys remained one of the most representative figures of the Institute. Her reputation had been growing for years, and her results backed it up.

She walked toward the stage with absolute elegance. Impeccable dress, perfect posture, controlled smile. Confidence seemed to cling to her like a second skin.

The screens illuminated. Advanced. The name appeared alongside a series of spectacular graphics. Lys began to speak. Her voice filled the room—confident, refined, magnetic. She presented success stories, international recognition, recent expansions, psychological results, and stability indicators. Each slide reinforced the same idea: Advanced remained one of the flagship programs of the Institute, and Lys was its architect.

The attendees listened intently, taking notes and nodding along. Some even smiled. When she finished, the applause came immediately—long, solid, and well-deserved. Lys offered an elegant tilt of her head in gratitude and returned to her seat. For a fleeting instant, her eyes locked with Amber's. The smile remained intact, but something behind it looked far colder.

Several presentations later, the moment arrived. Amber heard her name. She stood up, walked toward the stage, and felt the shift in tension immediately. The expectation was different. Many attendees looked intrigued, others skeptical. Some barely remembered who she was; the veteran executives harbored vague memories of the "child genius"—that was how they knew her when she had first joined the Institute—though few openly acknowledged that the majority of current protocols bore her signature.

Amber connected her device. The screens illuminated. Level Zero appeared against the dark background.

And then she began.

The first few minutes were quiet. Introduction, context, methodology. Several people seemed to expect an interesting but ultimate irrelevant presentation. That changed rapidly.

Amber showed the initial results. Then the intermediate ones. Then the most recent data. The room began to fall into a dead silence—a different kind of silence. More attentive. More concentrated.

The metrics flashed across the screens one after another. Emotional adaptation.

Behavioral stability.

Social integration.

Relapse resistance.

Identity development.

Every indicator was climbing. Consistently. Sustainably. Documented.

Then came the immersive simulations. The VR project. The technical explanation spanned several minutes. Amber answered questions even before they could be asked. Cognitive architecture. Emotional design. Behavioral modeling. Each concept was robustly backed by hard data. Research. Results. Projections.

The expressions in the audience began to shift. People were no longer watching out of mere professional courtesy; they were watching because they were interested. Genuinely interested. Amber perceived it immediately and pressed on.

The question-and-answer session began before the presentation even concluded. A board member raised a hand.

"Do the effects hold after immersion?"

Amber changed the slide. The data appeared instantly.

"Yes."

She explained the underlying mechanisms involved. The measurements. The verifications. The response was flawless. Another question followed, then another, and yet another. Amber answered every single one with absolute precision. Without consulting notes. Without hesitating. Without losing her thread.

The attendees began to exchange hushed remarks, writing faster notes, requesting copies of her reports. The energy in the room had completely transformed.

Lys sat motionless. Observing. Listening. Analyzing. Her expression remained perfect—controlled and professional. But something was tightening behind her eyes. Because the comparisons were starting to emerge, naturally, without any apparent malice.

A European representative raised a hand. "How do these results compare to the Advanced programs?"

The question floated heavily in the air. Amber didn't even look toward Lys. She simply answered with data, with figures, with comparative studies. No attacking. No provoking. No need to. The information spoke for itself.

Another board member intervened. "The emotional integration rates are surprisingly high."

"Correct."

"Higher than I expected."

"Mine as well."

Several people smiled. Even a few veteran members looked utterly fascinated. This was exactly what Amber did best: solving problems that others didn't even know how to formulate.

Myra watched everything from the back of the room. In silence. Without intervening. Without showing a shred of emotion. And precisely because of that, she was dangerous. While many of the attendees were reacting to the present moment, she was looking into the future. The conversations. The questions. The glances. The shifts in attitude. All of it.

Amber was accumulating something far more important than mere praise. Influence. Interest. Attention. And those things inevitably converted into power. Myra knew the process perfectly; she had seen it before, enough to recognize the warning signs.

This was only the beginning.

The presentation wrapped up forty minutes later. The room remained completely still for a heartbeat. Then came the applause. Loud. Spontaneous. Much more intense than Amber had anticipated. She tilted her head slightly in acknowledgment and stepped down from the stage.

Several people tried to stop her to ask additional questions. Others requested future meetings or asked for direct access to her research files. Amber responded politely, promising to send over documentation, exchanging contacts, and finally managing to escape into the outer corridor.

She needed coffee. Urgently.

She walked down the main hallway, leaving the auditorium doors behind, though the hum of conversation continued inside. Amber was about to turn the corner when she overheard voices. They weren't directed at her. Two board members—veterans, highly influential—thought she had already left.

"I must admit, I didn't expect this."

"Neither did I."

Amber slowed her pace slightly, without stopping. Listening.

"Perhaps we kept her too far from the spotlight."

There was a brief pause, and then the reply came. Calm. Reflective. And far more unsettling.

"Perhaps that was exactly what she needed to create something even better."

Amber kept walking, a small smile appearing on her lips.

And far across the room, seated at opposite ends of the auditorium, Lys and Myra arrived at the exact same conclusion.

The problem had just grown.
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Chapter 11: A Future Beyond the Institute

Amber returned three days later.

Three days during which Candy had developed at least seven distinct theories. According to the first, Amber had been promoted. According to the second, she had been arrested. According to the third, she had initiated an all-out corporate war against another division. Ginger insisted they were all completely stupid, while Bambi opined that the fifth theory actually made some sense. Elly simply smiled.

That afternoon, they were all gathered in the common area when they heard footsteps approaching from the main hallway. Candy raised her head immediately.

"There she is."

"How do you know?" Bambi asked.

"Because nobody else walks like they own the entire planet."

The door swung open, and Amber appeared. Elegant as always. Impeccable as always. But something was different. Elly noticed it first, then Ginger, then the rest.

Amber was in a good mood. Not that sharp, amused sort of mood she used to torment people, either. This was something else. She looked satisfied. Profundamente satisfied. It was a rare expression on her face, and precisely because of that, it demanded their absolute attention.

Candy bolted to her feet. "Did you win?"

Amber arched an eyebrow. "Did I win what?"

"I don't know."

"Then it's difficult to answer."

"How was the meeting?" Bambi asked.

Amber set a heavy folder down on the table. "Interesting."

Ginger scoffed. "That means it was important."

"Correct."

"And?"

Amber observed the four expectant faces. Their curiosity was so glaringly obvious that even she seemed amused by it. Elly crossed her arms.

"You're making them suffer on purpose."

"Yes."

"I knew it."

A brief smile touched Amber's lips before she finally took a seat. For a long moment, she simply looked at them. The four of them, together, waiting for news. The sight stirred a warm, unexpected sensation somewhere deep in her chest—a strange feeling that was becoming increasingly frequent, and increasingly difficult to ignore.

Finally, she spoke. "I have secured approval for the next phase."

The silence lasted for barely a second before the questions erupted, all at the same time.

"What does that mean?"

"What phase?"

"Is it good?"

"What did you do?"

Amber raised a single hand, and the voices vanished instantly.

"It means the results were accepted. They drew a great deal of attention."

Candy grinned. "I knew you were an evil genius."

"Only half of that sentence is correct."

"Which half?"

Amber ignored the question. The conversation continued for several minutes, the girls begging for details while Amber offered only the bare minimum required to satisfy them—never enough to lose her air of mystery.

But this afternoon, there was something else. Something she had been considering for weeks, and which she had kept entirely to herself until now.

She opened the heavy folder, extracted several documents, and laid them out across the table. The four of them watched her, utterly confused.

"What is that?" Bambi asked.

Amber rested her hand over the papers. "Plans. Plans for afterward."

Silence fell immediately—heavy, sudden, and unexpected. Because no one had mentioned that concept in a very long time. Afterward. The word felt distant, almost surreal, like a city viewed from the far shore of a vast ocean.

Amber watched them carefully, registering every reaction, every emotion, and every micro-expression. Then, she continued.

"You have worked hard for months. No one can guarantee the future, but I can prepare it."

Candy blinked. "Prepare it?"

Amber nodded, picking up the first document. "Candy."

The young woman sat up a little straighter. Amber slid a specific folder toward her. "Your case required certain unique considerations."

"That sounds worrying."

"It is."

Candy grimaced, but Amber cut her off. "Silence."

Candy obeyed, out of habit more than actual discipline.

Amber opened the folder. "You have put a great deal of effort into your classes. I know we haven't officially chosen a specialization yet, but there is a considerable list of female executives within the Institute who would be absolutely thrilled to have an assistant like you. We can review the options so you can make the best choice—whether that's staying close to what you already know or making a completely fresh start. It will be your decision."

Candy listened intently, her usual restless energy completely vanishing.

"Stable housing," Amber listed off, turning the pages. "Psychological support. Supplementary education. Optional follow-up monitoring."

The pages went on, and with every explanation, Candy's expression shifted. She became slower, quieter, visibly overwhelmed by emotion. For the first time, someone was describing a viable, realistic future for her. A real life—not a fantasy. Having fallen to Level Zero, she had secretly feared she would only ever leave the facility as a sexual object, but this layout offered a profoundly peaceful life. And it was a life she was beginning to realize she truly wanted.

"Does all of this actually exist?" Candy asked.

"Yes."

"For me?"

Amber held her gaze. "Yes."

Candy looked back down at the documents, her fingers tracing the edges of the paper slowly, as if terrified they might vanish into thin air if she let go.

Next came Bambi's turn. Amber picked up another folder and placed it directly in front of her. Bambi looked instantly anxious.

"What's wrong?" she asked.

Amber fell silent for a few moments, choosing her words carefully—a highly unusual trait for her.

"Your situation is a bit more complicated."

Bambi nodded. She knew. She had always known.

Amber opened the folder. "I took some time to gather information."

That immediately caught Bambi's absolute focus. "About my mother?"

"Yes," Amber replied, her voice steady. Bambi's own breath was barely a whisper as Amber began to lay out the documents.

Addresses. Logs. Contacts. Possible locations. The information was incomplete, fragmentary, but entirely real.

"Some leads are still valid."

Bambi’s heart began to race. "Do you think I could find her?"

Amber looked at the papers, then at her. "I think there is a possibility."

Those words were enough. Bambi’s eyes filled with tears almost immediately. She didn't try to hide them; she couldn't. For years, that hope had remained buried—small, fragile.

"Though, of course, the debt to the Institute for your treatment still exists," Amber continued. "But just as with Candy, I believe I have found the best option. Your progress has been significant, and you display crucial traits like patience and empathy. I would like to present you as an art teacher for the Institute. That will give you the freedom to rebuild your life by your mother's side."

Ginger received the third folder. She stared at it with suspicion, as if it might detonate.

"I hate when you do this."

"Do what?"

"Act kind."

Amber smiled. "It's a recurring problem."

Ginger took the documents and began to read. Little by little, her expression shifted. Academic institutions. Laboratories. Research centers. Specialized programs. Scholarships. Technological projects. Her attention was completely ensnared.

Amber watched the process with evident satisfaction. "Your profile is very unique."

Ginger kept reading. "That usually means I'm difficult."

"That too."

Several pages contained specific proposals. Real opportunities. Intellectual labor. Advanced research. Spaces where her curiosity would be valued, where her capabilities would be useful, and where she wouldn't have to hide who she was.

Ginger slowly closed the folder. She remained in silence—something extremely rare.

"What?" Candy asked.

Ginger shook her head, still processing it. "It's good."

Candy's eyes widened. "Was that a compliment?"

"I think it was."

"Write it down, everyone."

Amber hid a smile behind her coffee mug.

Finally, it was Elly's turn. The last folder. Or so it seemed. Amber held it for a few seconds, thoughtful, then slipped it back away.

Elly blinked. "And mine?"

Amber rested her elbows on the table. "Your situation is different."

"That sounds suspicious."

"Correct."

"Amber."

That smile returned—soft, teasing, difficult to interpret. "There are plans."

"What kind of plans?"

"Special plans."

The others protested immediately. Candy pointed at Elly. "Favoritism."

"Blatant," Bambi agreed, nodding. "Undeniable."

Even Ginger looked amused. Amber remained completely unbothered.

"Your files are different."

"Nobody believes you."

"I know."

Elly tried to maintain a serious face but failed quickly. This dynamic was too familiar, too comfortable. And it made her happy.

The afternoon wore on for hours. The girls began to ask questions—so many questions about cities, jobs, possibilities, studies, people, and options. For the first time, the conversations revolved entirely around the future. The difference seemed small, but it changed everything. Because a future implied permanence. It implied hope. It implied believing there would be a tomorrow.

Amber listened to most of it, intervening occasionally to correct details, explain procedures, and clarify doubts. And as she watched the four of them, she realized something. Months ago, these girls spoke primarily out of fear. Now, they spoke of possibilities. The transformation was extraordinary.

That night, long after Amber had left the common area, the four of them remained gathered. The soft lighting painted the room in warm tones. Candy was still reviewing documents; Bambi seemed unable to pull herself away from her folder; Elly stared distractedly at the ceiling; and Ginger was unusually quiet.

The conversation gradually dwindled into a comfortable, familiar silence.

Finally, Ginger spoke, her voice quiet and contemplative. "I thought I would die here."

The words hung heavy in the air. No one answered immediately because they all understood exactly what they meant—even more so coming from her.

"Or that one day, when Amber got tired of me, she would hand me over to Kessler. That they would erase what's left of me. It's not much, but I'm glad they aren't going to brainwash me."

Ginger rarely spoke of her fears, let alone so directly. She looked at the folders on the table—the plans, the opportunities, the promises. Then she spoke again.

"Maybe I was wrong. Maybe she isn't a monster. Not the one I thought she was."

The silence returned, but now it was different—softer, brighter. Candy smiled. Bambi did too. Elly observed her friend for several seconds and felt something akin to pure happiness. She understood exactly how much weight those words carried.

From the outer hallway, entirely unbeknownst to them, Amber overheard fragments of the conversation. Not all of it—just a few phrases, a bit of laughter, a few comments. It was enough.

She stood motionless for a few seconds, observing through the partially obscured glass. The four of them were together, relaxed, talking about the future, building plans, and imagining lives. And for the first time in a very long time, Amber allowed a very specific emotion to occupy space inside her.

Pride. Pure, silent, and profound.

The sensation lingered for a few moments, warm and persistent. Then, she lightly adjusted her jacket, recovered her usual calm expression, and continued walking down the corridors of Level Zero. Though that small smile accompanied her all the way back to her office.
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Chapter 12: The Perfect Sissy

The idea was Amber's. That alone was highly suspicious.

When she showed up in the common area that afternoon with a folder under her arm and an expression that was far too calm, Ginger knew immediately that something strange was brewing.

"What did you do?" she asked.

Amber didn't even look up. "How aggressive."

"I know you."

"That is also aggressive."

Candy looked back and forth between them. "Should I be worried?"

"Always," Amber and Ginger replied in unison.

Bambi burst out laughing, while Elly hid a smile behind a teacup. For a few seconds, even Amber seemed amused.

Then she closed her folder and announced: "There are no scheduled activities for tonight."

The four of them went dead still.

"What?" Candy asked. "Did I hear wrong?"

"No."

"Then that was an overreaction."

"Amber, you've been scheduling our lives down to the way we breathe for months."

"A profoundly unfair accusation."

"Completely fair."

Amber ignored the protest, as she always did. "Considering recent results, I have decided to permit an exception."

Ginger narrowed her eyes. "That sounds dangerous."

"Everything interesting is." The answer did absolutely nothing to reassure them.

The real surprise came hours later. The common area had been completely reorganized. Cushions, blankets, drinks, snacks, and a massive screen occupying the main wall.

Candy stared at the scene with her mouth wide open. "Is this a slumber party?"

Amber arranged several documents on a nearby table. "No."

"It's a slumber party."

"No."

"Amber."

"Yes?"

"It is literally a slumber party."

Amber feigned reflection. "Perhaps."

Bambi let out another laugh. Even Ginger seemed incapable of maintaining her usual sternness. Elly contemplated the room—the warm lights, the soft blankets, the tiny, thoughtful details—and felt a strange sensation. This scene felt entirely impossible. Months ago, she would have sworn she’d never see anything like it. Much less organized by Amber.

The night advanced slowly, and in an unexpectedly pleasant manner. They started with movies, then games, and then conversations. So many conversations. Some were absurd, others deeply sincere, but most ended up drifting into completely ridiculous territory.

Candy monopolized a good portion of the evening. "I'm telling you, I could easily survive an alien invasion."

"You would die first," Ginger countered.

"That was cruel."

"It was statistically accurate."

"Amber, tell her something."

Amber looked up from her coffee. "I'm with Ginger."

"Traitors."

Bambi was laughing so hard she could barely breathe. Elly ended up resting her head against a large cushion, simply watching the beautiful disaster unfold. For several hours, nobody talked about treatments, evaluations, procedures, or the Institute. It was just them. Existing together, sharing time. Like friends. Like a strange family built in an even stranger place.

Later, they began to reminisce about their very first months, and that turned out even worse because now they could actually laugh about it.

"Do you remember when Candy tried to escape using a breakfast tray?" Bambi asked.

Candy pressed a hand to her chest. "It was a complex strategy."

"It was a tray."

"A tray with vision."

Ginger shook her head. "She still didn't understand how the electronic doors worked."

"That wasn't relevant."

"It was extremely relevant."

Amber hid a smile behind her mug. Elly noticed it, and it made her smile too. Months ago, those stories would have been incredibly painful. Now, they were part of something different. A shared past. A common history.

The greatest surprise of all was that Amber stayed. Nobody had expected that. One hour passed, then another, and then another. She didn't seem to be in a hurry, nor did she look for an excuse to leave. She was simply present. Participating. Observing. Commenting occasionally.

Candy was the first to openly point it out. "You're still here."

Amber arched an eyebrow. "An impressive observation."

"I thought you'd vanish."

"How disappointing."

"A little."

That reply provoked a round of laughter. Even Ginger seemed relaxed, perhaps for the very first time since she had arrived at Level Zero. And precisely because of that, the night became deeply important. For a few hours, obvious hierarchies ceased to exist. Amber was still Amber; the authority and the respect were still there, but something else occupied the space right alongside it. Familiarity. Trust. Affection. Emotions that months ago would have seemed utterly impossible.

Little by little, exhaustion began to win out. Candy was the first victim, as always—right in the middle of defending an absurd theory about romantic comedies. Ten minutes later, she was out cold, completely asleep with a twisted blanket thrown over her body.

Bambi observed her. "Impressive."

"Her personal record," Ginger commented.

Amber barely looked up. "Twenty-two seconds."

"Did you actually time it?" Elly asked.

"Of course." Nobody knew if she was joking. With Amber, that was par for the course.

Bambi went down next, leaning back against several cushions with a peaceful, relaxed expression. In complete peace. That image touched Elly more than she anticipated, because she remembered the terrified, hyper-vigilant Bambi of the early days so perfectly. The difference was enormous. Gigantic. Beautiful.

Ginger resisted much longer. Out of pure pride, Elly was absolutely certain.

"You can sleep, you know," Elly told her.

"I am perfectly awake."

Ginger replied.

Two minutes later, she was fast asleep.

The glaring contradiction brought a quiet smile to the room. Amber was the only one who didn't say a word, though a flicker of genuine amusement was visible in her eyes.

A deep, comfortable silence began to spread through the common area. Only two people remained awake.

Elly.

And Amber.

The lights had been dimmed. The screen was dark. Blankets covered the other three girls. Everything felt calm. Strangely calm.

Amber glanced at a clock, then at several folders, and finally sighed.

"I should finish some reports."

Elly smiled. "What a tragedy."

"It is."

"I'll help you."

Amber looked at her. Both of them knew it was an excuse—and a rather poor one at that. But neither had any intention of pointing it out.

The office was dead silent. The soft illumination cast golden reflections across the walls. Amber reviewed documents while Elly organized files—an unnecessarily slow task. Neither seemed to be in a hurry. Time moved lazily, comfortably.

Finally, Amber closed one folder, then another, then a third, and sat staring at a screen. Thoughtful. Deeply thoughtful.

Elly rested her arms on the desk. "What's wrong?"

Amber remained quiet for a few seconds, as if organizing her thoughts.

"I was reviewing the final evaluations."

"And?"

The answer took longer to arrive than usual. When she finally spoke, her voice sounded different. More sincere. More personal.

"You are the most perfect sissy to ever pass through this Institute."

Elly went completely still. The statement felt too massive, too unexpected. Amber rarely offered praise, and when she did, it was typically precise and controlled. This was something else entirely.

"I don't know what to say."

"That is a rare occurrence for you."

"Perfect?"

Amber nodded slowly. "Extraordinarily adaptable. Intelligent. Empathetic. Resilient." Her eyes remained fixed on Elly—attentive and warm. "You have exceeded every expectation I had."

Elly felt a sudden heat rise to her cheeks. She wasn't used to hearing things like that, let alone from Amber.

Then Amber added something else, something that seemed to cost her an effort to admit.

"I was tempted."

Elly blinked. "Tempted?"

Amber let out a quiet laugh—tired, but completely honest. "Very."

The confession hung suspended between them.

"To what?"

Amber looked at the documents, then around the room, and finally back at her.

"To keep you here."

Elly felt a small shiver run through her. Not of fear, but of pure emotion. She understood exactly what that admission meant.

"As my greatest success," Amber continued. "My favorite project." A fleeting smile appeared—soft, bittersweet. "I almost considered it."

Elly remained silent, simply listening.

"But it would be selfish," Amber said, resting a hand on the desk. "I want to see you free." The raw sincerity of those words filled the entire room—no embellishments, no irony, no games. "I want to see you happy. I want to see what you do with everything you've built."

The emotion swelling in Elly's chest became difficult to describe. She knew exactly how much that meant, and she knew how incredibly difficult it was for Amber to say it aloud.

Several seconds ticked past. Neither spoke, until Elly broke the silence with a simplicity that caught Amber completely off guard.

"Then you should get out too."

Amber blinked. "Excuse me?"

"Get out." Elly shrugged slightly, as if stating something entirely obvious. "We are the prisoners." Her gaze swept across the office—the walls, the doors, the corridors beyond the glass. "But you can't leave either."

An immediate silence fell—profound and absolute. Amber sat motionless. The idea had returned. The same conversation, the same observation, the very same wound Elly had touched months ago. And Amber still didn't have an adequate answer.

Elly smiled softly. "When all of this is over," she continued, "you should do something for yourself."

Amber just watched her, stripped of sarcasm or any immediate retort, simply taking her in. For the first time in a very long time, she looked genuinely caught off guard.

"Come with me," Elly whispered.

She took Amber by the hand, leading her out to the center of the common area.

"Kneel, my favorite sissy."

Elly obeyed instantly, her heart hammering wildly against her ribs. Her nightgown rode up, exposing her rounded cheeks and the plug vibrating softly within her.

Amber unfastened her elegant black silk robe, revealing a thick, glossy black strap-on. She adjusted it with precise, practiced movements and took Elly by the hair.

"Open that pretty little mouth."

Elly parted her lips, and Amber slid the strap-on inside with controlled slowness. The young woman took it in with utter devotion, licking and sucking while looking up. Amber let out a low groan, shifting her hips in a gentle rhythm.

"Like that... very good. Deeper. I want you to feel it, to enjoy it."

Elly pushed through, saliva escaping down her chin as she whimpered around the toy, her own plug vibrating with increasing intensity. Amber stroked her hair with a possessive, tender touch.

After several minutes, Amber withdrew the strap-on from her mouth and guided her onto all fours over the plush carpet.

"Spread your legs. Show me that well-trained little ass."

Elly obeyed, trembling with anticipation. Amber knelt right behind her, rubbing the tip of the strap-on against her entrance—already slick and wet from the plug—and pushed slowly all the way inside.

Elly let out a strangled gasp. Amber began to pace herself, driving into her with deep, controlled strokes, keeping one hand firmly on her hip and the other anchoring her hair.

The rhythm quickened. The slick, heavy sound of their impact filled the room. Elly tried to keep quiet, but a sharp cry escaped her with every deep thrust. Her cage dripped onto the carpet beneath her.

Losing all control, Elly pushed back against the friction, entirely consumed by the pleasure. Amber accelerated, gripping Elly's hips tightly with both hands.

"Cum for me, gorgeous."

With a long, shuddering sob, Elly broke, her cage releasing a tense orgasm while Amber drove home a final few times.

When it was over, Amber slowly withdrew the toy and kissed the nape of Elly's neck with profound tenderness.

"You are the most perfect sissy I've ever had," she murmured, for Elly's ears alone.

Smiling with quiet satisfaction, Amber draped a blanket over Elly and lay down right beside her. The night stretched on, wrapped in a silence heavy with entirely new emotions.
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Chapter 13: The Threat

Myra did not look up immediately. The report had remained open on her desk for several minutes, its digital pages casting a faint glow over the dark, polished surface of the table.

Silence. Order. Control. Three elements she appreciated deeply.

Her fingers scrolled slowly through the document. She wasn't reading clinical results, nor was she reviewing financial statistics or future projections. She already knew those figures, and they were excellent. That was precisely the problem. Amber’s results had become too good to be ignored.

But that wasn't what worried Myra. What truly caught her attention appeared in another section—one much smaller, far more discreet, and infinitely more dangerous.

Behavioral Observations.

Myra re-read one of the lines. "Group cohesion continues to strengthen."

The next: "Subjects display high levels of mutual trust."

And another: "The primary authority figure generates stable, positive emotional responses."

Her expression didn't change, but her eyes lingered for a few extra seconds on that specific phrase. Primary authority figure. Amber, of course.

She continued reading. "Interpersonal influence exceeds initial forecasts. Behavioral resistance decreases even outside of scheduled protocols. Participants actively seek approval."

Myra partially closed her eyes, thinking. This didn't just describe a successful program. It described something entirely different—something far more difficult to measure.

Loyalty. And loyalty had always been a problem. Because loyalty couldn't be bought. It couldn't be enforced. It couldn't be guaranteed. Loyalty was born in uncomfortable, unpredictable, and dangerous places.

Her fingers moved to the final section, an area marked as a Special Observation. There, a single name appeared.

Elly.

Myra read the entry carefully, then read it again, and finally let out a slow, measured breath. Nothing dramatic. Nothing emotional. Simply the sound of someone confirming a long-held suspicion.

The closeness between Amber and Elly was glaringly obvious. There were no protocol violations, no disciplinary irregularities—nothing that could be officially leveraged. And yet, it was impossible to ignore. The references appeared time and time after: private sessions, frequent consultations, prolonged interactions, mutual influence, and exceptional trust.

Myra closed the report. This was no longer an administrative issue. It was political.

An hour later, Lys entered the office. The door clicked shut silently behind her. The director of Advanced took a seat without needing an invitation—she was one of the very few people within the Institute who could afford to do so.

Myra slid the report across the desk. Lys looked at it.

"You don't look happy."

"Read."

Lys picked up the document and began to scan the pages. Her expression remained perfectly serene for several minutes, but very slowly, very subtly, it began to harden until she reached the end. She closed the file and remained silent.

"So," she said finally.

"Do you see it now?" Myra asked, nodding slightly. "I'm not worried about the project."

Lys rested a manicured hand on the desk. "You're worried about Amber."

"No." Myra shook her head gently. "I'm worried about what she is building."

That answer provoked another heavy, reflective silence. Lys understood the distinction perfectly, because she saw it too. The results were impressive, the innovations were real, and the program worked. None of that constituted the primary threat. The real problem was the side effect. The community. The connections. The unbreakable bonds. Everything Amber seemed to generate naturally without even trying—or perhaps, by design. It was difficult to tell.

"The girls follow her," Lys noted.

"Yes."

"They trust her."

"Yes."

"And she trusts them."

Myra tapped her fingers against the desk. "That is what worries me."

Lys caught on immediately. The Institute was constructed upon one fundamental premise: individuals must depend on the system, never on specific people. People changed. They disappeared. They failed. The system remained—always, without exception. Amber was altering that equation, and she was doing it successfully.

Lys stood up and walked slowly toward the window. The sprawling city extended into the distance, blurred beneath the late afternoon light.

"She is accumulating influence," Lys said at last.

Myra didn't answer; it wasn't necessary. Both of them knew it was true. After the annual oversight meeting, the situation had only worsened. Too many people were talking about Amber. Too many departments were requesting access to her research. Too many veteran executives were beginning to show interest.

And now, there was something else. The girls of Level Zero. Their example. Their success. Their unyielding loyalty. Everything contributed to the exact same narrative: the narrative of Amber.

Lys stared at her reflection in the glass, thoughtful. "For years, she was isolated. No one paid attention."

"Now everyone is watching her," Myra countered, opening another document. "And each month, she becomes harder to ignore."

Lys returned to her seat. A decision was beginning to take shape between them—cold, logical, and inevitable. Both could feel it.

"We cannot attack her directly," Myra said.

Lys nodded. The idea was absurd. Amber had just become one of the most celebrated figures in the facility. Any frontal assault would provoke unwanted questions, resistance, and unnecessary complications. Besides, the data was too solid. The numbers spoke for her.

And figures had plenty of defenders.

"No," Lys agreed. "It would be a mistake."

Myra opened another folder. This one contained names, evaluations, and classifications. The four girls of Level Zero.

Candy.

Bambi.

Ginger.

Elly.

For several seconds, neither woman spoke. The answer was glaringly obvious, because it had always been obvious. The project wasn’t Amber. The project was the bond. And bonds could be broken.

"If they disappear," Lys murmured, "Level Zero loses its cohesion."

"Yes."

"Amber loses her influence."

"Yes."

"And the experiment ends."

Myra looked down at the files. The decision was entirely devoid of emotion. There was no cruelty in it, no pleasure, no hatred. There was only calculation—institutional logic carried out to its natural, inevitable conclusion. The girls had served their purpose. Their results were already documented, and the project had proven its viability. Now, they could be redistributed, integrated, reassigned, and separated. Like any other resource. Like any other asset.

"What do we do with them?" Lys asked.

Myra already had the answer prepared. "Transfers." A single word. Simple. Precise. Final.

"All of them?"

"All of them."

Lys studied the profiles, thinking, calculating the fallout. "Far away?"

"As far as possible." The response came without a shred of hesitation. Distance was crucial. Distance made it difficult to rebuild bonds; distance eroded connections; distance created absolute dependency. The Institute had spent decades perfecting that very principle.

Myra began to list the options. "Asia. The Middle East." Each destination came attached to potential programs, potential sponsors, and potential assignments. The pieces fit together perfectly. One by one. As they always did.

Far away from that office, completely oblivious to it all, the four girls were enjoying a perfectly normal afternoon. Candy was trying to teach Bambi an absurd game, with catastrophic results.

"The rules don't make any sense," Bambi protested.

"Of course they make sense!"

"No," Ginger interjected. "They don't."

"You two are traitors."

Elly burst out laughing from her spot on one of the sofas. Nearby, Amber was reviewing documents, pretending to work, though she was listening to every single word.

"I need backup here," Candy declared.

"No one is going to help you," Ginger said.

"This is a dictatorship."

"Now that makes sense," Amber chimed in without looking up.

The room erupted in laughter. The afternoon rolled on—light, peaceful, filled with small conversations, quiet jokes, and fleeting moments. Amber occasionally looked up at the four of them without saying a word, logging every interaction, every breakthrough, every expression. She was still a researcher, after all, even in moments like this. And the data continued to fascinate her.

Candy helping Bambi. Ginger participating in conversations she previously would have avoided at all costs. Elly operating as the anchor connecting them all. The entire group functioned like a living structure—complex, stable, and beautiful. A collective creation. And Amber felt a warmth that was difficult to describe every time she saw them together.

At nightfall, the five of them shared dinner. Afterward, they walked through various sectors of Level Zero, talking about future projects, studies, and possibilities. Hope floated in the air—buoyant, natural, as if it had always belonged there, as if nothing could ever disrupt it, as if the future were already secure.

And precisely because of that, it was cruel.

The disaster was already moving forward silently in distant offices, inside signed documents, and through administrative decisions made by people who had never once shared a meal with them.

Night arrived, bringing its usual calm. Level Zero gradually submerged into silence. The lights dimmed, the corridors emptied, and the doors closed. Everything seemed normal. Perfectly normal.

In another part of the Institute, Myra signed the final document. Her signature appeared on the screen—clean, precise, and definitive.

Transfer Approved.

Then another, and another, and one more. Four names. Four destinations. Four futures decided without a single consultation.

Lys watched from the other side of the desk. "She will never forgive you for this."

Myra closed the digital file. "Probably."

"And if she tries to resist?"

The answer came immediately. "Then she will only prove us right."

The silence returned—cold, controlled, and deeply institutional. Myra gathered the files, archived them, and uttered one final phrase before standing up. A simple sentence, the kind that could summarize decades of organizational philosophy.

"Emotional assets are always the hardest to control."

The folder clicked shut. And in that precise instant, the fate of Level Zero was sealed.
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Chapter 14: Transfer Orders

The morning began exactly the same as any other. And perhaps that was why it felt so uniquely cruel.

Candy was trying to convince Bambi that a certain cereal tasted completely different depending on the color of the bowl. Bambi insisted that was total nonsense, while Ginger maintained that both of them desperately needed more interesting problems to worry about. Elly ate her breakfast in silence, watching the exchange with a quiet smile, and Amber scrolled through a tablet while sipping her coffee.

It was a habitual scene. Comfortable. Familiar. The kind of routine that installs itself so slowly and deeply that it begins to feel permanent.

"The blue ones taste better," Candy declared.

"No," Bambi replied.

"Yes."

"No."

"Yes."

Ginger closed her eyes. Amber finally set her mug down on the table. "Both of you are right."

The four of them turned their heads in unison. "Excuse me?" Candy asked.

Amber didn't even look up from her screen. "Color heavily influences the cognitive perception of flavor."

Bambi pointed a finger at Candy. "I really don't like it when you win."

"Hey, I wasn't expecting scientific backing either," Candy grinned.

Amber ignored the rest of the conversation, as she always did. "This afternoon, I want to run a few more integration tests," she noted casually. "I also need to review several VR modules."

Elly nodded. It sounded completely normal. Absolutely normal.

And precisely because of that, nobody paid attention to the noise echoing from the hallway at first.

They were footsteps. Many footsteps. Too many. Heavier than the usual ones. More synchronized. Firmer.

Amber raised her eyes immediately. Something shifted in her expression—only for a fraction of a second, but Elly caught it.

The main door swung open, and the entire atmosphere of the room instantly ruptured.

These weren't members of the regular staff. None of the girls recognized the uniforms, the faces, or the insignias. These people looked different. Rigid. Cold. Hyper-professional. It was as if they had been meticulously trained to never show a single shred of human emotion.

A suffocating silence fell over the room. Candy was the first to speak, her voice dropping. "Who are they?"

No one answered. One of the newcomers stepped forward, holding an electronic tablet. His voice sounded flat, administrative, and entirely distant.

"Authorized transfer."

Amber stood up. Extremely slowly. "I can handle any communications regarding Level Zero myself."

The man barely even looked at her. "The orders have already been approved."

That was all it took. Elly saw Amber’s jaw tighten—a minuscule reaction, but unmistakable.

The man consulted his screen. "Candy."

The young woman blinked, utterly confused. "Me?"

"Yes."

"For what?"

There was no answer. Two of the staff members stepped closer. Polite. Firm. Inappealable.

Candy looked at Amber, then at the others. Her grin had vanished. "Amber?"

The director took a decisive step forward. "I need to see the authorization code."

"It has already been validated."

"By whom?"

Silence.

The man looked back down at his device. "Candy. You must accompany us."

The young woman remained frozen. Scared. Completely lost.

Bambi stood up immediately. "I'm going with her."

One of the guards smoothly blocked her path. "No." The response was instantaneous, cold, and final.

For the first time, something resembling sheer terror began to spread across the common room. Candy started to step backward. "What is happening?!"

Nobody answered. Nobody explained a thing. That was the worst part—the absolute absence of answers. The void. The sudden, agonizing uncertainty.

Elly felt a sickening, familiar pressure tightening in her chest. She knew this exact feeling. She had felt it the day she first arrived at the Institute—the suffocating weight of knowing that other people had already decided your fate, and no one considered it necessary to explain why.

Candy was escorted toward the exit. She didn't scream, and she didn't fight back; she just looked terrified. Confused. And entirely alone.

Bambi tried to push past to follow her again, but they stopped her once more. "Let me through!"

No one reacted. The guards didn't even look annoyed; they simply moved her aside with mechanical efficiency. Without aggression, but without a drop of compassion.

Then came the second order.

"Bambi."

The silence shattered. "No." The word left Bambi's mouth immediately, instinctively, as if she already knew the script. "No," she repeated, louder, more desperate.

Elly felt the world begin to tilt violently beneath her feet. Because this no longer looked like a transfer.

It felt like a separation. A carefully organized demolition.

And then, Ginger understood the exact same thing. She understood it before anyone else—before even Amber. The expression on her face changed entirely.

"They're dispersing us."

The room went dead still. Ginger stared at the newcomers, then at the doors, then at the tablet screens, and finally at Amber.

"They're separating us." Her voice trembled. For the first time. For the first time since Elly had known her, Ginger looked scared. Really, truly scared.

Amber surged forward, no longer trying to conceal anything. "I want to speak with Myra."

No one answered.

"Now."

The guards remained motionless.

"I want to see the full authorization code. I want to know who signed off on this. How this could even be approved."

The man looked back down at his screen, as if checking the weather forecast. "Bambi. You must accompany us."

Amber took another step, and that was when two more people appeared. Special guards. Taller, broader, heavily armored. The moment Amber moved even an inch, the guards shifted. Fast. Precise. They grabbed her by the arms.

It wasn't violent. It wasn't scandalous. It was nothing that would leave a physical mark. And yet, the sight was utterly devastating. Because Amber was never stopped. She was never interrupted. She was never ignored.

Elly felt a massive wave of pure fury. This felt impossible. Wrong. Completely surreal.

Amber fought against the grip for barely a second before she realized the futility of it, and her posture went still. Not because she accepted the situation, but because she understood she couldn't win. Not here. Not in this exact moment.

The main doors slid open again, and an elegant figure walked into the common area. Impeccable. Serene. Perfectly composed.

Lys.

Her presence immediately sucked all the air out of the room. The director of Advanced observed the scene—the girls, the guards, Amber restrained. Nothing seemed to surprise her. Because none of this was a surprise. It had been planned, carefully and meticulously, for weeks.

Amber locked eyes with her, and in that precise instant, she understood everything. The oversight meeting. The reports. The approvals. The sudden silences. The delays. All of it.

"It was you."

Lys held her gaze. "No," she replied calmly. "It was an administrative decision."

Amber let out a brief laugh. Shorn of humor. Shorn of joy. A hollow, dry sound. "Of course."

Lys remained completely unfazed. "The transfers have been approved. They are part of the next stage."

Amber wasn't even listening to her anymore. She knew exactly what this meant. Destroying the group. Destroying Level Zero. Obliterating everything they had built.

Bambi was crying openly now. Candy had already been pulled from the room and disappeared down the hall. Ginger was fiercely arguing with two guards simultaneously.

And Elly felt something deep inside her finally snap.

"No," the word tore from her throat. "No next stage."

No one answered.

"You can't do this!"

Silence.

"You can't do this!" Elly’s voice echoed violently off the walls of the room. She lunged forward, trying to reach Bambi, but they caught her. She tried to pivot toward Ginger, but they blocked her. She tried to break through to Amber, and they held her back again.

Desperation began to devour any shred of restraint.

"Let them go!"

"Let them go!"

"Let them go!"

Tears began to blur her vision, completely unstoppable. Everything was happening too fast. Too terrifyingly fast.

Amber was still held fast by the guards—furious, humiliated, completely impotent. Elly had never seen her like this. Never. The woman who seemed capable of solving any crisis, the woman who always possessed an answer, the woman who ruled Level Zero with absolute control, was completely trapped. And she couldn't do a single thing.

That realization was more terrifying than anything else.

A medical assistant appeared in Elly's peripheral vision. She barely saw him; she only registered the blur of movement. The needle. The hand drawing near. She tried to wrench herself away, but it was already too late. A cold, sharp sensation flooded her vein.

"No..." she whispered.

The world began to tilt violently. Voices became distant, distorted, and heavily muffled.

The last sequence of images burned themselves permanently into her memory.

Candy, weeping as she was led down a bright corridor.

Bambi, reaching out a desperate hand toward her.

Ginger, straining against the guards, screaming something Elly could no longer hear.

And Amber, pinned by the guards, entirely motionless, her eyes locked dead onto Elly's face. It was an expression Elly would never forget. Rage. Pain. And absolute, devastating helplessness.

The light began to fade. The sounds cut out completely. The figures became dark silhouettes, then blurred shapes, then nothing at all.

And finally, the darkness swallowed everything.
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Chapter 15: The End of Level Zero

Amber woke with a persistent, sharp pain behind her eyes.

For a few seconds, she lay completely still. Disoriented. The ceiling of her office slowly materialized above her—the cold artificial light, the clean white lines, and the silence. Too much silence.

Then, the memories rushed back. The transfers. The guards. Lys. Elly.

She bolted upright. The chair she had been unconscious in rolled several inches backward across the floor. Amber breathed in deeply. Once. Twice. Three times. She desperately tried to order the chaos boiling within her chest. It didn’t work. Nothing worked.

Deep down, she already knew what she was going to find. And yet, she forced her legs to move toward the door.

The corridors of Level Zero were empty. Completely empty. The sensation was utterly unbearable. For months, these hallways had been vibrant, filled with cascading voices, laughter, arguments, and ridiculous little debates. Now, only a suffocating silence remained.

Amber advanced slowly, taking in every detail. The lights were still on. The doors remained open. Everything looked entirely normal. And precisely because of that, it felt grotesque. It was like walking through the hollow shell of something that had just died.

Candy’s room was the first. The door stood ajar. Amber stepped inside. The bed was perfectly made—a standard operational procedure following any subject relocation. But a few stray objects had been left behind. A pink ribbon forgotten on a table. A notebook. A mug decorated with tiny, hand-drawn hearts. Insignificant details. The scattered remnants of a life violently interrupted.

Amber stared at the room for several seconds, then turned and left without a word.

Bambi’s room. Empty. Silent. Immaculate. A book still rested on a shelf, a folded page marking the exact spot where she had been forced to stop reading. Amber closed her eyes briefly, then kept walking.

Ginger’s room. It was one of the most impersonal spaces—or at least, that is what anyone who didn’t truly know her would have said. But Amber knew her. She knew her well enough to feel the crushing weight of her absence. Well enough to spot the empty spaces, the hidden corners where Ginger used to tuck away her private notes, the places where she left documents, and the small, secret habits she would have died before admitting she had. Nothing was left.

The final room was the hardest. Elly’s.

Amber stood frozen for several seconds in front of the door, unable to cross the threshold, simply staring at it. The room looked entirely intact. The pillow, the blankets, the books, the small ornaments she had accumulated over the past few months—everything was right there.

Everything except her.

Amber finally stepped into the room. For the first time, she felt her blinding rage begin to mutate into something much more agonizing. This room had been so fiercely alive. It had been the birthplace of questions, deep midnight conversations, and timid, genuine smiles. Now, it felt like a museum. A sterile exhibit dedicated to someone who was gone.

When she returned to her office, she threw herself into her work immediately. She needed to do something. Anything.

She flagged Myra’s terminal. No response. She tried again. Nothing. She attempted to route a direct line to Lys. Blocked. She pulled up the transfer logs. Access Denied. She requested special oversight authorizations. Rejected. She searched for backdoor administrative channels. Closed.

Every path led to the exact same result: a wall. Perfectly constructed. Flawlessly planned.

The screen glowed brightly in front of her face—cold, impersonal, and cruel. The names had vanished.

Candy. Bambi. Ginger. Elly.

All of their personnel profiles were now encrypted under higher levels of corporate authorization, as if they had never belonged to Level Zero. As if they had never even existed.

Amber ground her teeth, her hand clamping down violently over the edge of her desk. The heavy wood groaned under the pressure. For the first time in many years, she wasn't just irritated or annoyed. She was furious. It was an intense, visceral, and untamed emotion.

Because this wasn’t an administrative decision. This was a punishment. A message. A blatant demonstration of raw corporate power. And she understood perfectly who had sent it.

Far away from there, thousands of miles across the map, Elly opened her eyes.

The movement was slow, heavy, and exhausting. The residual sedatives were still fighting their way through her system. The walls around her appeared blurry at first, then sharper, until they snapped into absolute focus.

She didn’t recognize a single thing.

The room was vast, elegant, and overtly luxurious. But it was entirely unfamiliar. Foreign. Unsettling.

Elly slowly pushed herself up.

Her head was spinning violently. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic, trapped bird.

"Candy?"

Silence.

"Bambi?"

Nothing.

"Ginger?"

The complete absence of a response was utterly devastating. She forced herself to stand, her legs trembling so violently she could barely keep her balance. The room smelled different. The very air felt heavier, artificial. Everything had changed.

She stumbled toward a large window, and the world waiting outside shattered any remaining shred of hope.

An unfamiliar metropolis stretched out beneath a harsh, blazing sun. Towering skyscrapers, vast, labyrinthine avenues, and architectural styles she had never seen before in her life. And voices—so many voices drifted up, people speaking in a language she didn’t comprehend. Not a single word. Not a single phrase. Nothing.

This wasn't just another city, or another state, or even a neighboring country. She was far away. Infinitely far away.

Elly backed away from the glass slowly, trying to breathe, trying to think, trying to comprehend.

That was when she noticed the phone. It was resting on a sleek table, waiting for her. The screen was already illuminated, a single notification occupying the center: Institutional Message.

Her pulse skyrocketed. She reached out and tapped the screen. The recording began immediately.

Lys appeared on the display—impeccably styled, perfectly composed, and entirely professional. As always.

"Good morning, Elly."

Her voice was calm, polite, almost warm. That was what made it so much worse.

"If you are watching this recording, it means your relocation has been successfully completed."

Elly felt a wave of acute nausea.

Lys continued, unbothered. "I will begin by outlining certain administrative aspects to avoid any unnecessary confusion." Not a single trace of emotion. Not a single doubt. Just pure, terrifying efficiency. "You have been reassigned on a permanent basis."

The words fell like lead weights.

"Your new environment has been meticulously selected. The personnel responsible for your supervision have received all necessary documentation."

Elly remained frozen, listening. Because she needed to listen, even if it hurt, even if every sentence felt like a fresh wound.

"Regarding your former companions..." Lys glanced briefly at a monitor off-camera—a tiny, mechanical gesture, like someone checking items off an inventory list. "They have also been transferred."

Elly closed her eyes. For a second. Just a single second. Because a desperate part of her had still hoped to hear something else. A promise. A possibility. A tiny sliver of hope.

It never came.

"Following a comprehensive evaluation," Lys continued, "the Institute has determined that the reunification of the group is not advisable."

The words took several seconds to fully process. Reunification is not advisable. That cold, clinical way of describing it. That elegant way of saying never again.

Lys maintained the exact same serene expression. "The bonds developed in Level Zero exceeded certain forecasted parameters. The new assignments address long-term strategic needs."

Strategic needs. Another corporate euphemism. Another elegant way to destroy human lives.

Then came the sentence. The worst one of all. The one that completely broke something deep inside her.

"I also consider it appropriate to inform you that your transfer is part of an extraordinary funding agreement." Lys looked directly into the camera, staring right at her. "You have served as a valuable bargaining chip to secure years of financial stability for the Institute."

Elly stopped breathing for a second. Perhaps two. She wasn't sure. The statement felt impossible, monstrously inhumane.

A bargaining chip. That was what she was. That was what it all amounted to.

Lys kept talking, explaining, justifying, using sophisticated vocabulary, corporate arguments, and institutional reasons. But Elly could barely hear her anymore. She only caught one final phrase.

"You were an exceptional student."

A compliment. Hollow, freezing, and entirely devoid of affection. The kind of comment someone would make about a highly successful investment, not a human being.

The recording cut out. The screen went black. The silence returned—heavy, suffocating, and absolute.

Elly stood motionless for several minutes, staring at her own dull reflection on the dark glass of the phone.

And then, the true devastation hit. It wasn't the fear, or the unknown location, or the foreign language, or even the deeply uncertain future ahead.

It was the absolute loneliness.

Candy wasn't there. Bambi wasn't there. Ginger wasn't there. Amber wasn't there. For the first time since she had arrived at Level Zero, there was nobody. Not a single familiar soul, not a single known voice, not a single friendly hand. Everything she had built over months of survival and connection had vanished in a single morning. Torn out by the roots. Without goodbyes. Without real explanations. Without a single chance to fight back.

Slowly, she walked back to the window. The city was still there—vibrant, immense, and completely indifferent. The distant voices drifted up from the streets, strange and incomprehensible.

Elly pressed a single hand against the cold glass, staring out at a horizon she didn't recognize. She didn't know where her friends were. She didn't know what had happened to Amber. She didn't know how to get back, or even where to begin looking.

And as she contemplated that foreign skyline, she understood a terrible truth—something she had spent hours trying to deny, something she could no longer escape.

The Institute had won. And for the very first time since this story began, Elly felt completely, utterly alone.
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AFTERWORD: A PRIVATE DEBRIEFING

Oh, you actually made it to the very end. Look at you, such a good, obedient reader.

The Sissy Factory: Broken Vows marks a devastating turning point for our girls at Level Zero. Writing this installment was a bittersweet journey, especially watching the beautiful, fragile sanctuary that Elly, Candy, Bambi, and Ginger built under Mistress Amber’s watchful eye get so ruthlessly dismantled by the Institute's cold executive orders. My dark, psychological romance heart ached a little with every transfer order signed.

But don't cry too hard just yet, darling. A broken vow is just an invitation to forge a far more dangerous obsession. The pieces have been scattered across the globe, but if there is one thing we know about Mistress Amber, it's that she never truly loses control of her favorite creations. The game is far from over.

Did this chapter leave you breathless? Did your heart race a little too fast during those intense, immersive Feminator simulations? If you thoroughly enjoyed your time under institutional discipline, please consider leaving a review on Amazon. Your thoughts are the ultimate reward, and they help other curious souls find their way down to Level Zero.

Take a deep breath and relax. You’ve earned a little break from the training protocol. Until the next volume, keep your cages locked, your mind open, and remember...

Mistress is always watching.

Sofia Bacon


Ready for a change of pace?

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

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

[SURRENDER TO HER HERE]
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Can't decide where to go next?

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

[EXPLORE SOFIA’S FULL CATALOG ON AMAZON]
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