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Disclaimer

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

Important Notice

The Sissy Factory: Perfecting Elly – An Obedience & Forced Feminization Academy Novel is a daring erotic psychological narrative set inside the mysterious and highly controlled environment known as The Factory, a secluded academy devoted to the transformation and refinement of its students through strict discipline, aesthetic training, and psychological conditioning.

The story follows Elly, one of the most promising creations of the program, as she reaches the Advanced Level of the Academy and faces the possibility of entering a deeper and far more demanding stage of transformation known only as Level Zero.




Within the elegant yet unsettling halls of the Factory, students are reshaped through carefully structured routines of obedience, femininity training, and behavioral 

refinement. As identities blur and resistance fades, the line between transformation, control, and desire becomes increasingly complex.

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

• Erotic and sensual themes – Scenes involving sexual tension, submission, dominance, and psychologically charged interactions.

• Forced feminization and identity transformation – Characters undergo extensive mental, emotional, and aesthetic reshaping designed to cultivate feminine behavior, presentation, and obedience.

• Training, discipline, and behavioral conditioning – The narrative includes structured instruction in posture, attire, etiquette, movement, and submissive conduct within the Academy.

• Institutional power dynamics – Authority figures exercise strict control over students in a hierarchical environment where obedience and transformation are expected.

• Themes of submission, humiliation, and identity erosion – The story explores the psychological journey of characters who are gradually guided away from their former selves toward a new identity crafted by the Factory.







Reader discretion is strongly advised.

If you are drawn to stories of elegant domination, psychological transformation, strict discipline, whipered commands, and the unsettling beauty of surrendering to a new identity…

then welcome to The Sissy Factory.
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PROLOGUE

Every transformation begins with a single step.

For Elly, that step was taken long ago, the moment she first crossed the silent gates of the Factory. At the time, she had arrived like all the others, uncertain, resistant, still clinging to a life that no longer had a place within those walls.

The Factory had welcomed her the same way it welcomed everyone: with patience, precision, and purpose.

Step by step, lesson by lesson, the rough edges of her former self had been softened. Posture replaced defiance. Grace replaced hesitation. The voice that once carried doubt learned sweetness, and the body that once resisted slowly adapted to a new rhythm.

Many entered the program.

Few truly blossomed.

Elly had.

From the earliest days of training, she demonstrated a rare quality that the instructors had learned to recognize immediately. She adapted quickly. She listened. She changed.

Where others struggled, Elly evolved.

That was how she rose through the early stages of the program.

That was how she earned her place among the most promising students of the Advanced Level.

Within those elegant halls, where polished floors reflected soft lights and the air carried the faint scent of perfume and discipline, Elly had become something remarkable. Not merely compliant. Not merely transformed.

Refined.

A shining example of what the Factory could create when dedication met proper guidance.

But excellence, within the Factory, is never an ending.

It is an invitation.

Because for the most exceptional students, there is always another step waiting in the shadows.

Another door.

Another lesson.

A final refinement.

Whispers had begun circulating through the corridors long before Elly herself heard the name.

Level Zero.

A place few spoke of openly.

A stage reserved not for beginners, nor even for advanced students, but for those rare creations who had proven themselves ready for something… deeper.

Level Zero was not simply another class.

It was a different philosophy of transformation.

A place where the Factory no longer guided change gently.

There, femininity was no longer practiced.

It was perfected.

For Elly, the journey that had begun with hesitant steps in borrowed heels was about to enter its most delicate and demanding chapter yet.

Because in Level Zero, the Factory would ask something new of her.

Not simply obedience.

Not simply grace.

But a kind of femininity unlike anything she had experienced before.

A transformation unlike any other.

And once the doors of Level Zero opened…

There would be no returning to who she once was.

Only forward.

Only deeper.

Only Elly.
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CHAPTER 1 The Deputy Director’s Report

The common room of the Advanced Level had something deceptively serene about it.

At first glance, the space conveyed calm, refinement, a quiet luxury that seemed designed to soothe any restless mind. The floor, made of a pale, faintly pearlescent material, reflected the warm light descending from fixtures hidden within the curved ceiling. There were no harsh angles, no abrupt lines. Everything flowed in soft, rounded shapes, almost maternal.

The windows stretched across an entire wall, veiled by translucent curtains that filtered the outside light into a milky, delicate glow, as though the world beyond were a distant memory, blurred and irrelevant. Beyond the glass, the city spread out in silence, tiny and indifferent.

Inside, the air carried the scent of white flowers and something subtler, harder to identify—a clean, feminine fragrance that seemed to cling gently to the skin.

Lía, Sofi, and Marise were seated on the main sofa.

All three held the impeccable posture the Advanced Level had already etched into their bodies. Straight backs, legs crossed with elegance, hands resting softly on their thighs. Yet the stillness contained invisible cracks.

Lía toyed with her fingers, barely noticeable, a nervous gesture that betrayed the tension in her chest. Sofi kept her gaze fixed on the glossy floor, as if watching her own reflection might anchor her somehow. Marise, meanwhile, bit the inside of her cheek, breathing with excessive care.

They did not speak.

There was no need.

Behind them, standing silently, Rina and Pearl watched the scene.

Rina wore her usual gentle expression, though her eyes followed every small movement with meticulous attention. Pearl, by contrast, held a faint crooked smile, a mixture of curiosity and anticipation that was difficult to endure.

Closer to the side wall, Melisa stood upright.

The nurse Sissy radiated a contained fragility. Her uniform was perfectly fitted; her hair immaculate; her makeup delicate. Everything about her suggested an agonizing effort to maintain the façade. Her hands rested clasped in front of her stomach, gripping tightly, and her smile was forced, professional—a veil over the sadness flickering in her gaze.

Then the sound changed.

A faint electrical click traveled through the speakers embedded in the room.

The girls tensed instantly.

It was a physical reflex, automatic, impossible to avoid. A shiver ran down their spines almost at the same moment. And with it came something more intimate, deeper, harder to ignore.

The silent reminder of their bodies.

The plug.

The constant device—discreet, ever-present—whose existence rarely entered their conscious thoughts, yet never truly left them. A subtle, intimate pressure that, in moments of nervousness, seemed to take on a different weight, more noticeable, more… alive.

Lía was the first to feel it.

A small involuntary contraction, an uncomfortable warmth that made her press her knees together slightly. Sofi swallowed, noticing her breathing shift just a fraction. Marise shifted her weight on the sofa, searching for a position that did not exist.

It wasn’t pain.

It never was.

It was something far more perversely effective: awareness.

The central speaker clicked again.

Then the voice.

"Good afternoon, young ladies."

The entire room seemed to shrink.

Deputy Director Myra’s voice always carried an air of severity and authority. It was clear, perfectly modulated, imbued with a calm authority that never needed to raise itself. Each word descended with surgical precision—clean, final.

In different corners of the Institut Étoile Nouvelle, the same voice began to resonate.

In classrooms.

In corridors.

In training areas.

And far below, among concrete walls and silence, in the Adaptation Level, Mistress Seraphine slowly lifted her head.

The speaker in her sector activated with the same sharp click.

Seraphine remained motionless, hands clasped behind her back, her silhouette cut against the immaculate lighting of the room where she supervised other sissies. Her expression did not change, but something in her eyes did—a hint of sadness.

"This is an extraordinary institutional report."

In the Advanced Level, no one moved.

Not even Pearl.

"A significant incident has occurred that requires clarification."

Lía felt the air grow heavier.

Sofi felt an uneasy pulse in her chest.

Marise tightened her fingers over the fabric of her skirt.

The voice continued, relentless in its serenity.

"A resident of the Advanced Level has committed a serious violation of the institute’s regulations."

Absolute silence settled over the room.

Even the city beyond the glass seemed to hold its breath.

"Attempted escape..."

The words fell like a stone into still water.

Lía felt an icy knot form in her stomach.

Sofi lifted her head, eyes wide with disbelief.

Marise released a trembling breath.

Behind them, Rina lowered her gaze slightly.

Pearl, however, allowed her smile to deepen just a little.

"Deliberate breach of protocol."

In the Adaptation Level, Seraphine did not blink.

But her fingers tightened.

"Behavioral resistance incompatible with Advanced Level standards."

Myra paused.

The pause of someone who knew exactly the effect of her words.

"The sissy in question has been removed from the Advanced Level."

Lía suddenly felt the plug with absurd intensity, as if her own body were reacting to the fear. Sofi crossed her legs tighter without realizing it. Marise felt an uncomfortable warmth rise to her face.

No one asked.

They all knew.

They all knew.

The voice confirmed it.

"Elly."

The name hovered in the room like something fragile and doomed.

Lía brought a hand to her chest.

Sofi shook her head faintly.

Marise closed her eyes for a moment.

On another level, Seraphine lowered her eyelids slowly.

Just a second.

Just long enough.

"Due to the nature of the violation, the Reassignment Protocol has been activated."

The fear was no longer abstract.

It was physical.

It was intimate.

It was the weight of the plug, the cage, the memory of Kessler.

"The sissy has been transferred."

Another pause.

Longer.

Crueler.

"She will receive exemplary punishment, and the institute will determine a treatment and training regimen that ensures this will never happen again."

The impact was silent, devastating.

Lía felt a shiver she couldn’t hide.

Sofi placed her hands on her knees, gripping herself as if to stay together.

Marise struggled to breathe, as though the air itself had vanished.

Melisa did not move; she steadied herself and took a deep breath.

Myra’s voice, unchanged, concluded:

"This report is final. The institute’s rules are absolute."

The speakers fell silent.

The quiet returned.

But it was no longer the same.

Somewhere inaccessible to them, far from the warm light of the Advanced Level, Elly could see nothing.

The blindfold covered her eyes in total darkness—thick, endless. Her wrists, immobilized, felt the cold bite of metal. Every small movement of the chair beneath her reminded her of her new reality.

There were no windows.

No soft light.

Only heavy air.

And the sound.

The heels of Mistress Lys.

Firm.

Elegant.

Inevitable.

Elly struggled to breathe, her heart racing wildly, while Lys’s presence filled the space with her delicate perfume and unsettling calm.

A warm hand settled beneath her chin.

Lifting it gently.

"Easy now, dear," Lys whispered, with a sweetness that froze the blood. "Your true education begins now."

And in the absolute darkness, Elly understood—without needing to see—that there was no going back.
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CHAPTER 2 Marianne vs. Myra

The living room of the Duval residence was bathed in the grayish light of late afternoon.

It was not a cold or impersonal space, quite the opposite. Every detail spoke of tradition, of inheritance, of an elegance that had been passed down rather than acquired. Impeccably preserved white moldings framed the walls, heavy linen curtains softened the tall windows, and a marble fireplace stood along the far side of the room, a hearth that never seemed entirely cold even when no fire burned within it.

Yet that afternoon the room felt different.

A tension hung in the air, almost electric.

Marianne stood beside the central table, holding her phone in both hands as if the device were more fragile than it actually was. Her fingers, usually steady and assured, hesitated faintly over the illuminated screen.

Vivienne and Clara sat across from her.

Very close together.

Too close.

Vivienne had her legs crossed, but the posture conveyed no serenity, only restlessness. Her foot swayed slightly, a nervous motion she did not seem to notice. Clara, meanwhile, kept her hands clasped in her lap, shoulders tight, her gaze fixed on her mother’s phone.

The three of them remained silent.

The memory of the call still lingered between them.

Brief.

Confusing.

Unsettling.

Elly had not appeared on the screen.

Only her voice.

A trembling voice, strangely restrained, carrying something none of the three had been able to interpret clearly. It wasn’t exactly fear, but it wasn’t calm either. It was something more disturbing.

Urgency.

Then the interruption.

Silence.

The abrupt disconnection.

Since that moment, none of them had managed to recover any sense of normalcy.

Marianne inhaled slowly.

"I'm going to call," she said at last, breaking the stillness.

It was not an impulsive decision. It was the inevitable conclusion of an anxiety that had been growing minute by minute.

Vivienne lifted her gaze immediately.

"Do you think they'll answer?" she asked, a mixture of hope and doubt in her voice.

"They'll answer," Marianne replied, though her tone was not as certain as she would have liked.

Clara swallowed.

"Something wasn't right," she murmured. "She sounded… strange."

Marianne did not respond.

Not because she disagreed, but because the thought had already been tormenting her in silence.

She tapped the screen.

The speaker filled the room with the ringing tone, each repetition heavier than the last. Vivienne stopped moving her foot. Clara tightened her fingers slightly.

Then came the click.

A clean connection.

And the voice.

"Institut Étoile Nouvelle. Deputy Director’s office."

The voice was unmistakable.

The voice was smooth.

Perfectly modulated.

Irritatingly serene.

Marianne straightened her back instinctively.

"Deputy Director Myra, please."

A brief pause.

Then, without an intermediary:

"This is Myra speaking."

There was something almost hypnotic about that voice.

Not sweetness.

Control.

Every syllable seemed calculated.

Every inflection, measured.

Marianne felt a faint chill she could not quite explain.

"Deputy Director, this is Marianne Duval."

Silence.

But not an empty silence.

It was a silence that listened.

That assessed.

"Mrs. Duval," Myra replied at last. "How may I assist you?"

The language was impeccable.

The tone, beyond reproach.

Which was precisely why it felt so exasperating.

"I want information about my niece."

Vivienne and Clara exchanged a glance.

Marianne continued, her voice tightening just slightly.

"About Elly."

Another pause.

Longer.

Denser.

When Myra spoke again, her composure remained perfectly intact.

"I'm afraid I cannot provide that kind of information."

Marianne frowned.

"Excuse me, but I am her aunt."

"I understand that perfectly well, however at the moment Elly is undergoing a… special form of treatment," Myra replied with the same surgical calm.

Vivienne shifted on the sofa.

Clara pressed her lips together.

Marianne took a step across the room, as if movement might help contain the irritation rising inside her.

"My niece made a very troubling call just minutes ago. I demand to know what is happening."

The word demand echoed through the living room.

Under other circumstances, it would have been enough.

In this case, it was not.

"The young lady in question," Myra said without altering either rhythm or tone, "is currently subject to disciplinary measures."

Marianne stopped.

"Disciplinary measures?"

"Unfortunately, your niece attempted to escape. As you can imagine, we take such events very seriously. Her record leaves a great deal to be desired. Had she cooperated with the process and the therapy, she would already be back with you. Instead, she has chosen to repeatedly violate the institute’s regulations."

"Even so, my daughters received a call from her and we want to confirm that she is safe," Marianne snapped. "Elly is my family. She belongs to the Duval family."

"I understand that the Duval family has considerable resources… and the institute values your cooperation. However, when you enrolled Elly here, you agreed to a series of procedures that cannot be paused, and to a set of guidelines that must be followed point by point."

The reply came without the slightest hesitation.

Cold.

Final.

"I understand that the procedures are… delicate… but even so, my daughters confirmed firsthand that they have already completed the process. Now it is Elly—my niece—and I want her back."

"I recommend that you review the documents you signed."

Marianne tightened her grip on the phone.

"Deputy Director, my family maintains important ties with your institution."

A card Marianne rarely had to play.

But now it surfaced, heavy with urgency.

"I have no doubt," Myra replied.

And there was not the faintest trace of submission in her voice.

Not even forced courtesy.

Only an unshakable calm.

"However," she added, "the legal documents you signed explicitly authorize this type of procedure."

The impact was immediate.

Marianne felt as if the floor had vanished beneath her feet.

Vivienne and Clara watched her uneasily.

"I doubt any of them authorize deprivation of liberty," Marianne protested, though deep down she already knew.

"Therapeutic custody agreements, behavioral intervention protocols, and family non-interference clauses."

Each term fell like a slab of stone.

"That cannot be used this way," Marianne murmured.

"It is precisely their purpose."

There was no harshness in Myra’s voice.

Which somehow made it even more unbearable.

"You cannot keep her cut off from communication."

"We can."

"You cannot subject her to—"

"We can."

The interruption was gentle.

Almost polite.

But absolute.

Marianne closed her eyes for a moment.

Helplessness had a bitter, metallic taste.

"I want to see her."

"That is not possible."

"I want to speak with her."

"That is not possible."

"I want guarantees about her condition."

"Your niece is under supervision. The institute will proceed with its established guidelines and the corresponding sanctions."

Marianne’s eyes snapped open.

"You have no idea who you are speaking to!"

For the first time, her voice cracked.

Vivienne stiffened.

Clara felt a knot tighten in her throat.

On the other end of the line, Myra remained silent for a second.

"Good afternoon, Mrs. Duval."

The call ended.

Without abruptness.

Without drama.

As if there were nothing more to discuss.

Marianne remained motionless.

The phone still in her hand.

The screen dark.

Vivienne was the first to speak.

"What did she say?"

The question came out in a tense whisper.

Marianne did not answer immediately.

Her eyes seemed lost on some invisible point across the living room.

Clara shifted slightly forward.

"Mom…"

At last, Marianne lowered her hand slowly.

"She tried to escape. They’re talking about sanctions for her lack of cooperation."

The words sounded unreal.

Strange.

As if they belonged to another story entirely.

Vivienne shook her head.

"It doesn’t make sense."

Clara frowned.

"She didn’t seem… like that."

Marianne walked to the window.

Beyond the glass, the city carried on, indifferent.

"I signed documents," she murmured.

It was not a confession.

It was a late discovery.

Vivienne watched her with concern.

"It was for her own good."

Was it?

The doubt slipped quietly through the room.

Clara lowered her gaze.

"At first… we couldn’t stand it."

Marianne closed her eyes.

The memory of Elliot was uncomfortable.

Rough.

Loaded with family tensions, arguments, disapproving looks.

Vivienne continued, her voice softer now.

"But Elly…"

The name no longer provoked rejection.

It stirred something far more unsettling.

Guilt.

"Elly is different," Clara said, almost in a whisper. "There’s nothing left of Elliot."

And it was true.

Both of them had seen it.

In gestures.

In her voice.

In her gaze.

In a femininity that no longer felt forced, but natural, integrated, almost luminous.

Vivienne tightened her fingers.

"She looked… happy."

Marianne felt a dull ache settle in her chest.

Because deep in her mind there was a truth she had never dared to put into words.

That Elliot was now Elly…

had not been a tragedy.

In some unspoken, shameful way, it had been a relief.

Good news wrapped in embarrassment.

"Be careful what you wish for," she whispered, more to herself than to her daughters.

Clara looked at her.

"We have to bring her back."

Vivienne nodded firmly.

"Whatever she did before doesn’t matter anymore."

Marianne slowly turned toward them.

There was no trace of their former distaste on their faces.

Only concern.

Only a budding affection.

Only the quiet intuition that Elly might have been, might still be, something precious in their lives.

And that certainty was devastating.

Far away from there, in an impeccably ordered office, Myra placed the receiver back onto its base.

Her expression had not changed during the call.

Not a single muscle.

Not a single inflection.

She walked to the window, observing the horizon with the serenity of someone who never doubted.

Marianne Duval was not a threat.

The documents were airtight.

The upper administration had been informed.

Everything was exactly where it needed to be.

And Elly…

Myra allowed the faintest smile to curve her lips.

A small smile.

Private.

Filled with a quiet satisfaction.

Level Zero would transform her.

It would refine her in ways the Advanced program never could have achieved.

When she graduated…

Myra had already decided her destination.

A perfect destiny.

Irreversible.

Deliciously useful.

But that still belonged to the future.

For now, the game had only just begun.
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CHAPTER 3 Descent to Level Zero

The elevator’s motion was so smooth it was almost insulting.

There were no jolts, no harsh vibrations. No mechanical noise to justify the vertigo churning in Elly’s stomach. Only a steady sensation, firm and continuous.

They were going down.

Far deeper than she would have believed possible.

The blindfold over her eyes let in not even the faintest glimmer of light. It was a dense darkness, warm with her own breath, dampened by the faint trembling she could not quite control. The gag kept her from speaking, and the simple fact of having her mouth filled made her acutely aware of every exhale, every futile attempt to form words.

She tried to make a sound.

A small, stifled whimper.

Beside her, Mistress Lys’s heels rang elegantly against the elevator’s metal floor.

A slow rhythm.

Certain.

"Shhh…" Lys murmured gently. "Don’t strain yourself, dear."

Elly felt a gloved hand settle on her shoulder, sliding lightly toward her collarbone in a gesture that was almost affectionate.

"You’re wondering why."

The tone was soft, nearly intimate.

"You’re wondering if this is a mistake. If it’s all a misunderstanding. If your repentance wasn’t enough."

Elly’s heart pounded hard against her ribs.

She had imagined going home.

She had imagined the look in her cousins’ eyes, no longer contempt but something warmer. She had imagined sitting at the table, breathing ordinary air, existing without protocols.

She tried to speak again.

The gag allowed only a muffled sound to escape.

Lys smiled.

You could hear it in the curve of her voice.

"You’re innocent," she said with a sweetness that almost sounded sincere. "That’s what you believe. And perhaps, in a way, you are."

The elevator kept descending.

There was no sensation of slowing.

No sign of arrival.

"But innocence isn’t always useful."

Lys’s hand slid slowly down Elly’s arm until her fingers intertwined with hers. A gesture that might easily have been mistaken for comfort.

"A sissy of your level can’t be wasted, Elly."

The way she pronounced her name sent a shiver down Elly’s spine.

"Not after all the work. Not after what you’ve proven. Not after what you’re worth."

Worth.

The word rang strangely.

"Did you really think you were going back to your aunt?" Lys continued, faintly amused. "Sit in the garden, drink tea, pretend all of this was just an awkward phase?"

The silence inside the elevator felt deeper than any darkness.

"A sissy like you is worth far more than that."

Elly tightened her fingers.

Her breathing quickened.

Lys let out a soft laugh.

"It’s adorable that you imagined otherwise."

At last, the elevator emitted a faint sound.

A nearly imperceptible shift in the air pressure.

They were still descending.

"Let me explain something," Lys said, her tone now more instructive, more professional. "The Institut Étoile Nouvelle is the public face. The one that appears in magazines. The one respectable families recommend in hushed voices. Behavioral rehabilitation center. High-end aesthetic reeducation. Impeccable results. Absolute discretion."

Elly listened.

She had no alternative.

"Above all, legal."

A pause.

"That’s what the world sees."

The elevator continued downward.

"And then there’s what we actually do."

Lys shifted slightly, and Elly felt the brush of her elegant body close to her own.

"The Sissy Factory."

The words were spoken with a mixture of pride and quiet confidence.

"Adaptation Level. That’s where Seraphine works. Where the most resistant learn the basics. Where the first layers of defiance are dismantled."

Elly remembered Seraphine.

Her clear gaze.

Her controlled smile.

"Silver Level. Fast processes. High-volume cases. Efficient feminization. Standardized."

The descent went on.

"Gold Level. Surgical interventions. Permanent adjustments. Transformations that run… deeper."

Elly’s breathing turned uneven.

"Advanced Level." Lys’s voice took on an almost affectionate tone. "My territory. Where the most promising are polished. Where refinement becomes art. Where important families invest in the finest result possible."

A knot formed in Elly’s stomach.

Advanced had been demanding.

But it had also been beautiful.

Almost comfortable.

"And then there is the Lethe Protocol."

The name fell like a poisoned caress.

"Doctor Kessler’s final refinement. Where feminization stops being a process and becomes a destiny. Where every trace of… ambiguity is removed."

At last the elevator began to slow.

Very slowly.

"But even that," Lys added softly, "is not the end."

Elly felt her pulse spike.

"There is a level many inside the factory itself don’t even know exists."

The elevator stopped.

The silence was absolute.

Then a faint click.

The doors slid open with a hydraulic whisper.

A different air flowed in.

Warmer.

Denser.

Carrying a cloyingly sweet artificial scent.

"Level Zero."

Lys took her arm with elegant firmness and guided her forward.

The floor was smooth.

Soft.

Almost cushioned.

"This is the underground level," Lys continued as they walked. "The hidden underworld. Where true sissification takes place. Where it’s carried to its logical extreme."

Elly tried to stop.

Lys’s hand held her effortlessly.

"Everyone who enters here leaves as a definitive sissy."

The word definitive vibrated in her chest.

"Talents like yours are… optimized."

They moved forward a few more meters.

The sound of another door.

Heavier.

When it opened, the air seemed to fill with a different kind of presence.

Not merely aesthetic.

Personal.

"Your new Mistress is waiting for you."

Elly felt tension ripple through every muscle in her body.

"Amber isn’t like me," Lys said softly. "Nor like Seraphine."

There was something different in her voice.

A mixture of respect and… something darker.

"Amber is a Mistress in the fullest sense of the word."

Silence.

"And she is exactly what you need."

A few more steps.

Elly heard another sound.

Heels.

Not like Lys’s.

Lighter.

Quicker.

More… youthful.

The air changed.

There was a different energy in it.

More alive.

More unsettling.

Lys stopped.

"We’re here."

Elly felt a different hand approach.

Not gloved.

Warmer.

Soft fingers brushed the fabric of the blindfold.

And then a voice.

Sweet.

Honeyed.

Almost childish in its intonation.

"Welcome, Elly."

The blindfold was removed with delicate care.

Light touched her softly, filtered through pink tones that made everything seem unreal.

She blinked.

The figure in front of her came gradually into focus.

Blonde hair pulled into a tight, high ponytail.

Ice-blue eyes that did not blink.

A sculpted body, firm, young.

Too young.

The pink latex of her catsuit gleamed beneath the warm lighting, clinging to every curve with deliberate boldness. The tall boots, the impossible heels, the matching whip hanging at her side with an almost decorative casualness.

But it was the face.

The face was what disarmed her.

Feminine.

Angelic.

A clean, symmetrical beauty.

And on her lips, a smile.

Not wide.

Not exaggerated.

Just enough.

A smile carrying a malice so conscious, so utterly self-assured, that Elly felt her stomach tighten.

Amber stepped forward.

She wrapped her arms around her in a warm, almost affectionate embrace.

Her body pressed naturally against Elly’s, firm curves against her trembling torso.

"You’re home," she whispered beside her ear.

The voice was honey.

But the sensation that ran across Elly’s skin was not comfort.

It was vertigo.

Amber pulled back just enough to look at her face.

Her eyes were in no hurry.

They moved over her with slow, evaluative care.

"You’re going to be wonderful here."

Elly felt her legs trembling.

The room was pink.

Bright.

Excessively sweet.

And yet something in that smile whispered a truth she could not ignore.

She had descended further than she had ever imagined.

Beyond protocols.

Beyond family.

Beyond second chances.

And as Amber tilted her head slightly, watching her as though she had just been handed a perfectly wrapped gift, Elly understood that the real process had only just begun.

Shaking.

Eyes wide open.

Heart racing.

She had arrived at Level Zero.
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CHAPTER 4 The Door No One Crosses Twice

Mistress Lys did not take another step.

The boundary was not marked by any visible line or glowing sign, yet its existence was unmistakable. It was a silent frontier, a kind of unspoken pact written into the very architecture of the place, a certainty that required no explanation to be obeyed.

Level Zero began there.

Amber waited on the other side.

Standing.

Relaxed.

As if that threshold meant nothing at all.

The contrast between the two women was fascinating. Lys, always impeccable, radiating that cold, calculated elegance, almost aristocratic. Amber, by contrast, carried a completely different energy—lighter, more alive, more unsettling.

More dangerous.

Without a word, Lys extended the folder.

A restrained gesture.

Measured.

"The full file," she said with her usual calm.

Amber took it with an almost playful smile, her fingers sliding across the cover as though receiving a carefully wrapped gift.

"Thank you, Lys."

The sweetness of her voice was disconcerting.

Lys held her gaze a second longer than necessary, and in that brief meeting of eyes there was something beyond professional courtesy. A subtle tension, barely perceptible, a mutual recognition of hierarchies that were never spoken aloud.

Because even Lys…

Did not truly belong there.

Amber tilted her head slightly, a gesture both elegant and deliciously ambiguous.

"You may go."

It was not a harsh command.

It did not even sound like a farewell.

It was simply a fact.

Lys nodded with the same impeccable composure that defined her, turning without the slightest hint of discomfort. Her heels echoed as she walked away, each step carrying her farther from a territory that, by definition, did not grant her full entry.

When the sound faded, Amber let out a small laugh.

Light.

Almost childish.

Then her attention returned entirely to Elly.

Still tied to the chair.

Motionless.

Watching.

"Welcome to the dollhouse," she murmured.

The tone was soft, almost confidential.

With a casual motion of her hand, an assistant appeared immediately. Everyone on Level Zero moved with that silent, flawless efficiency, as if every action had been choreographed long before it was performed.

The chair began to move.

Amber walked beside it.

The soft crack of the whip in her hand accompanied each step. She did not brandish it aggressively, but with a distracted, playful air, letting it snap lightly through the air the way someone idly plays with a favorite accessory.

A toy.

Level Zero unfolded before Elly’s eyes like a pink mirage.

The concrete, completely paneled over, vanished beneath layers of pastel pink, a sugary, almost cloying shade that seemed designed to dissolve any sense of severity. There were no neutral surfaces, no rough textures, no harsh shadows.

Everything was pink.

Pink, white, and flecks of embedded glitter that caught the warm light of LEDs softened through silicone screens.

The air smelled like artificial candy.

And latex.

"It’s pretty, isn’t it?" Amber said with a crooked smile.

Elly did not answer.

She couldn’t.

"I like to think of this place as something intimate. A place where the sweetest fantasies come true."

The whip cracked again.

Dry.

Light.

"Everything is different here."

The chair kept moving.

They passed a row of doors.

"The individual cells," Amber explained with an enthusiasm that bordered on coquettish. "Three by three. No windows. No distractions."

The assistant briefly stopped the chair beside one of them.

The interior was disturbingly delicate.

A canopy bed draped with pink gauze.

Mirrors on every wall.

An illuminated vanity.

Everything soft.

Everything polished.

Everything… feminine to the point of excess.

"Each one with its own drinking fountain," Amber added with quiet satisfaction.

They continued on.

The dining area appeared next, spacious and bright, dominated by a transparent pink methacrylate table that reflected the light like some absurd, extravagant jewel.

"We dine together," Amber commented sweetly. "Well… they dine."

Her eyes sparkled with a mischievous glint.

"Always on their knees."

The chair rolled toward an open area arranged like an elegant minimalist bar.

"The central hydration station."

The bottles lined along the shelf gleamed under the warm light, each one molded with obscene precision in the shape of an erect penis: raised veins, a swollen glans, and a heavy base mimicking testicles. The translucent material revealed the thick, milky liquid inside, impossible to ignore.

Amber picked one up by the base and brought it toward Elly’s painted lips. "Hydration is important, doll. It keeps your skin perfect and your mind… very flexible," she said in a voice both soft and commanding. "But these don’t open with your hands. They only release if you suck properly, like the obedient little slut you are. Suck hard and the seal pops loose. Inside there’s a special cocktail for sissies: potent estrogens, testosterone blockers, collagen, biotin… everything to help your little tits grow, soften that cute ass, and keep your cage dripping."

She pressed the tip against Elly’s parted mouth. "Open wide and suck, little doll. Every swallow makes you more mine… and more perfect."

Elly, the cage tight around her and the plug pressing against her prostate, closed her eyes and sucked. The first warm, sweet stream filled her tongue, sliding down her throat as a muffled little moan escaped her lips.

The whip cracked again.

"That’s it, good little doll."

They continued on to the gym: chrome machines, mirrors across three walls, and pink spotlights that made everything look sensual and exposed. The padded floor absorbed every step, but the mirrors multiplied every movement, forcing you to see yourself at all times.

At the center, polished steel pole-dance bars gleamed beneath pulsing LED lights.

Amber ran her fingers along one of them. "This is where they learn how to move properly," she said cheerfully, as if discussing dance lessons. "Every spin, every pose… so your little body becomes softer and more enticing. And always watching yourself in the mirrors, princess. A perfect sissy puts herself on display."

Then came the classroom. A small space dripping with exaggerated femininity: walls painted in pastel pink, white desks carved with tiny hearts, chairs upholstered in fuchsia velvet, and a chalkboard covered in saccharine phrases written in bright pink chalk. Porcelain dolls in ruffled dresses watched from the shelves, and the air smelled faintly of vanilla and cheap perfume.

And finally… the black door.

The only one.

Imposing.

Without a visible knob or apparent lock, just a matte surface that swallowed the light like a void.

"My quarters," Amber said with a small smile, almost cold. "A privilege not everyone receives."

Her words sounded more like a threat than a reward, a reminder that crossing that door meant total surrender. From within, a faint pink light seeped through, flickering softly against the absolute black of the door, creating a strange sensation both hypnotic and unsettling. Elly felt a shiver run through her: behind that darkness waited the true domain of Amber.

They kept moving.

Then, without warning, an assistant placed several garments onto Elly’s lap.

Pink latex caught the light.

"Ah… the uniform," Amber murmured with an almost affectionate note. "On Level Zero there is no such thing as daywear or nightwear."

She leaned closer until her eyes locked onto Elly’s. "A glossy pink latex micro-skirt. Fifteen centimeters exactly. A pink satin thong, always visible. Extreme push-up: everything on display. Twenty-centimeter heels… with a lock included."

Elly stared at her with wide eyes, caught between disbelief and vertigo.

Amber let out a soft little laugh, charmingly false in its innocence. "And of course… a few small technical improvements."

Another assistant stepped forward and handed over two new objects: an ultra-thin pink titanium chastity cage, almost invisible, with a curved design that gripped the flesh mercilessly; and a matte black buttplug with a wide heart-shaped base, crowned with a fake pink diamond that gleamed obscenely.

"My exclusive design, princess. The new little cage is lighter, tighter… and this time it has a biometric sensor. Only my fingerprint releases it, whenever I feel like it." She stroked the plug with one finger. "And this… it vibrates, expands, heats, or cools whenever I wish. All controlled by me. You only feel. I decide."

"Every morning," she continued, slowly circling the chair, "the alarm goes off. The sissies wake up. They get ready. They put on their makeup."

The whip cracked.

"Like perfect bimbos."

Elly felt a shiver run down her spine.

Amber noticed.

And laughed.

A soft, crystalline laugh that in any other context might have sounded adorable.

"Don’t make that face."

She stepped closer.

Too close.

Her face, impossibly young, hovered just inches from Elly’s.

"I’m not a monster."

Her voice dropped to a whisper.

"And you don’t have to be afraid of me."

Her fingers brushed gently against the restraints.

One by one, the locks released.

Elly felt the sudden freedom in her wrists.

Then in her ankles.

Then throughout her whole body.

The dizziness came immediately.

Amber caught her with surprising delicacy.

"Now I’m your Mistress," she murmured sweetly. "Your only caretaker."

The tone was warm.

Almost intimate.

"I’ll treat you the way you deserve."

She stepped back slightly.

"For today, you’ll rest."

The cell door opened with a soft whisper.

Elly stepped inside.

The room wrapped around her in pink.

In mirrors.

In silence.

The door closed behind her.

Before the invisible lock finished its cycle, Amber lifted her fingers to her lips and blew her a slow kiss, exaggeratedly sweet.

Elly felt a shiver run down her spine.

Then she was alone.

She collapsed onto the bed, curling up almost immediately.

The pink ceiling.

The endless reflections of herself.

How had she ended up there?

She wanted to leave.

She wanted to go back.

She wanted to be with her friends.

With her family.

She sighed, closing her eyes.

Maybe she just had to finish the course.

Maybe afterward everything would be better.

The thought, fragile and desperate, clung to her mind like a final refuge.

Elly had no idea what was waiting for her.

At Level Zero…

No one ever did.
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CHAPTER 5 The New Reality

The sound that woke Elly was not harsh or jarring.

Quite the opposite.

A soft melody drifted through the room like a carefully crafted auditory caress. There was no urgency in the tone, no aggression, none of the rude shock of an ordinary alarm clock. It was delicate music, feminine, almost cheerful.

As if the day promised something beautiful.

Elly opened her eyes slowly.

For one precious second, suspended between sleep and waking, her mind clung to the most naïve hope. Maybe it had all been a nightmare. Maybe she was still in her room at the Advanced Level. Maybe the endless descent, Amber, Level Zero…

Just a bad dream.

Then reality returned.

The pink ceiling.

The gauzy bed canopy.

The mirrors.

Too many mirrors.

Her stomach tightened.

She sat up slowly, still caught in that mental fog where disbelief mingled with reluctant acceptance. Her feet touched the smooth floor, warm and spotless, and the entire room seemed to remind her with cruel gentleness that there was no possible escape.

It had not been a dream.

Her gaze drifted to the chair beside the vanity.

The uniform was waiting there.

Neatly arranged.

Impeccable.

Elly stared at it in silence.

Feminine clothing no longer felt strange to her. She had learned to enjoy it, to move with grace, to feel pride in her reflection. At the Advanced Level they had taught her refinement, elegance, delicacy.

They had taught her how to be a lady.

But this…

This did not evoke femininity.

It evoked something far cruder.

Bolder.

More humiliating.

The pink latex gleamed with almost mocking insolence beneath the warm light. The micro-skirt, absurdly tiny, looked more like a provocation than a garment. The entire outfit radiated an unmistakable intention, brutally direct.

Elly twisted her mouth.

She had enjoyed feeling desirable.

She had even enjoyed a certain private mischievousness, that playful side of herself she never would have admitted aloud. But what she now held in her hands did not suggest seduction or elegant flirtation.

It was excess.

Brazen.

An aesthetic that made her feel exposed even before putting it on.

With a sigh heavy with useless resistance, she began to put on the uniform.

The latex slid over her skin with that distinctive silky chill, clinging to her body with almost obscene precision. Every piece fit as if it had been designed specifically to erase any illusion of discretion.

When she finished adjusting the uniform, Elly lifted her eyes to the full-length mirror.

The impact was immediate and brutal.

She did not see the refined, polished young woman from the Advanced level, with her pleated skirts and delicate blouses that proclaimed educated lady. Instead, a hypersexualized silhouette stared back at her: the glossy pink latex micro-skirt barely covered the curve of her ass, leaving the pink satin thong wedged between her cheeks visible from almost any angle. The extreme push-up bra forced her tiny breasts upward until they nearly spilled free, her hardened nipples pressing obscenely against the tight material. The twenty-centimeter heels arched her back, forcing her hips out and making her sway with every unsteady step. The new rose-tinted titanium cage gleamed between her legs, small and ridiculous, while the plug tipped with a pink diamond peeked just beneath the hem of the skirt, a constant reminder of her submission.

She swallowed hard, her cheeks burning.

"This isn’t… feminine," she murmured to herself, her voice trembling.

It wasn’t the delicate femininity they had taught her: soft manners, restrained gestures, quiet elegance. This was raw, explicit, designed to provoke, to humiliate and excite at the same time. Every inch of the uniform screamed exhibitionist little slut, not lady. Elly felt a knot tighten in her stomach, a mixture of deep shame and a treacherous warmth that made the useless cage throb faintly. Once they had promised her subtle transformation; now, standing before the mirror, all she saw was a sexual caricature of herself… and the worst part was that her body responded to it.

She turned toward the vanity.

The lights framing the mirror lit her face with merciless clarity. Cosmetics arranged in perfect rows waited there, like instruments laid out for a ritual that allowed no improvisation.

That was when she saw it.

A small pamphlet.

Pink.

Decorated with playful lettering.

She picked it up with some suspicion.

On the cover, a sentence written in whimsical calligraphy:

"Acceptable Makeup – Mistress Amber."

Elly opened it.

Her expression twisted almost immediately.

The illustrated faces displayed intense styles, heavy and exaggeratedly eye-catching. Shiny lipsticks, pronounced blush, dramatically lined eyes. There was no trace of the discreet refinement she had grown used to.

It evoked a different aesthetic.

More theatrical.

More provocative.

More… vulgar.

"Is this serious?" she whispered.

The images resembled the kind of makeup worn on nighttime stages, performances designed to draw eyes rather than convey elegance. There was something almost caricatured about them, a femininity pushed to the extreme of artifice.

Elly closed her eyes for a moment.

Then the memory of the whip returned.

The sharp crack.

Amber’s smile.

She applied the lipstick in thick layers, first tracing an exaggerated outline before filling it in until her lips looked swollen, glossy, and obscenely prominent, as though their only purpose was to suck and smile. The blush spread across her cheeks in perfect, exaggerated circles, giving her the look of a permanently flushed doll. Silver shadow and heavy black liner widened her eyes until they seemed like pools of corrupted innocence, while long, curved false lashes completed the bimbo aesthetic.

When she looked up at the mirror again, the impact was devastating.

It was her… and a hypersexualized caricature at the same time. Plump lips that seemed to cry suck me, inflatable-doll cheeks, wide bimbo-doll eyes blinking with feigned shyness. The entire look turned her into a living sissy caption: a hyper-sissy doll meant to be looked at, desired, and used.

Elly felt a knot in her throat. Once they had taught her to be subtle, elegant, genuinely feminine. Now all she saw was a cartoonish bimbo slut staring back from the mirror, the pink cage gleaming between her legs and the diamond of the plug peeking out like some obscene trophy. She swallowed, and her painted lips parted in a stifled little whimper. The discomfort burned in her chest… but her treacherous body was already pulsing inside the cage.

But there was no time for doubt.

She remained standing.

Waiting.

The lock gave a soft click.

The door opened.

Elly stepped into the corridor.

Other figures were emerging from their cells, all wrapped in the same pink aesthetic. The silence was almost reverent. No one spoke. No one dared disturb that stillness, thick with anticipation.

Then came the sound.

Heels.

Firm.

Rhythmic.

Hypnotic.

Amber appeared, moving down the corridor with almost theatrical grace, as if she were walking an invisible runway. Her pink catsuit caught the light, each step accompanied by that insolent confidence that seemed to define her completely.

She stopped in front of the first girl.

"Candy."

The young woman, light brown-haired, was smiling.

But she was trembling.

It was a subtle tremor, barely visible, though impossible to miss to an attentive eye. Amber looked her over from head to toe with slow, almost feline deliberation.

The whip whispered softly through the air.

"Your makeup…" she said with unsettling sweetness. "You still have much to learn."

Candy swallowed.

"Thank you, Mistress Amber."

Amber stepped one foot forward.

Without hesitation, Candy dropped to her knees, bowing toward the tip of the boot with trembling devotion. Amber smiled.

That smile.

Beautiful.

Twisted.

Deliciously cruel.

She moved on to the next.

"Bambi."

The black-haired girl kept her gaze fixed on the floor. Her fingers, laced behind her back, shifted nervously.

The whip, now loosely coiled, lifted her chin.

"You were scheduled for a short stay," Amber murmured. "But your performance was… charming."

Bambi breathed with difficulty.

"Don’t disappoint me."

Amber extended her foot.

Bambi sank to her knees, kissing the boot with a mixture of submission and palpable nerves. When Amber dismissed her with a light gesture, Bambi murmured, blushing:

"Thank you, Mistress."

Then Ginger.

Amber studied her.

She sighed.

"I was hoping I’d get to punish you a little."

The whip traced a lazy arc in the air.

"But don’t get comfortable."

Ginger obeyed in silence.

Finally…

"Elly."

Amber’s gaze was almost indulgent.

"The fallen princess."

Elly felt the heat rising to her face.

Amber stepped closer.

The whip snapped softly through the air.

"Here, you are not a lady."

Her hand tilted Elly’s chin upward.

"Here, you are a sissy."

Elly’s eyes blurred faintly.

Amber moved one foot forward.

Elly dropped to her knees.

Her lips brushed the boot.

The silence was absolute.

Amber smiled with that radiant malice that seemed to be her natural state.

Then she turned toward the four of them.

"We’re complete."

The whip cracked lightly.

"I’m going to turn you into something extraordinary."

Her eyes gleamed.

"Level Zero sissies."

A pause.

"The very best of the best."

And in the pink corridor, beneath the warm lights and Amber’s smiling gaze, the new reality finally settled in like a delicious and irreversible truth.
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CHAPTER 6 First Day of Classes

The four of them moved forward in silence, guided by Mistress Amber as if they were part of a carefully rehearsed choreography.
Level Zero had that strange, almost hypnotic quality of turning any ordinary movement into something ceremonial. It wasn’t simply walking down a hallway; it was parading across a pink stage where every gesture, every posture, every breath seemed to be observed by the space itself.

Elly walked behind Ginger.

She couldn’t help noticing something she hadn’t fully processed until now. The small group was surprisingly homogeneous in age. Candy, Bambi, Ginger… all of them seemed to fall somewhere close to her own range. Ginger perhaps carried a faint hint of greater maturity, a steadier confidence in the way she held her body, but the difference was minimal.

And then there was Amber.

Visibly younger.
Fresher.
More radiant.

Which only made it more unsettling how completely she commanded the environment, how naturally the whip rested in her hand like a coquettish accessory, almost playful. Her smile, always suspended at that delicate point between sweetness and something far darker, left anyone slightly off balance if they watched her for too long.

"Today we truly begin, girls," she announced with charming cheer.

The group reached the central hydration station.

The attendants were already waiting, immaculate, aligned behind the minimalist bar. The bottles gleamed beneath the warm lighting, their deliberately provocative design blending into the place’s everyday normality with a disconcerting ease.

Amber picked one up, lifting it gracefully between her fingers.

"This liquid," she explained in a tone that was almost pedagogical, "is the foundation of everything."

Each sissy received her bottle.

The gesture, though mechanical, carried something intimate, almost symbolic. The contact with the warm material, the deliberately suggestive shape.

"Very good," Amber murmured with satisfaction. "Let’s go to the gym."

The change of footwear was allowed with an almost unexpected generosity. The extreme platforms were set aside for the moment, replaced with something more functional.

But indulgence did not mean relaxation.

Amber watched.

She was always watching.

"Posture," she said softly.

Candy straightened her back.

"Breathing."

Bambi adjusted the rhythm of her chest.

The exercises began.

They weren’t simple physical routines. There was something deliberately stylized about them, a blend of full-body fitness, strengthening, and physical training aimed at grace, elasticity, and stage presence.

Amber moved among them like a capricious and captivating instructor.

"Here," she said, pointing toward the chrome bars, "you’ll practice pole dance."

Elly lifted her gaze.

The pink light reflected off the polished metal with an almost seductive gleam.

"When your ankles are strong enough, of course."

The whip cracked softly in the air, not as a threat, but as emphasis.

"You’re going to master every art necessary to stand out."

Her tone was almost enthusiastic.

"Dance. Body expression. Presence. Even languages."

A delicious pause.

"A refined sissy is always more valuable."

The words hung in the air.

"You will not graduate for ordinary jobs," she continued with a charming smile. "Secretaries, nurses, flight attendants… that’s adorable, but it isn’t Level Zero."

Her eyes gleamed.

"You will leave this place as experts in seduction, charm, fascination."

Elly felt an uncomfortable shiver run through her.

"You only need enough intelligence to fulfill what is expected of you."

A slight tilt of the head.

"Not to develop unnecessary specialties."

When the training ended, thirst struck them hard. The sissies, sweaty and panting, reached for the phallic bottles on the shelf.

One by one they knelt slightly, parted their painted lips, and suckled devotedly at the thick tip. The mechanism yielded only to rhythmic suction, releasing warm, sweet spurts of the hormonal cocktail. Soft moans and wet sounds filled the air; micro-skirts pushed up, thong strings buried deep, the little cages glistening with moisture.

Amber watched with satisfaction. "That’s how a real sissy hydrates, dolls."

Elly sucked eagerly, the plug vibrating faintly as she swallowed, humiliation blending with a treacherous warmth inside her cage.

The smile on her lips was pure compliance.

"Now we’ll review posture and movement. I want to see how you walk in those twenty-centimeter heels. Let every hip show, every sway. We’ll start with you, Candy."

With a gesture from Amber, the attendants placed books on the head of the sissy whose turn had come.

Candy moved forward with short, stiff steps. Amber frowned, and without warning the whip whistled through the air and struck her buttocks sharply.

"Move that little ass more! You’re not strolling through a park, you’re a sissy. Again!"

Bambi was next. She walked with grace, exaggerating the sway of her hips. Amber smiled with satisfaction and placed three thick books on her head.

"Good, little princess. Keep them there."

Bambi took a few steps, but the books trembled dangerously. A sharp lash struck her thigh.

"More stable! If the books fall, you pay the price."

Ginger stepped forward with confidence. Amber placed four books on her head. She walked acceptably well, but when she turned, one slid free and fell to the floor with a dull thud. Amber narrowed her eyes, furious.

"Pathetic."

The whip cracked against her backside and, at the same moment, Amber tapped her phone, activating Ginger’s vibrating plug. Ginger let out a sharp cry, her knees buckling. Amber approached, knelt beside her, and embraced her from behind, whispering into her ear.

"Easy, my sweet. I’m going to enjoy correcting every mistake… and making you enjoy every punishment."

Elly trembled with anticipation when her turn arrived. Amber smiled with mischief and gave an order to the staff.

"No books. A glass filled with water on her little head."

Elly felt the cold glass against her scalp. Amber approached, almost purring.

"For every drop that falls to the floor, an extra lash. Begin."

Elly walked carefully, heels echoing against the floor. She did well at first, but Amber clicked her tongue.

"More hips, little doll. Much more."

Elly obeyed, exaggerating the sway, though it made keeping balance difficult. Amber insisted.

"Arms in, elbows close to your body. Feminine posture, sexy, exposed and vulnerable. Like that!"

The glass wobbled more and more. One drop fell. Then another. Amber’s smile stretched from ear to ear. With a quick flick of the whip she knocked the entire glass down, sending it shattering against the floor.

Amber pointed to a nearby chair. She sat with feline sensuality, legs crossed, the coiled whip tapping lightly against her thigh.

"Come here, little one. Across my lap. Present that backside to receive your punishment."

Tears filled Elly’s eyes. Frightened and ashamed, she obeyed, lowering herself face down across Amber’s lap, exposed before the other sissies. The first spank came with the whip coiled in Amber’s hand, a sharp, dry impact that tore a cry from her throat and brought tears spilling down her cheeks. Amber struck again. Elly was already dazed, the burning pain spreading across her skin.

Then Amber activated Elly’s plug.

Intense vibrations flooded through her, mixing with the sting until each blow became a wave of forbidden pleasure. Elly moaned through her sobs. Amber’s smile widened.

"Do you want more, little princess?"

Without understanding why, Elly whispered between trembling moans, "Yes… more…"

Amber let the whip fall aside and switched to her bare hand, spanking her with a slow, deliberate rhythm. Elly’s sounds grew deeper, her body trembling between pain and a rising, confusing ecstasy. Amber seemed to savor every second of that inner struggle.

When it was over, Elly collapsed onto the floor, exhausted and panting, her backside flushed red, the plug still humming softly while tears ran down her painted cheeks. Amber leaned over and gently stroked her hair.

"Now thank me."

Still dazed, Elly obeyed almost without thinking, bending to kiss her mistress’s boot.

Amber smiled, radiant.

"Perfect."

The dining hall awaited them afterward, immaculate, luminous, almost surreal in its delicate elegance. The four of them took their seats while attendants served the food and refilled the bottles with silent efficiency.

Amber paused in the doorway.

"Enjoy your break, girls."

A pause heavy with intent.

Her smile curved across her lips once more.

"If you make me come out… it won’t be the sweet Amber."

And with that deliciously unsettling promise, Mistress Amber disappeared toward her dungeon, leaving behind a silence thick with anticipation and a certainty impossible to ignore.
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CHAPTER 7 The Other Inmates

The dining hall of Level Zero was so pristine, so delicately designed, that for a moment it was easy to forget where they were. The long pink methacrylate table reflected the four leaning bodies like a liquid mirror, duplicating their figures in a slightly distorted version of themselves, more fragile, smaller.

Elly stared at her plate.

Everything was measured to the millimeter. Exact proteins. Vegetables cut with perfect precision. A tiny portion of something sweet at the end, almost like a reward given in advance. Unlike the Advanced Level, where every resident had an individual plan, here there were no distinctions. The menu was identical for all of them.

She sighed and began to eat.

Her movements were restrained, careful, trying not to lift her gaze. She could still feel the echo of the training in her body, that confusing mixture of exhaustion and heightened sensitivity that kept her on edge. She didn’t know how to look at the others after what had happened in the gym.

It was Bambi who broke the barrier.

She approached with soft steps, her micro skirt glinting under the warm light. Leaning slightly toward Elly, she spoke in a low voice.

"Don’t worry," she murmured with a smile meant to reassure. "You don’t have to feel embarrassed. That’s just how Amber is. She… the way she is doesn’t leave you much choice."

Elly barely raised her eyes, meeting Bambi’s dark gaze. There was tenderness there, but also something broken.

"It’s true," Candy added from the other side, idly playing with the edge of her plate. "I had never felt anything like that… not even at Silver Level. But after trying to escape twice I ended up here and… now Amber has turned me into Candy." She gave a shy smile. "Sorry if sometimes I can’t completely control myself."

There was a tremor in her voice, but also a strange kind of resigned acceptance.

Elly set her fork down for a moment.

"I understand," she said softly. "I don’t know how I went from suffering to… to pleasure so easily. And her smile… I don’t know if…"

"You can talk all you want," Ginger interrupted in a cold tone, not lifting her gaze from her plate. "The staff doesn’t care. It’s not like the other levels. Here Amber wants to transform us with her own hands. Even if you try to escape, the staff only stops you. Amber takes care of everything else."

A chill ran down Elly’s spine.

"I hope this ends soon," she murmured, lowering her eyes.

Ginger let out a small, humorless laugh.

"I’m very sorry, princess. But I don’t think this ends well for any of us."

Silence fell over the table like a heavy blanket.

The four of them swallowed almost in unison.

"No use thinking about it too much," Bambi said, making an obvious effort to lighten the mood. She stood and held out her hand to Elly. "Come on. We can rest a little in the common area."

Elly hesitated for barely a second before taking her hand. She immediately noticed the faint tremble in Bambi’s fingers. She said nothing. She simply squeezed gently, and Bambi offered her a grateful smile, small but sincere.

The common area was one level below. They descended a wide staircase, also coated in that pastel pink that was beginning to feel almost hypnotic.

And then she saw it.

A kind of inner courtyard that looked as if it had been pulled straight out of a dollhouse. Everything in soft colors, furniture with rounded shapes, fluffy rugs, cushions shaped like animals. It was a deliberately childish space, designed with an almost school-like aesthetic.

Elly felt a strange unease.

It was pretty.

Too pretty.

Ginger headed straight for a small desk, like one from an elementary classroom, and picked up a magazine. She settled into the seat as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

"There isn’t much reading material here," she commented without looking up. "Fashion, celebrity gossip, trends. Nothing that makes you think too much."

Elly stepped a little closer and managed to see the cover: a smiling model in an impossible dress, headlines promising beauty secrets.

Candy, meanwhile, collapsed into a plush armchair shaped like a pink bear. She hugged it tightly, burying her face in the soft fabric as if searching for comfort.

Bambi guided Elly toward a carpeted area.

"Come on, look," she said, a nearly childlike sparkle in her eyes.

There were toys there. Plastic dolls, tiny dollhouses, small pastel accessories. Everything arranged with meticulous care.

Bambi sat down and picked up a doll, beginning to move it with gentle gestures, as if she were truly acting out a scene.

Elly watched her.

Beneath that forced smile she could see the sadness. The nostalgia. The longing for something that was no longer there.

When Bambi held out another doll to her, Elly hesitated for a moment, but then she smiled and accepted the game.

She let herself go along with it.

For a few minutes they put on silly voices, invented absurd dialogue and lighthearted situations. It was almost liberating. Almost.

"My mother didn’t know what she was signing," Bambi began suddenly, still moving the doll. "She was desperate. One of her bosses told her about the institute. They promised it would be the best thing for me."

Her voice lost its lightness.

"What she didn’t expect was that my results would be so good… that they decided I didn’t need to go back to her."

Elly felt her chest tighten.

"They said they offered her another job. In another city. And that it would be better if she didn’t know anything else about me."

Bambi’s hands began to tremble.

"I wanted to go back," she whispered. "I really wanted to go back."

Tears began to roll down her cheeks without her trying to stop them.

Elly set the doll aside and took her hand.

"I promise we’ll find your mother when we get out of here," she said firmly, almost desperately.

Bambi collapsed against her chest, sobbing.

"Don’t give her false hope," Ginger cut in from the desk.

Elly looked up at her with anger.

"I know my aunt will come looking for me. She won’t let the institute do whatever it wants."

Ginger slowly closed the magazine.

"In here, you don’t have that kind of power, princess."

Her eyes locked onto Elly’s.

"We have to accept that the world we knew… and who we used to be… no longer exist."

She stood and walked toward them with steady steps.

"The Ginger who walks out that door won’t be the same one who’s talking to you right now. And she’ll probably end up in the hands of some powerful donor, somewhere in a distant country."

Elly opened her mouth to respond, but Ginger continued.

"You have no idea who I was before I ended up here. You’ve known Amber for a few days. I’ve known her for months. And I’ve almost forgotten the man I used to be before I walked in."

The word hung in the air.

"On other levels they train you to fulfill a role. To help the institute. Here…" she made a vague gesture with her hand. "Here they shape us into bargaining chips. Exclusive prizes for the biggest sponsors."

The silence was absolute.

Candy stopped hugging the bear. Bambi stopped crying for a moment.

The four of them looked at each other.

There was sadness in their eyes, but also something harder to name. A mixture of fear and determination. Of resignation, and the stubborn desire to resist.

Elly felt her chest tighten.

Maybe Ginger was right.

Maybe Level Zero was a point of no return.

But as she squeezed Bambi’s hand and saw Candy’s fragility and the melancholic hardness in Ginger’s gaze, she realized something else.

If they were going to survive this, they wouldn’t be able to do it alone.

And in that pink corner, with childish dolls scattered across the carpet and fashion magazines forgotten on the little desk, the four of them understood that Level Zero was not only a place of transformation.

It was also a place where, against all logic, they could find one another.


[image: ]


CHAPTER 8 Echoes in the Night

Night arrived at Level Zero with an artificial softness. The corridor lights never fully turned off; they merely dimmed until they became a warm, rosy glow that seemed to seep through every corner of the labyrinth. Everything was wrapped in that sweet, faintly unreal color that Amber—quite proudly—called her dollhouse.

The four inmates walked in a line.

Candy went first, her shoulders slightly tense. Bambi followed with shorter steps, still unsettled by the afternoon’s conversation. Ginger moved with calculated calm, her face expressionless, as if she had spent weeks studying every inch of the place. Elly brought up the rear.

Mistress Amber walked behind them.

The echo of her heels set the rhythm of the corridor.

Tac… tac… tac…

In her hand rested the coiled whip, which spun idly between her fingers as if it were just another elegant accessory to her outfit.

Amber’s smile never faded.

An assistant opened the first door. Candy stepped inside. Amber placed her palm on the biometric panel and the door closed with a soft click.

"Good night, Candy."

Tac… tac… tac…

The next door opened for Bambi.

Bambi hesitated for a moment before entering. Amber tilted her head with an almost affectionate expression.

"Get some rest. Tomorrow we’ll need all your energy."

The door closed again with another small gesture of her hand.

Then Ginger.

Ginger paused at the frame, turned her face slightly, and held Amber’s gaze for a second just a little too long. Amber’s smile widened.

"Always so interesting, Ginger."

Ginger didn’t answer. She stepped inside in silence.

The door closed.

Now only Elly remained.

The corridor seemed quieter.

Amber approached slowly until she stood directly in front of her. Elly felt the weight of those blue eyes watching her with a curiosity that seemed almost playful.

"Your first day has been intense."

Elly lowered her gaze.

Amber raised an eyebrow.

"Don’t worry so much. Level Zero always feels overwhelming at first."

The panel glowed as she placed her hand against it.

Elly’s door slid open.

Amber took a small step back and gestured theatrically toward the interior.

"Go on, fallen princess."

Elly walked in.

The door closed behind her with a soft sound.

For a few seconds she remained standing without moving.

The silence of the room felt strange after the constant noise of the day.

She sighed.

Mirrors covered almost every wall.

Elly walked toward one of them.

Her reflection greeted her instantly.

The makeup was still perfect. Shiny lips. Deeply colored cheeks. Eyes lined with precise care.

Her gaze looked tired.

She studied herself for a long time.

Ginger’s words returned to her mind.

Bargaining chip.
Prize for donors.

Elly swallowed.

"No…"

Her fingers touched the edge of the dresser.

"It can’t end like this."

She opened the bottom drawer.

Inside she found sleepwear.

All of it was lingerie.

Soft lace, light fabrics, sheer pieces.

Elly frowned slightly.

She picked up a pale satin nightgown. It was simple compared to the other garments.

She changed in silence.

When she finished, she looked at herself in the mirror again.

The figure reflected there seemed different from the person she remembered being months ago.

Elly looked away.

She walked toward the bed.

The moment her hand touched the mattress, a soft light appeared in front of her.

Elly flinched.

A small projector hidden in the ceiling activated.

A translucent screen formed on the wall across from the bed.

The same female voice she had heard before filled the room.

"Good evening."

Elly closed her eyes for a moment.

"The institute administration reminds the inmates of Level Zero that every day of training is part of a process of refinement."

The voice sounded kind. Too kind.

"Before your nightly rest, you will receive a brief reminder of your current status. Direct order from Mistress Amber."

Elly exhaled slowly.

The screen changed.

The image took a few seconds to come into focus.

When it did, Elly’s heart gave a small jolt.

It was him.

Elliot.

The face she had left behind.

The short hair. The confident expression. The eyes filled with that arrogance she had once thought natural.

Elly felt a knot tighten in her stomach.

"No…"

The image moved.

Elliot tilted his head, studying her from within the projection.

Then he spoke.

"Well."

The voice was exactly as she remembered it.

"So this is the result."

Elly took a step back.

"Do you like what you see?"

Elliot smiled with a crooked, ironic grin.

"Because I can’t help laughing a little."

Elly shook her head.

"No… this isn’t real."

Elliot walked within the projection as if he could move around the room itself.

"Of course it’s real."

His eyes traveled slowly over Elly’s figure.

"You became exactly what you used to despise."

Elly clenched her fists.

"I…"

"A sissy."

The word settled into the room with a soft, cruel weight.

Elliot crossed his arms.

"Look at yourself."

Elly tried to look away.

A faint pulse ran through the device she was wearing.

She froze.

The projection continued.

"Heels, makeup, a delicate nightgown."

Elliot let out a small laugh.

"You always did have a talent for irony."

Elly felt tears gathering in her eyes.

"You don’t understand anything…"

"Oh, don’t I?"

The projection stepped closer.

"I remember you perfectly."

Elliot’s eyes hardened.

"Ambitious. Proud. Convinced the world had to bend around you."

Elly struggled to breathe evenly.

"And now…"

Elliot’s gaze drifted slowly downward.

"Now you’re one of their dolls."

Elly pressed her lips together.

The voice continued.

"Do you know what surprises me the most?"

Silence.

"That it suits you."

Elly snapped her gaze upward.

Elliot smiled with open malice.

"That blush… those eyes…"

He shook his head.

"I never imagined you’d end up like this."

Elly felt another faint shock when she tried to look away again.

It forced her to keep watching.

The projection continued for long minutes.

Elliot recalled moments from the past.

Decisions.

Mistakes.

Ambitions.

Each sentence slowly eroded Elly’s remaining certainty.

Tears ran silently down her cheeks.

The projection kept speaking.

"Amber is right about you."

Elly blinked.

Elly blinked.

Elliot smiled.

"You’re interesting material."

He leaned slightly closer to her.

"A very expensive toy."

Elly drew in a deep breath.

She tried to resist.

But the voice was still there.

Persistent.

Soft.

Cutting.

Time passed slowly.

When the projection finally began to fade, Elly was still standing in front of the screen.

The final words came like a whisper.

"Good night, Elly."

The image disappeared.

The room fell silent again.

Elly remained motionless for a few more seconds.

Her reflection returned to fill the mirrors.

Red eyes.

Makeup slightly smudged.

Her mind spun through a tangle of conflicting thoughts.

Elliot.

Amber.

Level Zero.

Ginger’s words.

Elly lay down and curled beneath the soft sheets.

The room smelled of artificial caramel and clean fabric.

She closed her eyes.

She tried to breathe calmly.

But sleep took a long time to come.


[image: ]


CHAPTER 9 Routines

Morning arrived at Level Zero wrapped in the same rosy glow that never seemed to fully fade.

Elly opened her eyes slowly.

For a few seconds she remained still, trying to remember where she was. The soft bed, the gauzy curtains falling from the canopy, the sweet scent in the air. Everything felt far too delicate for the weight pressing against her chest.

Then she heard the sound.

A faint electrical click in the wall.

Elly turned her head.

A light appeared in front of her.

The small projector in the ceiling had activated again.

The translucent screen unfolded across the main mirror in the room.

Elly sat up immediately.

A figure appeared in the projection.

Mistress Amber.

She sat with her legs crossed on a tall chair, the pink catsuit gleaming beneath soft lighting. Her ponytail draped over one shoulder, and her curved lips held that playful smile Elly was already beginning to recognize far too well.

"Good morning, my dolls."

Elly swallowed.

Amber tilted her head slightly, as if she could see through the projection.

"I hope you slept well."

The image changed.

For several seconds, recorded scenes from inside the institute appeared.

Hallways.

Classrooms.

Discrete cameras capturing moments of training.

Elly recognized places.

Recognized gestures.

Recognized her own figure in several of those recordings.

Her breathing grew faster.

Brief fragments: Elly kneeling, devoutly sucking a thick dildo under an instructor’s watchful gaze; then turned away, receiving an anal plug while she moaned and writhed; scenes from the Advanced Level with volunteer males, her mouth full as she swallowed with effort, her face flushed, tears of humiliation in her eyes; another clip showed her mounted on all fours, taking slow thrusts while an instructor corrected her posture.

Amber watched from a corner, her voice soft and cheerful. "Progress is always fascinating."

Elly raised a hand to her lips, her body trembling as the sensations came rushing back. A sudden pulse vibrated through the plug inside her; she stiffened and looked back at the screen.

"Much better," Amber whispered with a smile.

The scenes always ended the same way: Elly panting, cheeks burning, lips swollen, eyes glassy with pleasure and shame.

"Every step has brought you here," Amber said in a tone that was almost affectionate.

The screen shut off abruptly, leaving the room in dim light and Elly trembling with heat and memories.

A soft alarm began to sound inside the room.

A line of text appeared across the mirror.

PREPARE – EXIT TO HALLWAY

Elly reacted immediately.

She jumped out of bed.

Her uniform waited for her on the dressing table.

Her hands moved quickly as she dressed. The pink fabric clung to her body with perfect precision.

She took a deep breath in front of the mirror.

The cosmetics were arranged with exact precision across the illuminated surface.

Elly began applying them, following the examples in Amber’s pamphlet.

Pronounced blush.

Glossy lipstick.

Carefully lined eyes.

Her cheeks were still red when she finished.

The door lock released with a soft click.

Elly stepped out into the hallway.

Candy, Bambi, and Ginger were already there.

All three wore strange expressions.

Candy avoided lifting her gaze. Bambi kept her lips slightly parted, breathing with difficulty. Ginger stared at the floor with a tense expression she was clearly trying to hide.

Elly understood immediately.

They had received projections too.

Heels echoed down the corridor.

Tap… tap… tap…

Mistress Amber appeared, walking between the pink lights as if she were crossing a private runway.

Her smile remained flawless.

The whip rested casually over her shoulder.

"Good morning, girls."

None of them answered right away.

Amber’s gaze moved down the line.

"I hope the little morning reminder was… inspiring."

Candy swallowed.

Amber stopped in front of her.

"Candy."

Candy dropped to her knees at once.

Her lips quickly touched the tip of Amber’s boot.

Amber let out a soft giggle.

"Always so diligent."

A small vibration ran through Candy’s device. Her back stiffened for just a second.

Amber moved on.

"Bambi."

Bambi knelt as well.

Her hands trembled slightly as she lowered her head to kiss the boot.

Amber watched the gesture with interest.

"I see you’re especially sensitive this morning."

The vibration activated again for a brief moment.

Bambi squeezed her eyes shut.

Amber took another step.

"Ginger."

Ginger knelt with calculated slowness.

Her lips touched the boot without hesitation.

Amber tilted her head.

"Always so disciplined."

The vibration was brief.

Finally she stopped in front of Elly.

Amber smiled, a particular gleam in her eyes.

"And our princess."

Elly felt the heat rise into her face.

She knelt.

Her lips touched the black boot.

At that exact moment, the vibration activated.

A small sound slipped from her throat before she could stop it.

Amber let out a soft laugh.

"Charming."

Elly kept her head lowered.

Amber turned on her heels.

"Come on."

During gym classes, Mistress Amber allowed— with a generosity that always seemed surprising— the sissies to trade their twenty-centimeter heels for shiny pink athletic sneakers. "Just for a little while, dolls," she would say in that syrupy voice that made them all tremble. "I want you to sweat pretty… and have lots of fun."

But the machines had a little… extra.

Amber led them to a row of stationary spinning bikes, each with padded seats covered in pink vinyl and, right in the center, a thick, slightly curved matte-black dildo permanently mounted in place. Beside them stood squat benches and leg presses with the same mischievous detail: a firm toy waiting to be mounted.

With a wide grin, Amber playfully patted the seat of the first bike.

"Look how lovely my little personal motivators are. Every pedal stroke, every rep, every bit of effort… will make the little dildo move up and down inside your eager little bottoms. My way of showing you how much I care."

The fitness instructors entered then, all wearing tight leggings and short tops that showed their toned stomachs.

They began the spinning class.

The sissies, with their micro-skirts lifted and their thongs sunk deep between their cheeks, carefully lowered themselves onto the toys. The first movement of pedaling made the dildo rise slowly, pushing inside them with a rhythm that sped up with the intensity of their effort.

Soft moans at first.

Then louder ones.

More desperate.

Elly pressed her lips together, trying not to join the chorus, but warmth was already rising through her belly. Each turn of the pedals pushed the toy deeper, brushing exactly that spot that drove her mad. Her little pink cage was already leaking helplessly, the earlier plug leaving her sensitive.

Amber strolled between the bikes like a queen inspecting her harem, the whip coiled loosely in her hand. When she reached Elly, she traced the curve of her waist with the tip of the leather, a slow, teasing touch that made her arch without meaning to.

"You see, doll? Looks like you really enjoy pedaling… or maybe you just enjoy getting fucked while you do it."

Elly couldn’t hold it in anymore. A sharp little moan escaped her painted lips, joining the chorus of the others.

Amber giggled, delighted, practically glowing with pleasure at the sight of her dolls writhing, sweating, and moaning together.

"What an obedient group!" she exclaimed. "But you’re sweating so much. You need to stay hydrated."

She handed out the phallic bottles, those erect shapes filled with the hormonal cocktail.

The sissies, still seated on the bikes, pedaling more slowly now, took the bottles with trembling hands. They opened their mouths, sucking eagerly on the thick tips and swallowing the sweet liquid while the toys continued moving inside them.

Amber leaned toward Elly, who was drinking with her eyes closed in shame and pleasure.

"Look at the way you all suck, little doll. It’s obvious you love it. Those well-trained lips, that tireless tongue… doesn’t that flavor drive you wild? Every sip makes you softer, wetter, more perfect little sissies."

When the spinning class ended, Amber called for a break.

The sissies climbed down from the machines on trembling legs, their backsides flushed from the constant friction, the absence of the plugs and toys leaving an aching emptiness that throbbed with desire. They glanced at each other, panting, cheeks burning.

Amber approached Elly, who still sat on the edge of a bike, trying to catch her breath.

In a low voice, almost intimate, with the faintest blush on her cheeks— something she rarely showed— she whispered:

"I told you, little doll. I told you you’d enjoy every second."

Elly lowered her gaze to the floor, her heart pounding. Out of the corner of her eye she saw her companions, all wearing the same expression of confusion, embarrassment, and restrained excitement.

She wanted to say something. To comfort them. To help them endure the delicious humiliation wrapping around them all.

But she didn’t know how.

All she could feel was the hot pulse between her legs, the cage tightening, her body already deciding it liked this far too much.

Amber stroked her hair with possessive tenderness.

"Rest a little, my dolls. Then we’ll move on to the leg benches… and that’s where you’ll really start screaming nicely for me."

Elly swallowed.

She knew there was no escape.
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CHAPTER 10 Amber’s Game

The Level Zero classroom held an artificial calm. The pink walls reflected the soft ceiling light, and the four sissies sat at their desks while the murmur of the institute’s machines vibrated somewhere deep within the complex.

Elly laced her fingers together on her lap.

She could still feel the fatigue from the morning’s training in the muscles of her legs. A warm sensation moved through her body, a mixture of physical exhaustion and a restlessness that was hard to name.

Mistress Amber walked in front of them.

Firm heels.

Slow steps.

Her pink catsuit caught the classroom lighting with a silky sheen, and the whip rested coiled in her hand as if it were a natural extension of her body.

She looked at them one by one.

Her blue eyes seemed amused.

"Today we won’t be having language lessons."

Candy lifted her head slightly.

Amber smiled.

"We’re still evaluating your future."

She turned on her heels and rested one hand on the central desk in the classroom.

"Each of you could end up in very different places."

Bambi swallowed.

Elly kept her gaze lowered.

Amber continued.

"Posture and etiquette classes will continue. There are still details that need polishing."

She paused.

Then her smile changed.

A spark of excitement appeared in her eyes.

"But today I have something much more interesting."

The assistants entered the classroom pushing a metal cart.

Resting on it were four virtual reality headsets.

The sissies exchanged confused glances.

Amber spread her arms with a theatrical gesture.

"A game."

Candy blinked.

"A game?"

Amber nodded, delighted.

"Relax. It isn’t hypnosis."

Her lips slowly curved.

"It’s something better."

The assistants began moving around the girls.

Small electrodes were placed on their arms and legs. Sensors adhered to their skin.

Elly felt a small shiver when the devices were adjusted.

Amber walked among them, explaining with enthusiasm.

"I’ve watched many of your videos."

Elly felt heat rise to her face.

Amber continued as if narrating a fascinating experiment.

"I’ve observed how you interact with men."

Her voice carried an unsettling calm.

"You don’t do badly."

He stopped behind Bambi.

"Some show shyness."

Bambi lowered her head.

Amber moved on.

"Others need to refine their confidence."

Candy pressed her lips together.

Finally she stopped in front of Elly.

"And some already have a natural talent."

Elly felt her gaze resting on her.

Amber tilted her head slightly.

"But I want something more."

The classroom fell silent.

"I want certainty."

She pointed at the headsets.

"I can’t bring real test subjects into Level Zero."

Her smile widened.

"So Dr. Kessler and I developed an alternative."

The assistants guided the girls onto four platforms with built-in treadmills.

A harness descended from the ceiling and tightened around their waists.

Elly felt the structure support her gently.

Amber lifted one of the headsets.

"This game allows you to experience situations with almost complete sensory precision."

Her fingers traced the visor with pride.

"Everything you touch… everything you perceive… will feel authentic."

Candy looked at the headset nervously.

Amber leaned closer to her.

"The system is also connected to your training devices."

The smile returned.

"Rewards."

A pause.

"And corrections."

The assistants began placing the headsets on them.

The visor covered Elly’s vision.

Darkness.

Silence.

For a few seconds she felt as if the world had vanished.

Then a soft light appeared.

A pink space unfolded before her.

A floating menu slowly rotated.

FEMINATOR 3.0 – by Mistress Amber

Elly blinked.

The interface looked like something out of a stylish, extravagantly feminine video game.

Virtual sensors scanned across her body.

Calibration began.

The environment shifted.

Now she stood inside a digital version of her Level Zero bedroom.

The mirror in front of her reflected her figure with astonishing realism.

Elly raised a hand.

The reflection copied the movement with perfect precision.

"Wow…"

A small figure appeared in the corner of the screen.

It was a chibi version of Amber.

The cartoon lifted a tiny whip and spoke in a cheerful voice.

"Welcome to the tutorial."

Elly let out a small, nervous laugh.

The character began guiding her through the basic controls.

Virtual sensors moved across her skin to calibrate the system’s sensitivity.

Elly felt the contact like a light caress.

Her breathing grew deeper.

The system confirmed the calibration.

The door of the virtual room opened.

Elly stepped into the hallway.

Level Zero appeared reconstructed with astonishing detail.

The difference was the light.

A bright sky stretched above the complex.

It looked as if the place were outdoors.

Elly walked slowly through the environment.

Virtual assistants greeted her as she passed.

A notification appeared in front of her.

Amber’s voice sounded inside the system.

"Explore a little."

Elly moved forward with curiosity.

She had always liked video games.

The sensation of movement felt natural.

A glowing line appeared on the floor, marking a route.

Elly followed it.

The guide led her toward an enormous building that didn’t exist in the real Level Zero.

She went inside.

A virtual elevator opened.

She stepped in.

When the doors opened on the upper floor, a wide hall appeared before her.

Several figures moved through the space.

Some of the characters looked at her with curiosity.

Elly felt heat rise to her cheeks as she remembered her uniform.

She kept walking.

A door opened in front of her.

Inside the room stood a man.

Tall.

Athletic.

Dark hair slightly tousled.

His gaze lifted when Elly entered.

Elly stopped.

She tried to step back.

The man spoke.

"Wait."

His voice was warm.

Elly froze.

"Elly."

She blinked.

"How do you know my name?"

The man smiled.

"My name is Aiden."

He approached calmly.

"I’ve been waiting for you."

Elly felt a strange nervousness.

She sat on the couch beside him.

The silence between them carried a curious tension.

Elly glanced at his torso.

The detail of the virtual model was impressive.

Aiden let out a small laugh.

"You can look."

He stood up and struck an exaggerated pose.

Elly couldn’t help laughing.

The atmosphere became more relaxed.

When he sat down again, Elly felt the warmth of his presence beside her.

She extended a hand cautiously.

Her fingers touched his skin.

The sensation was incredibly real.

Elly’s eyes widened in surprise.

Aiden gently took her hand.

The pressure was firm.

Elly felt her heart begin to race.

The system responded to every gesture.

Aiden smiled at her with quiet tenderness.

Elly leaned toward him without thinking too much about it.

Their lips met in a brief kiss.

Warm.

When they pulled apart, Aiden was still smiling.

Then a floating message appeared before her eyes.

TUTORIAL COMPLETED

Amber’s voice echoed through the system.

"Good work, Elly."

The light of the environment began to fade.

Everything turned dark.

The headset was removed.

The light of the classroom slowly returned.

Elly blinked several times.

An assistant helped her down from the platform.

Candy and Bambi looked just as disoriented.

Ginger was breathing slowly, regaining her balance.

Mistress Amber watched them from the front of the classroom.

Her smile was wide.

Her eyes shone with a mixture of pride and mischief.

"So… what do you think of my little game?"

No one answered immediately.

Elly could still feel the sensation of the virtual contact lingering in the palm of her hand.

Amber stepped toward them.

"This…"

Her voice was soft.

"Is only the beginning."
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CHAPTER 11 Under Amber’s Gaze

The second day in Level Zero began to feel strangely familiar.

Elly woke before the alarm sounded. The pink light from the ceiling filled the room with that soft glow that never fully changed, as if the place existed outside the flow of time.

She lay there for a few seconds, looking at the gauzy curtains around her bed.

She took a deep breath.

Her body was already starting to recognize the routine.

The uniform waited folded on the vanity. Makeup perfectly arranged. The hydration bottle fitted into the wall.

When she stepped into the hallway, Candy, Bambi, and Ginger were already there.

Mistress Amber appeared shortly after, walking with the same calculated elegance as the day before.

Steady heels.

Whip resting in her hand.

A calm smile.

"Good morning, dolls."

The ritual repeated itself.

The quick inspection.

The evaluating glances.

The small gesture of submission as they greeted her.

Then came the gym.

The room was already prepared. The instructors waited with the machines running and the lights gleaming across the pink floor.

Amber walked in front of them with satisfaction.

"I like consistency."

The training began.

Elly lowered herself carefully onto the thick dildo, feeling it sink inside as she sat. The routines started: high-intensity intervals, simulated climbs, balance drills on the press benches. Every pedal stroke made the toy rise and fall rhythmically, rubbing her prostate without mercy. Muffled moans filled the room, mixing with the hum of the machines and the ragged rhythm of breathing.

Amber strolled among them, whip in hand, correcting with precise, almost flirtatious touches. "Bambi, more hips… move that little ass like you're actually getting fucked." A light lash across Candy’s backside. "Breathe deep, dolly, or I’ll help you myself." When Elly slowed her pace under the overwhelming pleasure, Amber leaned closer, tracing the leather along her waist and whispering, "Keep the pedaling steady, doll… or I’ll turn up the speed on that little dildo."

The session ended with the four of them exhausted, legs trembling, asses sensitive, their little cages dripping. During the brief break, the phallic bottles passed between them: painted lips sucking eagerly, swallowing the hormonal cocktail while Amber watched with satisfaction.

"Good progress, my dolls. Every day you’re closer to perfection."

Elly panted, the plug still pulsing faintly inside her.

Then came the second part of the day.

The classroom.

The virtual reality headsets were already prepared.

FEMINATOR 3.0 activated once again.

The platforms vibrated softly as the girls entered the system. Elly felt the transition again between the dark silence and the bright, colorful virtual world.

That session lasted longer than the previous one.

More scenarios.

More interactions.

More tests of trust and control.

When it ended, the assistants removed the headsets.

The four of them looked slightly disoriented.

Amber seemed delighted.

Chapter 11 – Under Amber’s Gaze

"Excellent."

She slipped the whip back into her belt and headed toward the door.

"My work for today is finished."

She turned before leaving.

"Behave."

A mischievous smile curved across her lips.

"I’ll see you tomorrow."

The classroom doors closed behind her.

The girls looked at one another.

The silence lasted a few seconds.

Then Bambi let out a small nervous laugh.

"I think we survived another day."

Candy slumped back against the chair.

"I’m dead."

Elly smiled.

Ginger watched from her desk with her arms crossed.

She looked distant, as always. Even so, she didn’t leave when the others started talking.

As the days passed, that small group slowly began to change.

The afternoons turned into strange moments of calm within Level Zero.

They played in the common area.

They talked.

They shared memories.

Elly discovered that Bambi had a contagious laugh when she relaxed. Candy talked endlessly once she lost her fear. Ginger observed far more than she spoke, though every now and then a smile slipped out when she watched them.

Elly quietly became the center of the group.

Bambi often took her by the arm.

Candy sat beside her on the pink couch.

Even Ginger ended up nearby, though she pretended not to care.

Elly started to feel less alone.

The only difficult part was the nights.

Every time the lights went out, the projection returned.

Elliot.

The face from the past.

The sharp words.

The accusations.

The mixture of shame and confusion that kept her awake for hours.

Even so, the days kept moving forward.

A full week passed inside Level Zero.

Mistress Amber seemed satisfied.

That morning she watched the training results with clear enthusiasm.

"Today we’ll run a test."

She led them back to the gym.

The instructors prepared a full endurance circuit.

Running.

Balance.

Strength.

The four girls pushed through the trial with sweat-soaked bodies and ragged breathing.

When they finished, Amber clapped softly.

"Magnificent."

Her eyes were shining.

"Soon they’ll be ready."

Elly noticed something in her tone.

An enthusiasm that felt almost possessive.

"I want them strong."

Amber walked slowly in front of them.

"I have no intention of breaking any of them."

After the training session, she allowed them to sit in the evaluation room.

"Rest."

A few minutes later the door opened.

Doctor Kessler walked in.

Tall. Impeccable. His white coat contrasted sharply with the pink surroundings of Level Zero.

Melisa walked beside him.

Elly lifted her head.

Melisa avoided her gaze immediately.

Amber noticed.

A small smile appeared on her face.

The evaluation began.

Candy went first.

Kessler took measurements while Melisa recorded the data on a tablet.

Height. Weight. Proportions. Physical condition.

Bambi went next.

Then Ginger.

Amber watched in silence.

When it was Elly’s turn, Amber raised a hand.

"Last."

The other three finished their checkups while Elly waited.

Kessler took notes with clear satisfaction.

Finally Amber gestured toward Elly.

"Now."

Elly stood up slowly.

Melisa looked uncomfortable.

Kessler began the examination with absolute professionalism.

He took measurements.

Recorded numbers.

Reviewed the results.

Elly felt his gaze move over her figure.

The changes in her body were obvious.

Her silhouette now showed defined curves. The training had toned her legs. Her waist was narrow. Her hips filled the line of the uniform.

Kessler nodded as he reviewed the data.

"Excellent development."

Amber smiled with pride.

"Isn’t it?"

She stepped behind Elly and wrapped her arms around her.

The gesture carried an uncomfortable intimacy.

"My little star."

Melisa kept her eyes on the tablet.

Amber tilted her head toward her.

"What do you think, Melisa?"

Melisa took a second before answering.

"She’s… a very outstanding student."

Amber laughed softly.

She kissed Elly on the cheek with theatrical exaggeration.

"Of course she is."

Her fingers traced slowly along the girl’s shoulder.

"A few final details and she’ll be perfect."

Elly felt exposed.

But when Melisa was about to leave with Kessler, Elly couldn’t hold herself back. A tear rolled down her painted cheek.

"Melisa, wait! I’m sorry, it was all a trap, I… if you were punished because of me…"

Melisa stopped, visibly moved. She turned on her high heels and walked back toward Elly with soft steps.

"It’s alright, beautiful, I know it wasn’t you…"

She was just about to embrace her when Amber’s whip whistled through the air and landed with a sharp crack across Melisa’s backside. The nurse let out a high, startled cry and collapsed to her knees, both hands flying to her stinging rear.

Elly froze in disbelief. She tried to step forward to help her, but Amber’s voice exploded like thunder, filled with fury and something unhinged.

"Don’t move a single muscle, doll! Stay right there!"

Elly had never felt such fear.

Melisa ended up on all fours, rubbing her backside with one hand, her uniform pushed up and the pink thong beneath clearly visible. Amber moved like lightning, wrapping the whip around her hand before striking again with precise, rhythmic blows.

"Bad sissy, bad sissy, bad sissy!"

Melisa pleaded between pained whimpers.

"Please, Mistress Amber! I’m a nurse at the institute, I work here and—"

Amber grabbed her by the hair, yanking her head back, and let out a sharp, wild laugh.

"Don’t get confused, little slut. You are and always will be a sissy. If I feel like it, tomorrow I’ll send you to the Level Zero barracks with the rest of the dolls."

She released her abruptly and stepped in front of Elly, who stood trembling, silent tears streaming down her face.

"I’m very sorry, doll, but I don’t enjoy sharing my toys."

Elly sobbed, her legs weak.

Amber sighed with feigned sweetness.

"You may say goodbye to your little friend. I’m not a monster."

Elly dropped to her knees beside Melisa, helping her stand before wrapping her in a desperate embrace.

"I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m so sorry…"

Melisa gently stroked Elly’s hair, her lips brushing near her ear.

"Don’t worry, beautiful, it wasn’t your fault."

Then, in a whisper meant only for her:

"Don’t give up. Show that crazy woman what you’re made of."

Doctor Kessler calmly took Melisa’s hand.

"Don’t worry, nurse. There’s no injury to treat. Mistress Amber’s whip is a refined instrument; it never leaves a permanent mark. Only that lovely redness that lasts just long enough to remind you who’s in charge."

Amber smiled with satisfaction.

When they left, Amber spun the whip lazily between her fingers.

The four girls watched her in silence.

Her voice returned to its calm tone.

"Let this be a lesson."

Her eyes moved slowly across the group.

"While you’re in Level Zero…"

Her smile turned possessive.

"You belong to me."

A pause.

"My dolls."

The whip cracked softly through the air.

"Mine alone."


[image: ]


CHAPTER 12 Competition in the Virtual Garden

Elly finished applying the final touch of blush in front of the mirror in her room. The pink lighting of Level Zero softened the contours of her face and made the carefully applied makeup glow. Her hands moved with precision; after weeks of practice, every gesture felt natural. The eyeliner, the glossy lipstick, the faint shimmer brushed across her cheekbones.

She sighed.

The pink latex uniform clung tightly to her figure. The high heels lifted her posture, forcing her to keep her back straight and her hips steady. She studied herself in the mirror for a moment longer.

Amber’s words about perfection still circled in her mind.

The door to her room gave a soft click.

Time to go.

Elly crossed the hallway and found the others already lined up. Bambi fidgeted with her fingers. Candy adjusted her hair in the reflection of a polished surface. Ginger stood still, her expression calm.

The sound of firm heels announced Amber’s arrival.

The young mistress walked among them with feline elegance. Her whip rested over one shoulder, and her smile carried that unsettling mix of sweetness and absolute control.

"Good morning, my dolls."

The sissies knelt in order.

One by one they kissed the tip of her boot.

Amber let the silence linger for a moment before speaking.

"One month."

Her eyes gleamed with satisfaction.

"You’ve survived your first month in Level Zero."

Candy released a shaky breath.

Amber slowly turned in front of them.

"Now we begin the next phase."

She led them to the gym.

The chrome pole-dancing bars gleamed beneath the pink lighting. The instructor was already waiting beside the platforms.

Amber lifted a hand toward the poles.

"Four hours a day."

Her smile appeared.

"Your bodies already have enough strength."

The instructor spoke next.

"We’ll begin with balance and rhythm."

The sissies stepped carefully onto the platforms. The heels of their uniforms made every movement demand concentration.

Elly gripped the pole.

Cold.

Solid.

She tried to follow the instructions. A simple spin. Leg support. A sway of the hips.

Her muscles responded, but the rhythm still felt strange.

The instructor walked past Candy.

"Adjust your posture."

Then Bambi.

"Grip the pole more firmly."

When she stopped in front of Elly, she watched her movement closely.

"You have balance. What you need is rhythm."

Elly nodded, breathing deeply.

The hours passed in attempts, corrections, and brief pauses for water.

By the time they finished, sweat shimmered across the skin of all four.

Amber clapped softly.

"Progress."

Her eyes settled on each of them.

"Now… the game."

The girls exchanged glances.

The Feminator 3.0 classroom awaited them.

The platforms were already prepared.

Harnesses.

Sensors.

VR headsets.

Elly felt a faint tingle of anticipation. She remembered the last session.

She remembered Aiden.

The assistants fitted the visors over their eyes.

Darkness.

The system activated.

When the image appeared, the four of them stood together inside a virtual environment.

Elly looked around in surprise.

"Bambi… is that you?"

Bambi’s digital figure raised a hand.

"I think so."

Candy turned in a circle.

"This is incredible."

Ginger examined the place calmly.

A large elegant hall stretched out before them.

Amber’s voice echoed from everywhere at once.

"Welcome, my dolls."

A giant screen materialized in the air.

"Today we’re having a little competition."

Elly felt tension tighten in her stomach.

"Whoever wins gets a spa day."

Candy smiled with excitement.

"Second place will choose dessert at the next meals. Third place gets a plushie of her choice."

Bambi looked thoughtful.

Amber paused.

"Last place…"

Her voice turned playful.

"Will receive a surprise…"

The four of them looked at each other.

The hall shifted.

Now it resembled a vast lounge filled with couches, beds, and warm lights.

Virtual male figures began appearing around them.

Elly felt her cheeks grow warm.

Amber’s voice explained the rules in a cheerful tone.

"Today’s little game is called ‘Speed Collector,’ my dolls. Each of you will be assigned a lover. You can give him a nice oral and bring him to climax for one point, or you can take your time and offer him that tight little ass of yours for three points. When you finish with one, another fresh one will appear, ready to go. Choose your strategy carefully, because if you don’t reach at least five points before time runs out, all of you get punished."

The world shifted in the blink of an eye. Now they stood in a luxurious, sensual room: four king-sized beds draped in pink satin sheets, plush armchairs, dim lighting, mirrors everywhere. Bambi wrapped her arms around herself, her voice trembling.

"I’m scared. I don’t want to come in last… but I don’t want one of you to get punished either…"

Candy swallowed.

"What do we do?"

Ginger tried to sound firm.
"We play. We reach the required points. Let’s try not to fall into her game."

Elly nodded, determined.
"Alright. Five points. Two orals and one anal. I can do it."

Each sissy approached her assigned virtual lover: tall, muscular men, their erect, throbbing members carrying the scent of real desire. Elly smiled coquettishly, caressing the warm shaft with gentle fingers before lowering her head. She took him into her mouth the way they had taught her at the Advanced Level: tongue swirling, lips tight, sucking with devotion. Minutes later she felt the pulse and the warm release filling her throat.

One point.

Amber’s voice boomed through the headphones.
"Elly takes the lead with her first point!"

Another lover appeared. Elly hesitated for a second at the hyperreality—the heat, the smell, the texture—but repeated her success.

With the third, she made her decision. She took him by the hand to the bed, got on all fours, arched her back, and whispered:

"Make me yours…"

She felt how a body-warm, pulsing dildo filled her completely, brushing every nerve. Involuntary moans slipped from her lips as she moved against it, enjoying it despite herself. The final release against her backside earned her three points. She remained there, panting, looking at the scoreboard:

Elly 5, Ginger 3, Candy 2, Bambi 2.

Amber clapped.

"Wow! Half the time gone and Elly already hit the goal. Surprise event activated: Double Pleasure. Now each of you gets two lovers at once… and the minimum goes up to eight points. Hurry up, beauties!"

Elly looked at Ginger, worried.

"What do I do now?"

"Relax. We’ll reach eight together. At the same time, okay?"

But they were already surrounded. Two lovers were touching Elly’s body, kissing her neck, her hardened nipples. She tried to resist, yet soon she was on her knees, alternating between two thick members, sucking eagerly.

Amber laughed.

"Two more points for Elly!"

Ginger shouted,
"Control yourself, Elly! Candy and Bambi are falling behind…"

"I’m sorry, it’s just that I…" Elly stammered before being lifted and penetrated from both sides. She moaned uncontrollably while hearing her friends scoring points between breathless gasps.

The clock showed the final minutes.

Ginger reached eight.

Candy did too.

Bambi was still at four, erratic, on her knees, desperately sucking but with tears running down her face.

Elly broke free from her lovers and ran to her.

"Come on, sweetheart! You can do it."

"I can’t… I’m not as perfect as you…"

"Of course you are. I’ll help you."

Elly positioned the second man behind Bambi so he could penetrate her while she stroked the one in front and knelt beside her friend. Both of them moaned together.

"Moan louder, Bambi… move those hips. I know you can!"

Bambi gained another point when the lover in front finished in her mouth.

One minute left.

Elly looked at the man behind them—he was close. She smiled, leaned back, and let him penetrate her instead in the final seconds. A loud moan filled the room when the release gave her three extra points.

Amber announced triumphantly,

"I can’t believe it! Just as time runs out… Elly scores three more. Unfortunately, the points go to her."

Bambi sobbed.

"No…"

Elly gasped,

"Noooo…!"

Ginger shouted,

"That’s cheating! The guy was penetrating Bambi, but the last thrust went to Elly—it’s obvious that—"

An electric shock struck them all. Candy fell silent in fear. Bambi cried softly.

Elly whispered,

"Bambi, I…"

The headsets were removed.

Amber looked at them with pure malice. She made a gesture and two assistants grabbed Bambi, who was crying uncontrollably.

"No! Take me instead!" Elly pleaded.

Amber snapped her whip. Elly stood before her, then dropped to her knees and kissed one of Amber’s boots.

"Please…"

Amber smiled coldly.

"You won’t be able to protect her forever, doll."

With another signal, the assistants released Bambi and lifted Elly into their arms.

Bambi screamed, "Elly!" as they carried her away toward Amber’s black dungeon, leaving the classroom behind in a silence thick with fear and frustrated desire.
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CHAPTER 13 Amber’s Dungeon

The journey to Amber’s dungeon turned out to be far less terrifying than Elly had imagined during the entire walk there. The attendants escorting her moved with silent efficiency through the pink corridors of Level Zero, and when they finally passed through the door that had always remained closed to the sissies, Elly braced herself to find darkness, chains, cruel instruments, some kind of punishment chamber where the air smelled of fear.

Reality left her standing still in the doorway.

The room looked like a modern studio, almost cozy. The walls were covered with soft pink padded panels that swallowed every echo. A wide desk occupied one corner, holding a state-of-the-art computer surrounded by monitors and LED lights that slowly shifted colors. Small decorative figures stood in a neat line beside the keyboard, stylized dolls dressed in glittering outfits.

The floor was covered by a thick white carpet.

An open doorway revealed another room with a massive couch, a low table, and a giant screen covering the entire wall.

Elly blinked several times.

Nothing about this place matched the image she had built in her mind.

The attendants left her there and walked away without saying a word. The door closed with a soft click.

Elly remained standing, motionless.

Then she heard footsteps.

Amber appeared from the inner hallway as if she were coming home after a perfectly ordinary day. Her dark suit had been replaced with more relaxed clothing, though she still carried that same elegant, provocative presence that seemed to follow her everywhere.

She held a bottle in each hand.

"I was looking for you," Amber said casually.

Elly did not answer.

Amber walked past her without stopping and stepped into the second room. She opened one bottle with a quick motion, then the other. The hiss of escaping carbonation filled the silence.

She returned holding both drinks.

"Vodka with soda. Nothing too strong."

She offered one bottle.

Elly hesitated for a few seconds before taking it.

"Thank you."

Amber gestured toward the enormous couch facing the screen.

"Sit."

Elly obeyed carefully, keeping her body tense.

Amber dropped down beside her with the ease of someone settling into a place that belonged entirely to her. She picked up the remote and turned on the screen. A movie began to play, some lighthearted comedy with bright colors.

For a moment neither of them spoke.

Elly held the bottle between her hands.

Amber took a long drink.

"Do you want anything else, doll?"

"No, thank you. I’m fine."

Amber tilted her head, watching her.

"You’re intelligent. It shows in the way you look at everything. You come from a powerful family, refined education, good manners."

Elly remained silent.

Amber kept talking while slowly turning the bottle between her fingers.

"I’m sure you know the famous question. Which is better, to be feared or to be loved?"

Elly lifted her gaze and nodded slowly.

Amber smiled softly.

"The classic answer favors fear."

She leaned slightly closer to her.

"I don’t agree."

Elly felt the warmth of her presence drawing nearer.

Amber rested a hand on Elly’s knee with easy familiarity, as if the contact were completely ordinary.

"I would rather be loved."

Elly swallowed.

"I’m not a monster."

Amber’s voice came out softer now.

"I built my position here using fear. It works. Everyone obeys when they’re afraid of the consequences."

She sighed quietly.

"But I’m still down here. In this bright basement. A forgotten corner of the institute."

She looked at the screen for a moment before continuing.

"I want something bigger."

Elly listened carefully, unable to decide what she was supposed to feel.

Amber shifted slightly closer.

"The Feminator is my creation. My project. It’s going to change this entire place."

Her eyes shone with intensity.

"But Lys doesn’t like it. Neither does Myra."

Elly remained silent.

Amber tilted her head with a small smile.

"And yet it works."

Silence returned for a few seconds.

"Listen, Elly."

Amber lowered her voice.

"I don’t see you as just a tool."

Her fingers pressed gently against the young woman’s knee.

"I want Candy. She’s sweet. I want Bambi. She’s so tender it makes you want to protect her."

A small laugh escaped her lips.

"I even want Ginger, even though she insists on looking at me like she’d like to stab me with her eyes."

Amber sighed.

"In another world we might have been friends."

Then she did something Elly did not expect.

Amber shifted on the couch and rested her head on Elly’s legs.

Elly’s body tensed immediately.

Amber watched the screen as if this were the most normal thing in the world.

Her hand began to idly play with the stocking covering Elly’s leg.

Several minutes passed.

The movie continued.

Amber let out a soft laugh during a particularly absurd scene.

"Look at that."

Elly barely reacted.

"Yes."

Amber kept watching the screen.

From time to time she made light comments about the film. Elly answered with short replies, still stiff from the situation.

After a while Amber spoke again.

"Elly."

The young woman lowered her gaze.

"Yes?"

Amber’s voice sounded strangely gentle.

"Could you stroke my hair?"

Elly hesitated.

"Sure."

She lifted her hand carefully.

Her fingers touched Amber’s blonde hair. It was soft, silky. The sensation eased some of the tension running through her body.

She slowly ran her fingers through it.

Amber closed her eyes for a moment.

"Thank you."

She shifted slightly, settling more comfortably against Elly’s thighs.

Elly continued stroking her hair.

Time passed without either of them paying much attention to it. The movie played on while Amber reacted to each scene with the occasional comment.

Little by little, Elly’s breathing grew calmer.

The atmosphere felt strange.

Almost normal.

When the movie ended, Amber sat up with an elegant stretch.

"I just had an idea."

Elly looked up.

Amber smiled with sudden enthusiasm.

"Let’s go to my room."

She took Elly’s hand without waiting for an answer and guided her down the inner hallway.

Amber’s bedroom looked like something out of a storybook.

Everything was pink, soft, luminous. Light curtains filtered the glow from the lamps. Decorative plush toys lined a shelf. The enormous bed was covered with a fluffy quilt that looked like cotton candy.

Elly sat carefully on the edge of the mattress.

The surface was unbelievably soft.

Amber opened a small case filled with nail polish bottles.

"Girls’ sleepover."

She smiled.

"Nails first."

Elly watched as Amber gently took her hand.

She worked with surprising patience. First a base coat, then a bright pink shade that matched Elly’s uniform perfectly. She added tiny white details along the tips.

The result was delicate, almost artistic.

Amber lifted Elly’s hand to admire it.

"Beautiful."

Then she extended her own hands toward her.

"Your turn."

Elly shook her head.

"I don’t think I can. Your nails are already perfect."

Amber laughed softly.

"I trust you."

Elly took a deep breath and picked up one of the bottles.

She chose an intense red. Carefully she applied the polish, focusing on not making mistakes. Her hands trembled at first, but gradually she grew steadier.

She added small glittering details at the base of each nail.

When she finished, Amber examined the result.

A wide smile lit up her face.

"I love it."

She stood up with a burst of energy.

"Now then."

Taking Elly by the hand again, she led her to an enormous wardrobe.

The doors opened to reveal perfectly organized rows of clothing.

"For a sleepover, we need pajamas."

Amber pulled out a delicate set and handed it to Elly. A soft babydoll with light stockings.

"Go change."

Elly hesitated for a few seconds before obeying.

When she returned, Amber had changed as well. The outfit she wore highlighted her figure with effortless elegance.

In her hands she carried two new bottles.

She stepped closer and handed one to Elly.

"A toast."

Elly raised the bottle.

"What are we toasting to?"

Amber smiled with that peculiar mixture of sweetness and mystery.

"To our girls’ night."

The bottles clinked softly.

Elly drank.

The liquid slid down her throat and a pleasant warmth spread through her chest.

Amber settled onto the bed, relaxed.

"Tonight is going to be fun."

The room remained calm, wrapped in soft lights and pastel colors.

For the first time since arriving at Level Zero, Elly did not quite know what to think about Mistress Amber.

And that uncertainty was just as unsettling as it was fascinating.
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CHAPTER 14 Sleepover

Night continued to unfold inside Amber’s private refuge.

Elly could still feel the warmth of the alcohol spreading through her chest when Amber rose from the bed with renewed energy.

"Come."

She took Elly’s hand naturally and led her down a small hallway Elly hadn’t noticed before. At the end, an elegant kitchenette opened up. Shining white countertops, utensils arranged with careful precision, small jars filled with ingredients labeled in delicate lettering.

Amber pulled her hair back with a pink tie as she opened the refrigerator.

"Time for something more serious."

Elly watched her with curiosity.

"What are you going to make?"

Amber smiled as she pulled out eggs, milk, and a container with baking mix.

"Pancakes."

Elly’s eyes widened slightly.

"Seriously?"

Amber set the ingredients on the counter.

"Seriously."

She turned on the electric griddle and began mixing the ingredients with quick, confident movements.

"We both watch our diets carefully."

She poured the first portion onto the hot surface.

The batter slowly began to brown.

"But even disciplined girls deserve a small treat once in a while."

A sweet aroma filled the small space.

Elly rested her elbows on the counter as she watched.

"I can’t remember the last time I ate something like this."

Amber raised an eyebrow.

"That sounds tragic."

She flipped the first pancake with practiced ease.

"Today we’re fixing that problem."

She prepared a small stack, golden and fluffy. She added butter, a little honey, and some fruit she had taken from the refrigerator.

She placed the plate in front of Elly.

"Go ahead."

Elly picked up the fork with a bit of shyness.

The first bite made her smile without realizing it.

Amber watched her with satisfaction.

"Well?"

"It’s delicious."

The answer came out sincere, soft.

Amber rested her chin on her hand as she watched her eat.

"See? Life needs sweet moments too."

Elly finished the plate with surprising speed. They both laughed a little when Amber pointed at the empty dish.

"I think you liked them."

Elly wiped her lips with a napkin.

"A lot."

Amber gathered the plates and left them in the sink before taking Elly’s hand again.

"Now I want to show you something."

They returned to the main studio.

The monitors on the desk flickered to life when Amber touched the keyboard. Screens filled with code, graphs, and three-dimensional models appeared before them.

Elly stepped closer, curious.

"Is this where you work on the Feminator?"

Amber nodded with pride.

"It all started here."

She moved a few windows across the screen. Maps of virtual environments appeared, along with sensor diagrams and interaction logs.

"The institute only allows a handful of people to know about the existence of Level Zero."

Her voice took on a more serious tone.

"That also means very few people know about me."

Elly watched the lines of code scroll down the monitor.

Amber continued speaking as she rested a hand on the back of the chair.

"My predecessor had a different vision."

She leaned slightly toward the screen.

"She saw herself as the institute’s necessary shadow."

She switched to another file.

"The counterweight. The one who carried out the dirty work."

Amber let out a small laugh.

"That’s not how I see it."

She turned the chair to face Elly directly.

"Level Zero can be much more."

Her eyes shone with intensity.

"The world is full of people looking to change. People who want to become something new."

She stepped closer.

"A lot of sissies out there would willingly come here."

Elly listened attentively.

Amber crossed her arms.

"But the directors are afraid."

She glanced back at the screens.

"They’re afraid of what they can’t control."

Elly tilted her head.

"And you?"

Amber smiled slowly.

"I want to modernize all of this."

With a gesture, she shut off the monitors.

"But enough about work."

Her expression shifted again, turning playful.

"Let’s go back to bed."

She grabbed Elly by the wrist and led her back to the bedroom.

Before Elly could ask anything, Amber snatched a pillow and hurled it with perfect aim.

The soft impact made Elly stagger.

"What?"

Amber lifted another pillow, wearing a mischievous smile.

"War."

The second pillow flew toward her.

Elly raised her arms to shield herself, but ended up laughing when Amber attacked again.

"Hey!"

She grabbed a pillow from the floor and struck back.

At first her movements were cautious, her hits gentle. A nervous laugh escaped her every time Amber advanced.

But little by little, something inside her began to relax.

The room filled with drifting feathers when one of the seams finally burst.

The two of them spun across the bed in a storm of laughter.

Amber leapt forward and took a direct hit to the shoulder.

"Nice attack."

Elly was breathing hard between bursts of laughter.

"I learned from the best."

Amber delivered one last swing.

Both of them collapsed onto the bed, exhausted.

For several seconds the only sound in the room was their breathing.

Amber slowly pushed herself upright.

Elly tried to sit up as well.

Then Amber moved closer.

Very close.

Elly felt the nearness of her body before she could even react.

Amber spoke in a low voice.

"Now I understand something."

Elly swallowed.

"What?"

Amber studied her carefully.

"Why all your former mistresses adored you."

Elly lowered her gaze, nervous.

"Thank you..."

The word came out almost as a whisper.

Amber stepped closer.

Their bodies were now very near.

Elly could feel the soft pressure against her chest. The difference in height between them was slight, but Amber’s presence seemed to fill the entire space.

Elly felt herself shrinking under that gaze.

Amber spoke again.

"You're my favorite too."

Elly lifted her eyes in surprise.

Amber seemed focused on every detail of her face.

For a moment, her expression shifted.

Something darker crept into her voice.

"Though I have to admit something."

Her hands slid down to Elly’s waist.

Elly felt the contact and froze.

"I’m a brilliant sculptor."

Amber spoke with growing intensity.

"But the institute keeps me hidden on this level."

Her fingers tightened firmly around Elly’s waist.

"As if they were afraid of me."

Her face was now only inches from Elly’s.

"They send me broken dolls."

Her breath brushed against the young woman’s lips.

"Dolls that want to disappear."

Her eyes shone with fierce emotion.

"I rebuild them. I give them worth."

Her lips almost touched Elly’s as she whispered the next words.

"But you..."

She pulled her a little closer.

"You’re already perfect."

Elly trembled.

Amber noticed.

"You’re going to prove that the Feminator works."

Her voice was soft, yet filled with excitement.

"You’re going to show that even diamonds can shine brighter."

Elly was breathing unevenly.

Amber leaned in even closer, her lips barely brushing Elly’s as she spoke.

"More valuable."

Elly trembled again.

Amber felt it immediately.

Her eyes changed.

"No, doll."

The tension in her voice eased a little.

"Don’t be afraid of me."

Her grip softened.

"I’m going to take care of you."

Her fingers gently traced along Elly’s waist.

"I’m going to make you perfect."

Elly looked into her eyes.

For a moment, a different smile appeared on Amber’s face.

A calm smile.

Almost sincere.

Amber held that expression for only a second before leaning forward and softly kissing Elly on the forehead.

The embrace that followed drew their bodies even closer together. Elly felt the warm contact between them as Amber wrapped her arms around her.

Amber’s voice returned to its lighter tone.

"I think we can be friends, Elly."

She pulled back just enough to look at her.

"Good friends."
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CHAPTER 15 Girls’ Night

The closeness between them became impossible to ignore.

Elly could feel the warmth of Amber’s body through the thin fabric of the babydoll. Their breathing mingled in the narrow space between their faces. Amber’s sweet perfume drifted around them, wrapping the moment in an intensity that made Elly’s heart pound.

For a second, Elly stopped thinking.

Then all the thoughts came rushing back at once.

The institute.
The lessons.
The rules they had repeated for years.
Men, desire, the way she was supposed to respond to certain looks, to certain touches.

She blinked several times.

A strange sensation moved through her chest. A small vertigo that left her disoriented.

If Elliot still existed inside her… she thought for a moment… he probably would have reacted differently already.

Maybe he would have taken the initiative.
Maybe he would have tried to kiss Amber.

The thought made her shiver.

Amber was still watching her from very close.

Her hand slowly drifted down until it rested on Elly’s legs.

The contact was soft, but enough.

Elly let out a small involuntary moan.

Her own ears were startled to hear it.

Amber raised an eyebrow, amused.

The smile that appeared on her face carried a playful glint.

"Friends don’t kiss," she said in an almost mischievous tone.

Elly swallowed.

Elly swallowed again, her cheeks burning beneath the bimbo makeup she was still wearing. "W-what… what do you mean, Mistress?" she asked in that high, submissive little voice Amber adored.

Amber let out a light, flirtatious giggle, leaning closer until her breath brushed Elly’s lips without touching them. "I mean I’m going to show you what it really means to be mine, little doll. I’m going to fuck you like the needy little slut you are, and you’re going to love it. Are you ready to be my best friend… in bed?"

Elly’s pink babydoll wrinkled against the sheets as Amber climbed on top of her, straddling her hips, feeling the little cage pulsing uselessly against her thigh. From the drawer beside the bed she pulled out a black, gleaming strap-on, thick as an arm and curved at that perfect angle that promised to reach every hidden spot. Next to it was a bottle of clear lubricant, which she opened with a playful click.

Elly trembled, stunned by the avalanche of emotions: fear, embarrassment, a treacherous desire that made the thin thong buried between her cheeks grow damp.

"Amber… I don’t know if…" she murmured, but her body was already betraying her, arching slightly upward.

"Shhh, relax," Amber whispered, pouring lubricant into her hand and spreading it over the strap-on with slow, deliberate movements, as if she were caressing a real lover. "Look how it shines for you. It’s my special little gift, and I know your cute ass is begging for it."

Amber slid the straps of Elly’s babydoll down with skilled fingers, leaving her round, sensitive breasts exposed, swollen from the hormonal cocktail she had sucked from those phallic bottles. Her nipples hardened in the cool air, and Amber wasted no time: she leaned down and kissed one, then the other, sucking gently with warm, wet lips. Her tongue moved in lazy circles, teasing with just enough pressure from her teeth to send sparks of pleasure straight to Elly’s cage.

"Oh God, Amber…" Elly moaned, her hands gripping the sheets. Each kiss was like an electric shock, making her body writhe, the heat rising through her stomach until it gathered in that pink prison that offered her no relief.

Amber lifted her head, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. "You like that, huh? Your little tits are so sensitive… so perfect for biting. But wait, doll, the best part is coming."

Her hand moved down with torturous slowness, brushing the thin thong until it reached the pink diamond plug still filling Elly. She grasped it at the base and began to pull it out slowly, centimeter by centimeter, feeling Elly’s body tighten around it. The sudden emptiness made her cry out, a sharp, high moan that echoed through the room like a confession.

"Wait! Wait, please!" Elly begged.

Amber straightened a little, facing her, her eyes gleaming with that mix of tenderness and dominance that drove Elly wild. "Don’t tell me you don’t love it, you little slut. I know your cute little ass is empty and desperate for me. Admit it… say you want me to fuck you like the whore you are."

Elly bit her bright red lower lip, but the desire was too strong. "Yes, I do… fuck me, Amber… please."

Amber laughed softly, positioning the lubricated strap-on right at Elly’s trembling entrance. She pushed slowly at first, feeling the sissy’s body open for her, inch by inch. Elly moaned loudly as sensation flooded through her like a wave: the thickness stretched her deliciously, brushing along her inner walls with a pressure that sent pulses of pleasure straight to her prostate. It felt as if every nerve in her body had lit up, the heat of the hyper-realistic toy filling her completely, making her little cage leak helplessly.

"Oh yes… deeper," Elly panted, her hips moving instinctively to meet each thrust.

Amber didn’t hesitate. She picked up the pace, thrusting into her with smooth, deep movements while her hands returned to Elly’s nipples, pinching and twisting them with sweet cruelty. At the same time, she slipped out of her own black babydoll, letting her generous, firm breasts fall free. With every thrust their bodies collided: breasts brushing breasts, hot skin sliding against damp skin, creating friction that multiplied the pleasure.

"Feel that, doll? Feel how I fill you, how I make you mine," Amber whispered, shifting position slightly. She rolled so Elly ended up on top, straddling the strap-on, forcing her to ride it. Amber’s hands guided Elly’s hips, lifting and lowering them in a growing rhythm. In this position the toy pushed even deeper, striking that sweet spot that made Elly see stars. Every downward movement was an explosion: the thickness opening her, the heat burning through her, the pressure against her prostate sending waves of ecstasy building in her stomach and in her trapped little cage.

Elly moaned uncontrollably, her hands braced on Amber’s shoulders, painted nails digging in slightly. "Amber, oh God… it’s too much, you’re going to break me…!"

"But you love being broken, don’t you? Say it. Say you’re my perfect doll," Amber demanded, one hand sliding down to stroke Elly’s cage, brushing the swollen flesh without freeing it.

"Yesss, I’m your doll, your little slut… fuck me harder!" Elly cried, completely lost to it.

They shifted again: Amber turned her onto her stomach, lifting her hips to take her from behind in a doggy position. The strap-on drove into her with force now, each thrust making Elly’s ass tremble, the sound of skin against skin filling the room. Elly felt everything: the curve of the toy rubbing inside her, the weight of Amber over her back, her lover’s breasts pressed against her, Amber’s fingers pinching her nipples while she fucked her mercilessly.

The pleasure built like a storm, every sensation amplified by the cage that denied her full release. Elly writhed, moaning in a high falsetto, her entire body shaking. "I’m going to— I’m going to come… Amber, please!"

"Yes, come for me, my sweet doll, show me how much you love me," Amber urged, speeding up to the edge.

The orgasm crashed over Elly like a tsunami: she arched back, screaming Amber’s name while waves of pleasure tore through her, her ass clenching around the strap-on, the cage leaking profusely. Amber followed seconds later, her own pleasure born from complete control, a rough groan escaping her lips.

They collapsed onto the bed, breathless, tangled together in a knot of arms and legs. Amber wrapped herself around Elly from behind, pulling her against her chest and kissing her neck with soft, possessive kisses.

"There’s no going back now. Good night, doll. We’re the future, baby… and the future is pink. All pink, wet, and delicious for the two of us."

Elly thought she wouldn’t be able to sleep, that her head would spin with memories of humiliation, pleasure, and endless submission. But the warmth of Amber’s body, the steady beat of her heart against her back, the fingers tangled in her hair, and the soft brush of her breasts lulled her like a perverse lullaby. It wasn’t long before her eyes closed and she drifted off in her arms, one final certainty floating through her drowsy mind:

This wasn’t going to end anytime soon… and deep in her little sissy heart, she didn’t want it to end at all. The pink had claimed them both, forever.
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Afterword

Elly’s journey inside the Factory is far from over. The doors of Level Zero have only just begun to open, and the challenges awaiting her promise to test everything she has learned so far. In the chapters to come, we will discover how far the Factory is willing to go in perfecting its most promising creation and what the future truly holds for Elly. Her story continues, and soon we will learn much more about the adventures, trials, and transformations that still lie ahead for her.


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.
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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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