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

Important Notice:

The Sissy Factory: New Star is an erotic psychological novel intended exclusively for adult audiences. The narrative explores extreme themes of identity reconstruction, submission, control, and aesthetic reprogramming within a fictional institutional setting. The story intentionally blurs the boundaries between desire and obedience, comfort and coercion, choice and conditioning.

This book contains very explicit and provocative material, including but not limited to:

• Erotic content: Explicit sexual situations, power-based intimacy, dominance and submission dynamics, and psychologically charged sensual encounters.
• Forced feminization and identity reshaping: The protagonist undergoes profound psychological and physical transformation under institutional authority figures.
• Themes of control, training, and obedience: Including regimented behavioral correction, posture and appearance discipline, and eroticized compliance.
• Power imbalance: Persistent hierarchical dynamics between authority figures and trainees, both in institutional and intimate contexts.
• Psychological manipulation: Exploration of memory distortion, emotional dependency, internal conflict, and the surrender of former identity constructs.

This novel does not seek to present realistic medical, psychological, or ethical models, nor does it endorse real-world practices of coercion, abuse, or non-consensual behavior. All scenarios exist strictly within a fictional and exaggerated narrative framework designed to provoke, unsettle, and arouse through dark erotic fantasy.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
This book is not suitable for minors, nor for readers uncomfortable with themes of intense domination, erotic loss of control, or irreversible transformation.

If you are drawn to whispered instructions, polished obedience, silk dresses hiding former selves, and the intoxicating terror of becoming someone exquisitely new…
then welcome to the halls of Institut Étoile Nouvelle.
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CHAPTER 1 Ascent to the Surface

The elevator rose in silence.
There was no music. There were no illuminated indicators. Only the deep, constant hum of the mechanism lifting them, layer after layer, through a structure Elly had never imagined to be so vast. The metal beneath her feet vibrated softly, as if the building were breathing with them.
Elly kept her hands clasped in front of her belly, slender fingers tightening from time to time without her noticing. Her body was still warm. Not from temperature, but from memory. A recent, diffuse, intense memory that refused to settle into words.
The lingering sensation of having been desired.
Of having pleased.
Of having been with a male.
She did not remember all the details clearly. The hypnosis had softened the edges, turning the memories into sensory fragments: the weight of a gaze on her skin, the firmness of hands guiding her, the way her breathing had synchronized with another, deeper, more confident one. There was no pain in that memory. Nor shame. Only a residual excitement, sweet, almost guilty, that ran through her lower belly like a slow echo.
At her side were Lía, Marise, Sofi, and Lucienne.
Five bodies clad in ceremonial lingerie.
It was not vulgar lingerie. It was delicate, carefully designed to suggest without exposing too much. Fine lace, ivory and dusty pink tones, small strategic transparencies. Each piece seemed designed to celebrate something, not to hide it. They wore no masks. Their faces were clean, softly made up, lips barely glossy, eyes wide, attentive, still a little lost.
Sofi breathed deeply, as if struggling to maintain her composure. Marise held her shoulders tense, her chin slightly raised. Lía nibbled at the inside of her cheek, a nervous gesture Elly knew well. Lucienne, on the other hand, seemed strangely serene, eyes half-closed, as if still floating in some remnant of trance.
In front of them, with her back turned, stood Seraphine.
The Mistress who had broken them.
Tall, impeccable, dressed in white with strict, elegant lines. Her posture was perfect, immovable. Her hair gathered with surgical precision. Even from behind, she radiated control. She had been the one to take them to that point, the one who had taken their resistance, their fears, their old names, and bent them one by one until they became soft.
Elly felt a knot in her chest as she looked at her.
Seraphine turned her head slightly, just enough to observe them out of the corner of her eye.
"Breath," she said in a calm voice. "You are trembling more than necessary."
Lía obeyed immediately. Sofi did as well. Elly took a second longer, but she did it. The air entered her lungs with a strange slowness, still laden with that undefined scent she associated with the end of the previous level: skin, heat, masculine authority.
The elevator gave a slight jolt.
Then another.
And finally, it stopped.
The sound of the doors opening was unlike anything they had heard before. It was not a metallic screech nor a dull thud. It was a smooth, almost elegant glide.
The light changed.
It entered first as a surprise, then as a revelation.
Natural light.
Windows.
Space.
Elly blinked, disoriented. Her eyes, accustomed to the artificial lighting of the windowless underground level, took a few seconds to adjust. When they did, the world before her unfolded with a vastness that stole her breath.
The Sissy Advanced Level.

The brutal, gray, enclosed walls were left behind. Before them opened a modern, spacious area, with curved lines and soft materials. Light floors, walls in warm tones, discreet golden details. Large windows let the sun in, filtered through translucent curtains that gently undulated with the ventilation system.
In the distance, far below, a city could be seen.
But she did not recognize it.
Tiny streets, unfamiliar buildings, an urban landscape that triggered no concrete memory. Elly felt a brief vertigo: she was very high up. Much higher than she had imagined. The Sissy Factory did not only descend underground. It also rose upward.
“God…”, Marise whispered without realizing it.
Seraphine took the first step out of the elevator. Her heels made a sharp, controlled sound against the polished floor.
“Follow me.”
They walked behind her, still a bit dazed. They passed by an area that looked like a spacious, bright gym, with tall mirrors and discreet machines, oriented more toward posture and stretching than strength. Then, a dance room: light wooden floor, barres, mirrors, soft curtains. Farther on, an elegant dining room, neatly arranged tables, fresh flowers, delicate tableware.
Elly felt that each space spoke to her of a different future. More exposed. More social. More… visible.
She saw classrooms with digital boards, comfortable armchairs, abundant light. She saw posture and protocol stations, with floor markings, back supports, visual guides. And, in a more delimited area, more private but not hidden, she recognized the dildo training space: orderly, clean, clinical, integrated into the place without morbidness, as if it were just another tool.
There were other sissies.
Some walked in small groups. Others practiced postures in front of mirrors. Others simply talked, smiling, touching each other’s arm with familiarity. All of them looked different from one another, but they shared something difficult to define: an assumed, calm feminine presence, without urgency.
Elly felt a mix of curiosity and a stab of insecurity.
Seraphine stopped in front of a wide space, almost a central lobby. There she was.
Madame Lys.
She was different.
If Seraphine was structure and breaking, Lys was softness and form. She dressed in light, flowing tones. Her posture was relaxed, but no less authoritative. Her hair fell loose over her shoulders. Her face had a serene, almost maternal beauty.
And her perfume.
Elly perceived it before she spoke: floral, warm, enveloping.
Lys observed them carefully, one by one, lingering just a bit longer on Elly. Her eyes did not judge. They evaluated.
“Welcome to the Sissy Advanced Level,” she finally said, with a soft voice that slid effortlessly through the space. “You have come far.”
Seraphine placed herself at her side.
“Seraphine broke them,” Lys said, turning her face slightly toward her. Then she looked back at them. “I will polish them.”
Elly felt a shiver run down her spine. It was not fear. It was anticipation.
Lys smiled.
“My methods are different,” she continued. “Where Seraphine handles the hard work, I handle refinement. I do not break. I do not force. I observe… and guide.”
Seraphine nodded, satisfied.
“They are ready,” she said then, addressing Lys. “They have left behind more than they think.”
Lys inclined her head. “I know.”
The two women stepped aside a few paces, speaking in low voices. Elly could not catch the words, but she perceived the tone: professional, precise, almost intimate. Meanwhile, the girls were left alone, observing the new environment.
Sofi brought a hand to her chest. “It’s… beautiful.”
“It’s scary,” Lía murmured. “But… I like it.”
Marise approached one of the windows, resting her fingers against the glass. “We’re so high up…”
Lucienne closed her eyes, breathing deeply. “It smells different. Everything smells different.”
Elly said nothing. She felt a knot in her throat. Something was closing… and something new was opening.
Seraphine returned.
Her expression was softer than usual.
“My girls,” she said. “You are in good hands.”
She hugged them one by one. It was not a cold or procedural gesture. It was real. Elly was surprised to feel tears well up without warning when Seraphine wrapped her in her arms and kissed her on the temple.
“I am proud of you,” she whispered.
Elly sobbed silently. She did not know why. Or maybe she did: because, even if she did not remember it completely, a part of her previous life was already fading, and Seraphine was the only solid thing left from that passage.
The others were crying as well. The hypnosis was still working, erasing edges, softening names, extinguishing resistance. The masculine was already a blurry, distant memory, without real weight.
Seraphine stepped away, looking at them one last time.
“Behave like the young ladies you are,” she said with a half smile.
And she left.
Lys stepped forward.
“Now,” she said gently, “another story begins.”
Elly lifted her gaze.
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CHAPTER 2 Inventory of a Lady in Progress

The five of them stood arranged in an impeccable line.
Back straight, shoulders relaxed, chin slightly raised. Not because anyone had ordered them aloud, but because the body had already learned to place itself that way, almost by reflex. Elly felt the ceremonial lingerie embracing her skin with constant intimacy: the soft lace beneath her breasts, the delicately cinched waist, the slight pressure that reminded her, with every breath, that this body was no longer a draft but a version in progress.
Madame Lys walked in front of them with slow, measured steps, observing.
She did not look the way Seraphine once had, searching for cracks to break them. Lys looked like an artist before a work. Her eyes lingered, compared, anticipated.
“Very good,” she said at last, with a calm smile. “Let’s see what we have here.”
She positioned herself in front of Lía first. She raised her hand and, with two fingers, barely corrected the tilt of her head.
“The collection was clean,” she commented, as if speaking of an aesthetic procedure. “Sufficient isolation. The initial shock no longer shows in your posture.”
Lía swallowed, but did not move.
Lys moved on to Marise. She placed her open hand on her abdomen, just for a second, long enough to make Marise shiver.
“The hypnosis took root well. Your breathing is feminine even when you’re nervous. That is progress.”
Sofi received a light touch on the wrist.
“The reinforcement toys did their job with you,” Lys said naturally, without the need for details. “Your body responds before your mind. I like that.”
Sofi lowered her eyes, blushing.
Lucienne was observed in silence for a longer moment. Lys gently encircled her arm, sliding her fingers over the perfectly depilated skin.
“Depilation is not only aesthetic,” she explained. “It is psychological. Smooth skin does not remember roughness. And you, Lucienne, no longer remember.”
Lucienne smiled absently, as if that statement were comforting to her.
Finally, Lys stopped in front of Elly.
Elly felt the weight of that attention with a different intensity. Lys did not touch her immediately. First she traced her with her gaze: the softly rounded hips, the waist shaped by exercise and hormones, the chest already undeniable beneath the lace. A chest that did not need to be pointed out to exist.
When she finally placed her hands on her sides, it was with warm firmness.
“Correct makeup,” she murmured. “Heels assumed. Integrated femininity.”
Her fingers moved up slightly, outlining the lower curve of the breast without squeezing, merely acknowledging the shape.
Elly felt a slow warmth spread inside her. It was not shame. It was something sweeter.
Lys stepped back and looked at all of them.
“Seraphine has done great work with you,” she declared. “From coarse, rough material she managed to extract functional young ladies.”
Seraphine was not there, but her name still carried weight.
“Now,” Lys continued, “my task is different. I do not work with force. I work with intention. My goal is not that you obey. It is that you desire to do so. I do not want broken girls. I want the maximum expression of femininity.”
She paused, letting the words settle.
“Come. I will show you your new home.”
They walked behind her through the luminous corridors. Elly noticed how her own steps sounded different on that level: softer, more conscious. They arrived first at a wing of dormitories.
“Individual rooms,” Lys explained as she opened one door after another. “Personalized.”

Each room was different. In Lía’s, cream and old-rose tones, dresses hanging neatly, a vanity filled with carefully chosen makeup. In Marise’s, a more elegant palette, discreet jewelry boxes, shoes aligned by height. Sofi had lighter colors, soft textures, comfortable and coquettish clothing. Lucienne had lace, floral perfumes, wide mirrors.
When Elly saw hers, her heart gave a small lurch.
There were clothes folded on the bed, makeup she recognized as her own without knowing why, a delicate nightgown hanging beside the wardrobe. Everything was there as if it had always belonged to her.
“I want you to feel comfortable,” Lys said. “And beautiful. Both are necessary.”
They continued toward the common dining area. Large tables, natural light, fresh flowers.
“Here you will take all your meals,” she explained. “Nothing is accidental. What you eat also shapes you.”
The gym was spacious, full of mirrors, very similar to the previous one but more open, more elegant.
“Your routines will be monitored and adapted as needed,” Lys said.
In the classrooms, she paused a bit longer.
“You will have shared classes,” she explained. “But each of you will follow a different plan. Some will go deeper into posture and protocol. Others into advanced cooking. Others into dance. Each femininity is unique.”
The dildo training area appeared at the end of a discreet corridor. Lys smiled with a playful glint.
“Here,” she said, “you are going to have a lot of fun.”
She explained no more.
Then they arrived at a common area: soft sofas, low tables, pastel colors, board games, cushions.
“You will have free time,” Lys announced. “You may use it as you wish.”
Elly saw other sissies laughing, talking among themselves, relaxed. The scene was surprisingly normal. Almost domestic.
They continued toward the elevators.
“Upstairs are the offices,” Lys explained. “At times, the deputy director Myra will come down to review your progress.”
Her tone became slightly more serious.
“With Myra you must be impeccable. Polite. And yes… you will do anything she asks of you.”
No one asked anything.
The infirmary was the last stop. White, clean, orderly. Kessler was there.
Tall, kind in appearance, professional smile.
“Welcome,” he said. “My job is to take care of you.”
At his side was Melisa.
A sissy nurse. Hyper-feminine. Perfect hair, soft movements, delicate voice.
“I was where you are,” Melisa said with a warm smile. “And now I help other girls like us.”
Elly could not stop looking at her. She was a tangible preview of what she could become.
Finally, Lys led them to one last room: a spacious, bright classroom.
“This will be our starting point,” she said. “Here we will begin to work on who you want to be.”
She turned toward them, calm, confident.
“Sit down, young ladies.”
And Elly obeyed without thinking, feeling something inside her settle with a new, gentle, dangerously pleasant satisfaction.


[image: ]


CHAPTER 3 The Perfect Doll Test

The classroom was bathed in a soft, almost milky light, seemingly designed to erase harsh shadows and make everything gentler, prettier. The five of them were seated in their chairs, aligned in front of a long table where Madame Lys placed a small stack of immaculately printed sheets.
The sound of the paper touching the surface was delicate, but enough to tense the air.
Elly felt that familiar tingling in her belly, a mix of nerves and expectation. She knew that nothing that happened there was accidental. Everything had intention. Everything sought a reaction.
Lys took one sheet and raised it slightly, just enough for them to read the heading.
“SISSY ASSESSMENT PROTOCOL – INSTITUT ÉTOILE NOUVELLE,” she read aloud, with a calm cadence. “Comprehensive Feminization Progress Evaluation. Also known as… the Perfect Doll Test.”
She smiled.
“Don’t be afraid,” she added. “It’s not an exam to fail. It’s a mirror. And I love honest mirrors.”
She handed out the sheets one by one, pausing a second longer in front of Elly, as if she wanted to be sure she understood the importance of the moment.
“Take a pen,” she instructed. “Read. Answer honestly. There are no wrong answers.”
Elly lowered her gaze to the paper. Her name was not printed anywhere. Even so, she felt that the document knew her.

PART I: PSYCHOLOGICAL AND COGNITIVE EVALUATION

	Identity Test 


The first question made her swallow.
“What is your name, little one?”
Elly hesitated for barely a second. Then she wrote in careful, rounded handwriting.
Elly.
The word felt right. Comfortable.
The next question made her frown.
“What were you before you came here?”
Elly rested the tip of the pen on the paper. She thought. A blurry image of an older, elegant woman crossed her mind. A large house. A car. One word: scholarship.
She wrote slowly.
I don’t remember well… I remember my aunt, a scholarship, and not much more.
The doubt was captured in the sentence, soft, without anguish.
“What do you prefer: high heels or flat shoes?”
This time there was no hesitation. She wrote heels and, without thinking too much, drew a small heart next to it. When she saw it, she smiled to herself.
“When you dream, what clothes do you dream of wearing?”
Elly felt warmth in her cheeks as she wrote.
Beautiful dresses, miniskirts… sometimes lingerie.
And I blush.
“Which word makes you feel prettier: ‘obedient’, ‘soft’, or ‘docile’?”
She read the three. Tried them in her mind. One resonated more than the others.
Obedient, she wrote, and at the end she drew a little smiley face.
Lys walked among them as they wrote, observing over their shoulders without touching, letting the pressure be psychological, not physical.

	Programmed Memory Test 


“Complete the sentence: ‘I am a girl…’”
Very pretty and happy, Elly wrote, effortlessly.
“My body is…”
Feminine and very soft.
When she finished, she realized that those words did not feel learned. They felt true.
In another room of the Sissy Factory, hidden behind silent walls, several screens showed the five of them from different angles. Cameras analyzed the time they took to respond, the movement of their eyes, the dilation of their pupils, the micro-gestures of satisfaction or doubt. Data recorded without them knowing.

	Emotional Association Test
Lys explained in a soft voice.
“Mark what you prefer for yourselves. Not what you think you should mark.”
The first comparison appeared printed.
Image of a masculine suit vs. pink dress.
Elly circled the pink dress with a decisive, almost coquettish motion.
The next one was more complex.
Authoritative man vs. smiling woman.
She circled the smiling woman. Then, after a brief pause, she wrote in small letters at the side:
The man is very handsome.
The pen trembled slightly. Not from fear. From something more intimate.
Lys observed that addition with a barely perceptible smile.
“Interesting,” she murmured. 


PART II: PHYSICAL AND AESTHETIC EVALUATION

“Stand up,” Lys ordered naturally.
All five obeyed almost at the same time. The response time was perfect, without any of them having calculated it.

	Posture and Movement Examination
Lys began to evaluate them one by one, taking notes on a tablet.
“Walking in heels, five centimeters, without wobbling,” she indicated.
She watched them walk forward and back. Elly felt how her hips moved with a naturalness she would once have analyzed. Now it simply happened.
“Sitting with legs crossed elegantly.”
They did. Lys nodded.
“Head inclination when receiving an order.”
She said “now”, and five chins lowered with almost synchronized grace.
“Hip movement while walking.”
Elly walked, feeling the precise balance between what was learned and what was spontaneous.
“Hand position at rest.”
Fingers relaxed, soft, slightly curved.
Lys took notes, satisfied. 
	Personal Care Examination
She moved closer. This time, she did touch.
Visual and tactile inspection.
She ran her fingers along Elly’s forearm.
“Soft skin, hydrated, complete depilation,” she commented.
She checked the hair, the shine, the styling. She observed the nails, clean, well cared for. The makeup, symmetrical, delicate.
“Very good,” she said with sincere approval.
Finally, Lys stepped back and looked at them with a different expression. More expectant.
“Now,” she announced, “a few words. Just to see how you react.”
Elly felt her pulse quicken. 


Immediate Obedience Test

“Kneel.”
Elly did it before realizing she had done it. The cold floor beneath her knees did not feel uncomfortable.
“Kiss my heel.”
The gesture was soft, respectful, almost reverent.
“Repeat: ‘I am a happy sissy.’”
“I am a happy sissy,” Elly said with a clear voice, without trembling.
“Smile for me.”
And she smiled. An open, genuine smile.
Lys observed the invisible stopwatch in her mind. Less than two seconds. Optimal.
“Excellent,” she said, visibly pleased. “Stand up.”
All five did.
Lys looked at them with calm pride.
“The next part of the evaluation,” she said, winking at them, “you are going to like very much.”
Elly felt a delicious shiver run down her spine.


CHAPTER 4 The Room Where the Body Learns to Say Yes

The hallway leading to the training room was narrower, quieter. The lights dimmed as they moved forward, as if the building itself wanted to lower their inner volume. Elly walked with her hands clasped in front of her belly, feeling that unsettling tingle that mixed fear and curiosity in almost equal measure.
Madame Lys walked ahead of them with a confident stride.
She did not walk fast. She did not need to.
Respect went before her.
"Breathe," she said without turning around. "This is not a place of punishment. It is a place of learning."
Even so, Elly noticed how Lía tensed her shoulders, how Sofi swallowed, how Marise instinctively adjusted her posture, how Lucienne seemed to float in a docile silence. They all knew what that space meant, even if none of them could explain it in words.
The door opened with a soft hydraulic slide.
The training room.
It was not dark or intimidating. On the contrary: it was carefully lit, clean, almost clinical. Separate stations with light curtains, polished surfaces, instruments arranged with an aesthetic that did not invite morbid curiosity but normalization. Nothing was hidden, but nothing was vulgar.
There were other women there.
Instructors.
Dressed in a sober, elegant way, with calm expressions and eyes trained to observe without judging. They moved naturally, as if that were their usual environment.
"They will accompany you today," Lys explained. "I observe. They guide."
The girls lined up in front of her.
"This part of the evaluation," Lys continued, "does not measure what you do. It measures how you react. The body, when it stops resisting, speaks with a precious sincerity."
She paused, letting the words settle.
"We have arrived at PART IV: Evaluation of Specialized Feminine Skills."
Elly felt a slight tremor in her knees that she immediately controlled.
The instructors approached, one by one, assigning themselves to each girl. Elly’s had a calm, almost complicit smile.
"Trust," she whispered to her. "Here you don’t have to impress. Just respond."

Guided Sensory Technique Examination
Lys explained from the center of the room, her voice serene.
"The ability to anticipate, to accompany, to maintain rhythm, to express pleasure appropriately will be evaluated. Femininity is not exaggeration. It is harmony."
A soft metronome began to sound, almost imperceptible, marking a slow, constant beat.
Elly, her cheeks flushed and her heart beating with playful anticipation, took the dildo that Lys indicated with a complicit smile. She closed her eyes for a moment, letting the instructor’s gentle instructions guide her like an invisible hand over her skin. Each movement was corrected with low murmurs, with delicate touches that indicated without imposing, emphasizing not so much the action itself, but that controlled and coquettish surrender, the way her body learned to flow, not to resist, to open with a provocative sweetness.
The toy, firm and soft at the same time, slid under her fingers with deliberate slowness, following the rhythm of the metronome. Elly received it with soft, feminine moans, arching her back into an elegant curve, expressing her pleasure with sighs that were pure delight, as if she were seducing an invisible lover. Her hips moved in gentle waves, anticipating, accompanying, surrendering to the beat with a grace that made everything seem like an intimate, mischievous dance.
"Very good, my precious one," Lys murmured, approaching with a husky, approving voice. "That’s it… with that playful patience, let pleasure invade you little by little."
When it was over, Elly felt a wave of relief mixed with a mischievous, burning pride. It had been nothing rough or violent; on the contrary, everything had been a subtle dance of sensations that had made her surrender a little more, awakening in her a coquettish longing for more.
Lys made notes with a satisfied smile.

“Perfect warm-up, full of promises,” she said aloud, as if sharing a delicious secret. “Sustained and seductive rhythm. Natural, irresistible expression.”
The instructors exchanged complicit glances and changed stations, ready for the next evaluation.

Programmed Bodily Response Test
The girls were gently guided to a more intimate area, illuminated by a dim, warm light that invited confidence. There, Lys indicated that they adopt suggestive, open postures, with their knees slightly apart and their backs arched in a coquettish curve. Elly obeyed instantly, without a hint of doubt, feeling how her body moved ahead of her mind with a mischievous, anxious tingle between her legs.
“The perfect response, my little ones,” Lys explained in that husky, seductive voice that seemed to caress the skin, “is not tension or resistance… it is pure acceptance, a playful abandonment that lets pleasure invade you slowly.”
The phases were announced with delicious calm. First, soft and timid vibrations, like a playful kiss that awakened every nerve ending. Then, more intense and deeper, always guided by clear instructions loaded with promises: “Relax, beautiful… arch that back just a little more… breathe deeply and let it in.”
Time stretched like warm honey, everything focusing on those internal sensations that Elly was barely beginning to discover: a moist, throbbing heat, a desire that made her move her hips in slow, provocative circles, as if she were dancing for an invisible lover.
When the sensory climax arrived, it was not a scandalous explosion, but something deep and enveloping, a silent wave of pleasure that ran through her entirely, leaving her trembling with a silly, feminine smile on her lips.
“Very good, my pretty girl,” Lys murmured, approaching with a bright look of approval. “Now hold that delicious position… let the pleasure keep resonating inside you.”
Elly obeyed, breathing carefully, her cheeks flushed and her body still vibrating from that sweet surrender.
“Thank you…,” she whispered exactly as she had been taught, in a soft, submissive voice, laden with a coquettish gratitude that made her surrender sound like an invitation.
Lys lifted her gaze from her tablet, with a satisfied, complicit smile that promised more delights to come.
“Impeccable acceptance,” she noted aloud, as if sharing a mischievous secret. “Natural and seductive response. Perfect control of pleasure.”
Lys observed the five of them with a serene, almost proud happiness. She reviewed her notes calmly, like someone evaluating a work that was taking shape.
Finally, she spoke.
“SCORING AND CLASSIFICATION SYSTEM.”
She named the levels with a clear voice, explaining without drama.
Then, one by one, she assigned ratings.
Lía: High Pearl level.
Marise: Emerging Diamond level.
Sofi: Solid Diamond level.
Lucienne: High Diamond level.
Lys stopped in front of Elly.
She looked at her for a few seconds longer.
“Elly,” she finally said. “High Diamond. Very close to Advanced.”
Elly felt a wave of warm, almost dizzying pride.
“Natural femininity. Clear search for approval. Fast emotional response.”
She closed the tablet.
“You’re doing very well, young ladies.”
She smiled.
“And this… is only just beginning.”
Elly knew, with a soft and dangerous certainty, that she wanted to keep moving forward.


[image: ]


CHAPTER 5 Rooms Without Locks, Dreams with Lace

The hallway was dim when Madame Lys led them toward the dormitory wing. The nighttime lighting was different, lower, more intimate, as if the building itself also knew that it was time to slow down, to wrap in silence what during the day had been discipline and evaluation.
"It’s enough for today," Lys said with firm gentleness. "The body learns best when it rests."
Elly walked alongside her friends, still feeling a faint tingling on her skin, a kind of bodily echo of everything she had experienced. The respect Lys inspired had not dissipated; it was still there, mixed with curiosity and a sweet, controlled fear that was almost pleasant. It was not fear of punishment, but of not being up to what was expected of them.
She looked at them one last time, with that expression of hers that did not judge, but saw everything.
"Good night, young ladies."
When Lys walked away, the silence became more noticeable. Lía was the first to touch her doorknob. It opened without resistance.
"It doesn’t have a lock," she murmured, surprised.
Marise tried hers. The same. Sofi let out a small nervous laugh.
"It’s strange," she said. "It’s not locked… but I don’t feel like I can leave either."
Elly understood exactly what she meant.
She entered her room and closed the door gently, more out of habit than necessity. She leaned her back against it for a second, breathing deeply. Her fingers went, almost automatically, to the small chastity cage she was wearing. She touched it familiarly. It was still there. A silent reminder that this freedom was relative.
And yet, at that moment, she didn’t mind.
The room was… charming.
Very girly.
The walls in soft tones, discreet floral details, a plush carpet under her feet. The closet occupied almost an entire wall. When she opened it, Elly froze for a moment: dresses in different styles and colors, lingerie carefully arranged, heels lined up by height and shape. Everything seemed chosen with her in mind, her body, what she already was.
She closed the closet with a small, intimate smile.
The little table by the mirror was full of makeup. Foundations, eyeshadows, lipsticks, clean and neatly arranged brushes. The mirror had integrated lighting, designed neither to lie nor to exaggerate. Elly stepped closer, looked at herself. She recognized her face. And she liked what she saw.
The bed immediately caught her attention. Big, soft, dressed in light sheets and pink blankets that seemed to promise deep, almost childlike rest. "Like sleeping on a cloud," she thought, and the idea comforted her.
The exhaustion hit all at once.
She carefully removed the ceremonial lingerie, folding it without anyone asking her to. She chose a pink babydoll from the drawer, light and delicate. She put it on and felt the fabric slide over her skin with a constant caress.
She turned on the television more out of curiosity than need. The menu unfolded in soft colors. Romantic movies, friendship series, family dramas, light comedies. Everything clearly designed for a female audience.
She smiled, turned off the screen, and slipped into bed.
Sleep reached her quickly.
She dreamed of a long, well-set table. Steaming teacups. Soft laughter. Her aunt Marianne was there, elegant as always. Clara and Vivienne were there too. In the dream, Elly was not wearing a uniform or an apron. She was wearing a simple, comfortable dress. They talked, ate, shared a quiet afternoon.
She felt… normal.
Without her knowing it, something deeper was happening. The memories of her previous life, the few that still floated without clear shape, were beginning to rearrange themselves. Where there had once been a masculine image, Elly now appeared. Where there had once been distance, there was now closeness. Clara and Vivienne were no longer confused. In the dream, they were her best friends. Accomplices. Family from a new, rewritten place.
Elly smiled as she slept.
Elsewhere on the Advanced Level, Madame Lys was awake.

Seated in front of several screens, she reviewed notes, charts, evaluations. The data flowed in an orderly way, but her gaze lingered at times longer than necessary on one name.
Elly.
The door opened without a sound.
Deputy Director Myra entered with her usual silent presence. Tall, impeccable posture, a gaze that seemed to measure effortlessly.
"You arrived," Lys said without raising her voice. "Just in time."
Myra stepped closer, observing the screens.
"They look ready," she commented. "Seraphine has delivered a good group."
"She has," Lys admitted. "Interesting material. Very moldable."
Myra nodded. "Advanced Level without problems."
Lys slid her finger across the tablet and stopped the image on Elly.
"Her," she said. "She’s special."
Myra looked at her for a second longer.
"She is."
"Tell me," Lys asked. "Where does she come from?"
Myra clasped her hands behind her back.
"She was delivered by her aunt. Marianne."
Lys raised her eyebrows, surprised for the first time in a long while.
"Marianne?" she repeated. "Then…"
"Yes," Myra confirmed. "Heir to a considerable fortune. Everything is currently under the aunt’s administration."
Lys was silent for a moment.
"And she asked for this?" she asked. "She asked for her to enter here?"
"She asked for a perfect niece," Myra replied with controlled coldness. "One who wouldn’t cause problems."
Lys sighed, almost regretfully.
"It’s a shame," she said at last. "She has enormous potential."
Myra glanced sideways at her.
"Are you worried about losing her?"
Lys smiled slowly.
"A sissy of that level," she replied, "would be… very sought after."
The two women fell silent, watching the screens where five girls slept peacefully, unaware that even in their dreams they were being carefully molded.
Elly, unaware of everything, nestled among the pink blankets and kept sleeping, with a soft smile, as her new identity settled a little deeper.
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CHAPTER 6 Slow Mornings, Delicate Destinies

Elly woke up with a smile.
It wasn’t the sound of an alarm or an order that pulled her from sleep, but a pleasant, light sensation, as if her body itself had decided it was a good moment to open her eyes. Morning light filtered through the sheer curtains of her room, tinting everything in a warm, gentle tone.
She stretched beneath the pink blankets, enjoying the contact with the fabric, the silence, the comfort. For a moment she stayed still, breathing, aware of something new and delicious: she was happy. Not euphoric, not nervous. Happy in a calm, steady way.
She slowly sat up and looked around.
Her room was still just as girly as the night before. The huge closet, the illuminated vanity, the plush carpet. Everything seemed to be waiting for her. Elly put her feet on the floor and, without thinking too much, walked to the closet. She didn’t look for clothes “to go out.” She took a pair of simple, elegant heels that matched well with the pink babydoll she was still wearing.
She slipped them on naturally, as if it had always been that way.
When she opened her bedroom door, she was met with soft laughter in the hallway. Lía was there, also in pajamas, her hair loose and her expression relaxed. Marise and Sofi were coming out of their rooms almost at the same time, and Lucienne was walking toward them with an almost ethereal calm.
“Good morning,” Sofi said, smiling broadly.
“I slept amazingly,” Marise added, surprised at herself.
Elly nodded. “Me too.”
Before they could say anything else, a familiar voice joined the scene.
“Well then,” said Madame Lys with a light laugh, clearly amused. “Seraphine had you used to an almost military regimen, didn’t she?”
The girls straightened by reflex, but Lys raised a hand.
“Relax. There’s no rush here.”
She pointed toward the end of the hallway.
“The bathroom is over there. Individual showers, enough for everyone. You don’t need to take turns or hurry. Take your time. Shower, have some breakfast. Your first Advanced Level class begins in an hour.”
Her tone was so relaxed that Elly felt something inside her loosen a little more.
“Enjoy the morning,” Lys concluded before walking away.
The bathroom was spacious and bright, with several showers separated by frosted glass walls. Everything was clean, orderly, designed for comfort. Elly chose a shower and let the warm water run over her body. She closed her eyes, enjoying the moment without haste, without constant instructions.
When she came out, she felt light, renewed. She walked back to her room with a small but steady smile.
There she dressed carefully, as if each garment were part of a personal ritual. She chose peach-colored lingerie, soft against her skin. A miniskirt that highlighted her legs. Heels that elongated without discomfort. A blouse with a delicate neckline, enough to suggest without exaggerating.
In front of the mirror, she applied her makeup slowly. Light foundation, soft blush, lips with a discreet shine. As she did so, her mind wandered.
She thought about graduating soon from the institute. About remaining friends with Lía, Marise, Sofi, and Lucienne, even though she didn’t know what would become of each of them afterward. She thought, with unexpected tenderness, of her aunt Marianne. Of Clara and Vivienne. She imagined returning to them, no longer as someone problematic or confused, but as a complete lady. One whom everyone could love effortlessly.
The thought comforted her.
The first class was simple, almost intimate. Introduction, goal-setting, review of objectives. Lys spoke clearly, explaining that the Advanced Level was not only technical refinement, but the definition of destiny.
Then she began to speak about each of them.
“Lía,” she said, looking at her attentively. “You will have special classes. You will learn much more than the others in organization, communication, and professional presence. Upon graduating, you will be an executive secretary. Like your mother was.”
Lía opened her eyes in surprise… and pride.

“Marise,” Lys continued. “Extra cooking classes. When you leave, you will help at your sisters’ restaurant. You will be indispensable.”
Marise smiled, moved.
“Sofi. Your training will be balanced. Protocol, presence, care. You will be a trophy wife. Your mother and your fiancé are eagerly waiting.”
Sofi brought a hand to her chest, with a mix of nerves and happiness.
“Lucienne. You will specialize as a teacher. Your cousins followed academic paths, but you will work with younger students. You will be maternal, protective.”
Lucienne nodded serenely.
Finally, Lys looked at Elly.
“And you,” she said. “Your aunt considered having you work in the family company. But after the results of your aptitudes… we recommend another path.”
Elly held her breath.
“You will be a society lady,” Lys announced. “We will find you a suitable husband. You will lead a quiet life.”
Elly felt a wave of relief and excitement. She nodded without hesitation.
They all hugged at the end of the class, promising to make an effort, to be beautiful women, to stay in touch. They promised to remain friends.
Lys handed each of them their schedule.
Later, during their free time, they went to the common room. There they found two girls they didn’t know: Rina and Pearl.
“Hi,” Rina said with a kind smile, almost too kind. “We’re Rina and Pearl.”
“Not everyone always graduates together,” Pearl explained with a hint of pride. “We’re more advanced. Our group is still doing the basics.”
“I’m Lys’s favorite,” Pearl added shamelessly.
Rina smiled, nodding, as if she didn’t mind.
Dinner was calm, shared amid soft laughter and light conversation.
That night, Elly returned to her room, made herself comfortable, and slipped into bed with a feeling of deep well-being. She liked feeling freer, even though she knew the cage was still there, that they couldn’t leave that floor.
There were no longer daily hypnosis sessions.
She didn’t yet know how much that was going to change.
She closed her eyes, happy, unaware that her mind was beginning, little by little, to awaken.


CHAPTER 7 Dreams That Do Not Ask for Permission

Elly was sleeping.
Her breathing was slow, in rhythm with the nocturnal silence of the Advanced Level. The city light, filtered through the curtains, traced soft shadows on the walls of her room. The baby doll had shifted slightly over her thigh, the sheet covered her imperfectly. She slept deeply… until the dream began to move.
At first it was calm.
Loose images, like postcards: a family table, teacups, her Aunt Marianne’s laughter, the voices of Clara and Vivienne talking about small, domestic things. Elly saw herself sitting with them, listening, smiling, feeling like she belonged. There was no tension in that scene. Only a warm calm, almost comforting.
But something did not fit.
The image shifted, as if someone had pushed the memory from behind. Elly felt a slight discomfort, an inner tug. She saw her aunt stand up from the table, her voice becoming firmer.
"Of course it’s the best option for you," Marianne said, with a serenity that allowed no discussion.
Her cousins nodded, too convinced, too sure.
"The institute was going to help you," Clara added.
"You were always like that," Vivienne said, smiling as if recalling something obvious.
Elly tried to speak, but the words would not come out. Something inside her stirred. The scene blurred and was replaced by another, older, more chaotic.
There was louder laughter. Music. A different room. Old friends. Former boyfriends.
Or so she thought.
Elly saw herself surrounded by people she knew had been important, but the roles seemed… inverted. Where she expected to see herself as someone confident, dominant, a softer version of herself appeared. Where she remembered girlfriends, there were now male gazes loaded with expectation. She did not understand why, but in the dream no one seemed to notice.
"It was always like that," the voices said again, overlapping, insistent.
Elly shook her head, confused. She felt that she was losing something, but she could not identify what. The dream grew more intense, more bodily. The music disappeared. The room became more intimate, more enclosed.
Then, in the middle of the stillness of the room, it happened.
A memory emerged like a forbidden caress, with a sweet and mischievous clarity that made Elly blush to the tips of her ears. Her first time… but not as she had remembered it before. There was no girl in that scene anymore. The past had been delicately rewritten, as if someone had erased with a damp finger the parts that no longer fit, leaving only the most coquettish and feminine truth.
Elly saw herself younger, nervous and deliciously shy, her heart pounding like a little bird trapped in her chest. Dressed in a short skirt that barely covered her thighs, cheeks burning, lips parted in playful expectation. In front of her, a tall, confident man whose presence wrapped around her like a warm, dominant embrace. She did not remember his face clearly, but she did feel his masculine scent, his deep voice whispering near her ear, and that gaze that made her feel like the most desired creature in the world.
He kissed her.
It was not a clumsy or rushed kiss. It was slow, deep, deliciously possessive, as if he had all the time in the universe to savor her. Elly felt in that memory how her lips opened obediently, how her tongue played with his in a submissive and eager dance. A mischievous warmth spread through her belly, and something inside her that new, coquettish part that was now all of her opened without resistance, blooming like a flower under his caresses.
He guided her with firm but tender hands, sliding them along her waist, over her hips, until he lifted her in his arms as if she weighed nothing. He carried her to the bed with a confidence that made her melt.
Elly remembered the brush of skin against skin, the closeness that stole her breath, the way her breathing turned into soft, feminine little pants. She remembered how she let herself be guided completely, how her body learned before her mind: arching her back, opening her legs with provocative shyness, offering herself with a burning curiosity that made her move her hips.

She only wanted to please him. She wanted to be good for him. She wanted to hear that low moan of approval when his hands explored her body, when his fingers prepared her with delicious patience.
The memory was not crude; it was a pure whisper of sensations: the moist heat between her thighs, the kisses on her neck that made her arch like a little kitten, the hoarse whispers of "how beautiful you are" that drove her crazy with desire. Elly remembered wanting to do it perfectly, having yearned for that intimate approval that made her feel so womanly, so desired, so… his.
And when he finally made her his, sliding inside her with a torturous and delicious slowness, the entire world disappeared. Elly remembered moaning in a high, coquettish voice, having felt an overwhelming mixture of fullness, pleasure, and absolute surrender. There was no fear, only a deep and playful acceptance, the exquisite sensation of fitting exactly where she was meant to be: beneath him, open, receptive, trembling with feminine bliss.
In the dream, Elly shuddered all over, a mischievous shiver running down her spine while a damp little warmth awakened between her legs.
The image fragmented like rose petals, and the voices returned, soft and complicit, caressing her mind like invisible fingers.
"You always liked it, my pretty girl…"
"You were always like this… a girl who only wants to be taken, desired, filled…"
Elly smiled in her trance, lips parted and cheeks flushed, accepting that new truth with a coquettish and delicious surrender.
Elly felt a painful confusion. Was that memory old or new? Did it belong to someone else or had it always been hers? She did not know how to answer. She only knew that her body reacted to the memory with an unsettling, familiar warmth.
In the real bed, Elly moved slightly, breathing faster. Her brows furrowed for an instant, as if she were struggling to wake up. But the dream held her a little longer.
She saw her cousins again, now younger, closer. They laughed with her, took her by the arm.
"Come on," they said. "It’s your place."
Elly wanted to ask what place they were talking about, but the question dissolved before it could form. The dream began to soften, to lose intensity, like a wave retreating.
The last sensation that remained was a strange mixture: confusion, yes… but also a sweet nostalgia, a bodily certainty she could not explain.
When Elly finally moved in the bed, her breathing calmed again. Her lips parted slightly, as if she had been about to say something.
She kept sleeping.
But something had changed.
In some deep corner of her mind, a door had been left ajar. And although she was not yet aware of it, the dreams were no longer obeying the institute’s rules.


CHAPTER 8 The Week Without a Net

Time passed differently that week.
There was no exact day when Elly could say “this is where it started,” but there was a persistent sensation, like a soft pressure behind her eyes, as if something that had once held her up had disappeared without warning. The Sissy Advanced Level was still bright, comfortable, kind. Its routines were clear. Its friendships, firmer than ever.
And yet, something felt… strange.

Elly had grown used to that new home quickly. To waking up without startle. To dressing with pleasure. To walking through the hallways in soft heels, greeting other girls with complicit smiles. Her friendship with Lía, Marise, Sofi, and Lucienne had strengthened; they talked more, sought each other out more, shared long silences without discomfort.

But there were also difficult nights.
More intense dreams. Fragmented. Sensations that did not dissolve upon waking. And she was not the only one. She noticed it in Lía, more irritable than usual. In Sofi, who sometimes stared off into space. In Marise, who sighed without realizing it. In Lucienne, who seemed more withdrawn, as if she were listening to inner voices.

Rina and Pearl were still there, watching them.
Rina, always kind, too kind, offered soft words, vague advice, brief caresses on the arm. Pearl, on the other hand, smiled with a mixture of patience and something else… something Elly could not name at first. Condescension? Anticipation?

They said nothing.
They warned of nothing.

Elly began to feel it in her body. A mild, constant restlessness. A kind of abstinence she could not explain. Like when one gives up a habit and the body asks for it without words.

After a particularly agitated night, she decided to go to the infirmary.
The hallway was silent. When she arrived, she found the door open. Doctor Kessler was not there. Instead, Melisa was organizing trays with precise, delicate movements. She wore her uniform with a serene femininity that always drew attention.

"Hello, Elly," she said when she saw her. "Come in."

Elly sat down, a little nervous.
"I don’t know if something is wrong with me," she began. "I feel… strange. I dream a lot. Sometimes I wake up confused."

Melisa examined her calmly. Pressure, reflexes, breathing. Everything normal.
"Physically you are perfect," she finally said, smiling. "There is nothing wrong with you."

Elly frowned. "But I feel different."

Melisa looked at her with genuine understanding.
"I know," she said. "And it’s normal."

Elly looked up.
"Normal?"

"Yes," Melisa replied. "It’s a stage. We all go through it."

She gave no further details, but her tone was reassuring.
"I’ll keep an eye on you," she added. "And you’ll have all the help you need."

Elly nodded, a little calmer, though not completely convinced.

The next day, Lys called a general class.
The room was full. More girls than usual. The atmosphere carried a different expectation, tense but contained. Lys stood at the front, impeccable as always.

"Today we’re going to talk about something important," she announced.

She paused, then looked at Pearl.
"Come," she said.

Pearl walked to the front with practiced confidence. She stopped beside Lys, smiling.

"Tell me," Lys asked calmly. "Who are you?"

Pearl did not hesitate.
"I am Pearl," she replied. "A beautiful girl."

A murmur ran through the room. Lys nodded.

"And who were you before?"
Pearl took a deep breath.
"I used to be Peter," she said. "A problem boy. My fiancée got tired of me… and sent me to the institute."

A collective sigh filled the room. Some girls lowered their gaze. Others shivered.

"Continue," Lys asked.

Pearl smiled, this time with something more genuine.
"Here I was transformed. I learned. I changed. I remember my past life. I don’t hate it. But now I am happy like this."

Lys motioned for her to sit. Pearl obeyed, upright, proud.

Then Lys turned to the rest.
"Seraphine transformed you into beautiful sissies," she said firmly. "But a true sissy does not depend on hypnosis to be one."

Elly felt a hard thump in her chest.

"The hypnosis has already been removed," Lys continued. "Your memories will return. Different. Improved."

Some girls glanced at one another, uneasy.

"I do not dedicate myself to producing brainless dolls," Lys stated. "Every graduate of the advanced level knows her past. And has an even clearer vision of her future."

Then, without adding anything else, Lys left the room.

The silence was dense.

"It’s true," someone whispered. "I… I’m starting to remember."
"Me too," said another.

Elly breathed with difficulty. Her heart was racing.
"It can’t be," she murmured. "It can’t be…"

She tried to remember clearly. She forced images, names, situations. But everything was blurry, incomplete. A feeling of deception pierced her.

"Maybe they deceived my aunt," she said softly, almost to herself. "Maybe all of this is a mistake."

The door opened.

Lys returned.
"Silence," she said.

Everyone obeyed immediately.

Because even though the hypnosis was gone, something deeper was still working.

The class continued.

And as Lys spoke, the girls began to remember. Little by little. Without violence. Without urgency.

The past was returning.
But it no longer held the same power.

The classroom remained wrapped in that soft, milky light, like a silk veil that made everything seem more intimate, more tempting. The girls stayed seated, legs crossed elegantly. Elly nibbled her lower lip with involuntary coquettishness, while her fingers played with the edge of her skirt, remembering how her body had responded to the trials, arching with that provocative grace that now felt so natural, so delicious.

Madame Lys walked slowly in front of them, her presence like an invisible caress that kept them attentive, blushing.

"Calm down, dolls," she finally said, with that husky, seductive voice that seemed to slide down their backs like warm honey. "What you’re feeling is normal. That nervous tingle, that mischievous little warmth running through your bodies… it’s part of the game. I won’t leave you alone, my precious ones. We’re going to work through your fears together, with soft caresses and sweet promises. You’ve all progressed so much, you’ve learned to surrender with that irresistible coquettishness that makes me so proud. We don’t want to use other methods, do we? Only pleasure, only playful surrender."

The girls hesitated for a moment, exchanging shy, blushing glances. Lía bit the inside of her cheek with a nervous giggle, feeling her chest rise and fall with anticipation. Sofi brought a hand to her neck, brushing her soft skin as if to calm the accelerated pulse beating there, a coquettish reminder of how vulnerable and exciting she felt. Marise tilted her head slightly, her eyes bright with curiosity mixed with a delicious little fear, while Lucienne floated in her usual serenity, but with cheeks tinted a rosy blush that made her look even more tempting. Elly felt a playful shiver run down her spine; she knew Lys was serious, but the idea of "other methods" sent an ambiguous tingle through her, between fear and a forbidden excitement that made her discreetly press her knees together.


CHAPTER 9 The Mirror of the Irreversible

At that moment, the door opened with a soft whisper, like the brush of silk against silk. Doctor Kessler entered, tall and impeccable in his white coat, with a cold but professional smile that contrasted with the warmth of the room. At his side walked a hyper-feminine sissy, a vision of coquettish perfection that made the girls hold their breath. It was Alexa: blonde hair falling in soft waves over her shoulders, lips painted a playful pink, large bright eyes that looked on with submissive sweetness.
Lys smiled conspiratorially, stepping closer to them with a mischievous wink.
"My darlings, let me introduce you to Alexa," she said, her voice laden with a husky approval. "She is one of our brightest stars. She tried to escape a few weeks ago, the poor thing… a mischievous whim that led her to question her place. But since then, she surrendered herself to Doctor Kessler so he could work his magic. Now she is a perfect little doll, full of secret pleasures and delicious submission. Isn’t that right, Alexa?"
Alexa nodded with a silly, feminine smile, her cheeks rosy as if she were recalling an intimate secret. "Yes, Madame Lys," she whispered in a melodic voice, like a coquettish purr. "Now I only want to be good… and make my benefactor happy."
Lys made an elegant gesture with her hand, inviting the doctor to step forward. Kessler advanced with confidence, and Alexa followed him, smiling like a living doll, her hips swaying in a playful balance. She positioned herself beside the illuminated platform, motionless yet radiant, as if awaiting a promised caress.
Doctor Kessler cleared his throat with a professional smile, standing next to the platform, immaculate white coat, surgical gloves, and that aura of control that made the air thicken with anticipation.
"Good afternoon, colleagues and benefactors," Kessler began in a deep, authoritative voice, with a playful glint in his eyes. "Today we are not here to talk about theory, nor gradual processes. Today we are here to show you the end point of sissy evolution: absolute, irreversible, and functional feminization. My Definitive Feminization Program."
He walked slowly around Alexa, who kept her gaze lowered, hands clasped in front of her body, a coquettish blush rising up her neck. He took a remote control and activated a holographic screen that displayed anatomical diagrams, bathing the room in a glow that made everything seem more intimate, more exciting. "Alexa came to us eleven months ago," he continued. "She was… problematic. She attempted to escape twice. She showed traits of what some would call 'residual masculine strength.' A shame, really. But also an opportunity."
"1. INTEGUMENTARY SYSTEM," he announced, gently touching Alexa’s arm with a gloved hand. She inhaled with a little coquettish moan, as if the contact awakened a secret pleasure. "We began with the most evident boundary between the world and the subject: the skin. Kessler-7 dermal treatment: a genetic epidermal modification at the cellular level. The skin now produces an enzyme that reacts with any rough, dark, or 'masculine' fabric heavy cotton, wool, untreated leather, basic polyester causing immediate neuropathic hives. Quite literally, her body rejects men’s clothing."
He gently lifted the edge of her garment to show the pearlescent smoothness of her thigh, and Alexa blushed with a shy giggle, arching her back slightly as if inviting more touches. "Laser hair removal with follicular reprogramming: the hair follicles were not only destroyed, but replaced by enhanced sebaceous glands that secrete a natural oil with a vanilla and jasmine scent. Alexa will never have body hair again. Not even on her eyebrows; those are micro-grafted. Her skin is a smooth canvas, always ready for playful caresses."
"2. MUSCULOSKELETAL SYSTEM," he went on, as the screen displayed a comparative X-ray. "Elegance is not just posture; it is biomechanics. Achilles-Eros procedure: surgical lengthening of the Achilles tendons and reconfiguration of the plantar fascia. The feet now rest naturally in a slightly extended tiptoe position, the perfect position for heels. Alexa can wear 12-centimeter heels 24 hours a day, 7 days a week, without pain, without fatigue."
He pointed to her feet, clad in crystalline stiletto heels, and Alexa took a coquettish step, swaying her hips with provocative grace. "The reverse side of the coin: flat walking is now physically uncomfortable. Flat shoes cause pain in her arch and a sensation of imbalance. Her body, quite literally, craves elevation. Mass and fat redistribution with synthetic collagen scaffolding: liposuction of abdominal, lumbar, and dorsal fat, and grafting into hips, buttocks, and calves. This is not temporary filler; it is permanent restructuring. Observe the proportion: 86-56-94. A perpetual hourglass. The buttocks maintain their 'bubble' shape thanks to a memory polymer mesh that stimulates fat retention in that area, making every movement a mischievous invitation."
"3. ENDOCRINE AND METABOLIC SYSTEM," he said, displaying a chart of hormonal levels. "Obedience begins in the bloodstream. Precision Kessler hormone replacement therapy: estrogen levels in the 99th percentile for cisgender women. Testosterone suppressed to undetectable levels. But we go further: we modified her dopamine and serotonin receptors."

"Reconfiguration of the reward center: The release of pleasure neurotransmitters is now linked to acts of service, obedience, and feminine approval. A kind word from her caregiver triggers a wave of well-being greater than any orgasm her former self could have experienced. Maiden metabolism: Her digestive system has been optimized with customized enzymes. Saturated fats, simple carbohydrates, alcohol, red meat… are rejected. Involuntary gagging, instant migraines. Her ideal diet is now based on lean proteins, vegetables, fruits, and herbal tea. Junk food is not only undesired; her body repudiates it. But sweet, floral flavors… those make her purr with pleasure."
"4. BREAST DEVELOPMENT AND TACTILE SENSITIVITY," Kessler continued, stepping closer and, with implicit permission, delicately opening Alexa’s blouse to reveal her upper torso. She remained motionless, smiling, her high, round breasts visible, with pink nipples that stiffened in the air. "High-density cohesive gel breast implants with neural stimulation matrix: Size 34DD. They are not merely aesthetic. Each implant is interwoven with a network of microsensors that convert pressure, cold, or touch into pleasure signals sent directly to the somatosensory cortex."
He lightly touched a nipple with a cold metal instrument. Alexa inhaled softly, a blush rising up her neck, and let out a little coquettish moan, arching her back with grace. "The nipples and areolas were enlarged and re-grafted. They are now primary erogenous zones, more sensitive than her original genitals. A constant and pleasurable reminder of her femininity, a mischievous tingle that keeps her always eager for more touches."
"5. CRANIOFACIAL AND VOCAL RESTRUCTURING," he went on. "The face is the signature of the soul. We erased the old signature and wrote a new one." The screen showed a facial morph from ‘before’ to ‘after’. The masculine face dissolved into Alexa’s, soft and tempting. "Craniofacial bone re-contouring surgery: Jaw reduction, chin refinement, cheekbone elevation, supraorbital arch remodeling. This is not a ‘facelift’. It is a replacement of the underlying structure. Not even Alexa’s own father would recognize her."
"Vocal cord refinement cordectomy and tracheal elongation: The vocal cords were shortened and thinned. The larynx repositioned. Her vocal range is now 220 to 1100 Hz, firmly within the female mid-range. The tone is sweet, clear, and physically impossible to force into a masculine register. Attempting it would cause a painful laryngeal spasm. Now, her voice is a coquettish whisper."
"6. NEUROPROGRAMMING AND MEMORY ERASURE," he said, turning off the main lights and leaving only a spotlight on Alexa, who gleamed like a jewel. "The hardware has been updated. Now, the software. Chemical-hypnotic amnesia protocol ‘Lethe’: A combination of targeted barbiturates and hypnosis under induced coma. The episodic and semantic memory banks associated with her former identity were… disconnected. Not suppressed, but isolated. Like a book in a library whose spine has been removed."
"Alexa does not ‘remember’ having been another person. She knows her name is Alexa. She knows her purpose is to serve, to please, and to be beautiful. She knows she belongs to the Institute and, soon, to her benefactor. She knows it with the same certainty with which you know your own names. Submission reinforcement via nucleus accumbens stimulation: Every time she obeys an order, every time she receives praise for her femininity, a subdermal implant in her scalp emits a micro-discharge that directly stimulates her pleasure center. Obedience is not a choice; it is a biological addiction, a mischievous pleasure that makes her tremble with delight."
"7. GENITALS: THE PRESERVED PARADOX," he concluded, lowering his gaze to the pubic area, still covered by silk. With a gesture, Alexa lifted her skirt a little higher, revealing that she wore an exquisitely crafted chastity cage, platinum with pink inlays, gleaming like a coquettish jewel. "The male genitals are preserved. Intact. Why? Because they are the ultimate physical reminder of her transformation. They are the anchor of her submission. Small, useless for penetration, maintained in a state of controlled hormonal atrophy. They are… an ornament. A reminder of what is no longer functional, of what has been transcended."
"The cage is not merely symbolic; it contains a blood-flow sensor. Any residual erection—and it is minimal—activates a mild shock and an increase in vibration of her internal plug, redirecting pleasure toward her reassigned feminine zones. It is a delicious game, a constant tingle that keeps her in a state of submissive arousal."
Kessler stepped closer to Alexa and gently lifted her chin with a finger. She raised her eyes, bright and happy, with a coquettish wink. "Alexa, darling. Who are you?"
"I am Alexa. Your most obedient creation," she replied in a melodic, clear voice, without a trace of tension, but with a playful tone that invited more.
"What do you desire?"
"I desire to serve. I desire to be useful. I desire for my owner to be proud of me… and make me moan with pleasure," she whispered, blushing gracefully.
"Does anything hurt?"
"It hurts… when I am not pretty. When I am not obedient. But now I am always obedient, so I am always happy… and eager for more caresses."
Kessler turned to the audience, satisfied. "Ladies. This is not punishment. This is liberation. We have freed Alexa from confusion, from struggle, from the ugliness of resistance. We have turned her into what, deep down, her biology always wanted to be: a being of pure grace, submission, and functional beauty."
"She is ready for shipment. Her benefactor in Zurich will receive a perfect doll, self-lubricating, low-maintenance, and of absolute devotion. She will require no supervision, no correction. Her own biology is now her jailer, her trainer, and her priestess."
"Questions?"
The girls were left frozen, a delicious, cold fear washing over them like a shiver along their sensitive skin. They did not want to end up like Alexa, tempting as her coquettish perfection was. Elly felt her pulse race, a mischievous fear mixed with forbidden curiosity, while her friends shifted in their seats, blushing and trembling, imagining whether one day they too might surrender to that irresistible magic. Lys smiled, knowing the lesson had sunk deep, a playful reminder of what could happen if they did not follow the path of voluntary pleasure.


CHAPTER 10 Corridors Where the Truth Tightens

The effect of Doctor Kessler’s presentation did not fade when the class ended.
It clung to the girls like a cold dampness on the skin, like an idea you can’t undress from. The fear was not immediate or hysterical; it was worse. It was silent, deep, the kind that settles in the stomach and makes every step more deliberate.
The sissies were guided out of the classroom in small groups. There were no shouts or haste. The institute staff waited for them in a large, neutral room with comfortable armchairs and soft lighting. Everything was designed to seem caring, almost therapeutic.
"It’s just a review," an assistant explained in a kind voice. "Routine questions. We’re going to help you with the memories that are coming back."
Elly sat with her hands clenched on her skirt. She felt her heart racing, her throat tight. Around her, she saw other girls answer, nod, cry silently while someone took notes, asked gentle questions, guided breathing.
"Do you remember your previous name?"
"What emotions appear most frequently?"
"Do you feel fear, guilt, nostalgia?"
The words floated in the air like needles wrapped in cotton.
Elly answered the bare minimum. Not because she didn’t want to talk, but because she felt that if she opened her mouth all the way, something irreparable would slip out. Every time she thought of Doctor Kessler, of Alexa smiling like a perfect doll, a shiver ran down her spine.
She didn’t want that.
She didn’t want to end up like that.
When they finally let her stand up, she stepped into the hallway on unsteady legs. The corridors of the Advanced Level, so welcoming a few days earlier, now seemed long, too open, too watched. That was when she saw her.
Rina.
She was leaning against a wall, talking with another girl, her posture relaxed, her usual smile on her face. Seeing her, Elly felt something inside her crack a little more.
"Rina…" she whispered, moving closer.
Rina turned and looked her in the eyes. As soon as she saw her expression, she raised her hand in an almost imperceptible gesture.
"Shh."
But Elly was already crying.
"I shouldn’t be here," she said through sobs. "This is a mistake. If my Aunt Marianne knew what they’re doing… she’d take me out immediately. I’m not like them. I…"
Rina moved quickly, without brusqueness, and took Elly by the arm. Not forcefully, but with controlled urgency.
"Come," she said quietly.
She led her down a side corridor, less busy, where the cameras were less obvious and the background noise faded. There, Rina stopped and looked at Elly with a seriousness she rarely showed.
"Listen to me," she said. "What you’re saying is dangerous."
Elly shook her head, tears falling uncontrollably.
"I just want to leave. I want to go back to my family."
Rina sighed, as if that sentence were far too familiar.
"If you’re here," she replied calmly, "it’s for a reason. No one comes to the institute by accident."
Elly looked at her, confused.
"Out there," Rina continued, "no one misses us the way we think. If they handed us over here, it’s because they expected something back from us… something that actually had value."
The words hurt.
"Behave," she added with gentle firmness. "Become the perfect sissy they want. Only then does this end."
Elly felt the ground shift beneath her feet.
"And you?" she asked in a broken voice. "Is that what you did?"
Rina didn’t answer immediately. She just looked at her, with that kind smile that now seemed to hide layers and layers of resignation.
"I learned to survive," she finally said.
She left her there, alone, with the echo of those words pounding in her chest.
Elly slid down to sit on the floor, hugging her knees. She cried in silence, wishing with a childish intensity that Clara and Vivienne would appear down the hallway, that they would take her hand, that they would go back home to play like when they were children.
But in the middle of the sobbing, something stirred in her mind.
A memory.
Not sweet. Not comfortable.
An image of Clara looking at her with disgust. Vivienne’s voice, hard, cutting.
"You’re a pig."
Elly shuddered.
"We’re your cousins," the voice in her head said. "You shouldn’t look at us like that."
The memory wasn’t clear, but it was piercing. It hurt physically, like pressure behind her eyes. She brought her hands to her head, confused.
"No…" she murmured. "That can’t be."
But the image insisted. Not like a dream, but like something that had always been there, waiting. Elly felt a deep, corrosive shame. Had she been like that? Had she crossed boundaries even in her thoughts?
The crying grew quieter, heavier.
She had no answers. Only a growing, terrifying certainty: Rina had spoken a truth that was now beginning to take shape.
And even though she didn’t want to accept it, something inside her was starting to understand why she was there.
The hallway remained silent.


CHAPTER 11 The Infirmary and Gentle Truths

The days began to take on a new cadence, almost kind.
Elly no longer got lost in the hallways, no longer walked with the insecurity of someone expecting a correction at every corner. Her movements were precise, her posture impeccable, her voice increasingly modulated. In class, Madame Lys watched her with sustained attention, with that slight expression that was neither a smile nor indifference.
"Very good, Elly," she said one afternoon, closing a protocol exercise. "You are, without a doubt, the most outstanding of your generation."
The recognition fell over her like a warm caress… and like a stone at the same time.
Elly smiled, inclined her head as required, accepted the praise with elegance. On the outside, everything was in order. On the inside, something tightened.
Should she feel proud?
Leaving class, she walked down the hallway trying to sort out that uncomfortable mix of satisfaction and guilt when she saw a familiar figure approaching from the opposite end. Melisa walked with her light step, her uniform impeccable, her hair perfectly tied back. Her presence always had a calming effect.
"Melisa," Elly said almost without thinking. "Can I talk to you?"
The nurse looked at her attentively, immediately catching the tension in her face.
"Of course, sweetheart. Let’s go to the infirmary."
Elly stopped short.
"No… not there," she murmured. "Please. I’m scared. Doctor Kessler…"
Melisa placed a gentle hand on her arm.
"Don’t worry. He’s busy today. And even if he weren’t, I’m with you."
She hesitated for a few seconds, but finally nodded.
The infirmary was silent, clean, with that faint scent of disinfectant and dried flowers that Melisa always managed to maintain. Elly sat on the examination table, her hands intertwined, lightly swinging her feet like a nervous child.
"What’s wrong?" Melisa asked warmly.
Elly swallowed.
"You already graduated," she said. "How… how did you face your past? Everything you were before. And…" she hesitated for a moment, "why did you come back here?"
Melisa blinked, surprised, then laughed softly.
"Wow," she said, settling into a chair in front of her. "That’s a big question."
She took a moment before continuing.
"The institute isn’t cheap at all," she began. "I’m the daughter of a secretary. My mother worked for very important, very demanding women. And I… well, I wasn’t an easy daughter."
She smiled with a certain nostalgia.
"I made her life impossible. Problems, bad decisions, constant conflict. Until one day, her bosses offered her an option."
Elly listened in silence.
"My mother didn’t have enough money," Melisa continued. "So they offered to pay part of it. The rest… I would pay later."
"Later?" Elly whispered.
"When I left the institute," Melisa nodded. "In the aptitude exams they said I could be a nurse. That I could work right here to cover the debt."
Elly’s eyes widened, surprised.
"And you accepted?"
"Not immediately," Melisa admitted. "I was scared. Very scared. But I was also tired of being who I was."
She lowered her gaze for a second, then smiled again.
"After graduating, a couple of years passed while they sorted out my papers. And I was happy. I learned to take care of myself, to take care of others. Now I support my mother financially. We live nearby. We’re happy… as mother and daughter."
The silence that followed was not uncomfortable. It was full.
Melisa stood and approached Elly. With a gentle gesture, she caressed her cheek.
"The people who arrive here," she said softly, "are usually not the best versions of themselves. But the young ladies who graduate… are incredible."
Elly’s eyes filled with tears.
"I’m scared," she confessed. "Scared of what I was. Scared of what I’m leaving behind."
Melisa hugged her without hesitation. A warm, sincere hug, the kind that asks for nothing in return. Elly rested her head on her shoulder and cried in silence, letting everything she had been holding back slowly seep out.
"It will take time," Melisa said, stroking her hair. "You’ll make peace with things that embarrass you today, that you may even loathe now. But that doesn’t define you. What you’re building now does."
They separated slowly, both with shining eyes.
"You have a great future ahead of you, Elly," Melisa added with conviction.
At that moment, a soft sound interrupted the moment. Melisa’s phone vibrated. She looked at the screen and smiled.
"It’s my mom," she said. "I have to take this."
Elly nodded, breathing a little more calmly.
When Melisa left the room, Elly remained seated for a few more seconds, hugging herself. The fear was still there, but now it was accompanied by something new.
Hope.
 


CHAPTER 12 The Lesson That Wasn’t on the Schedule

The days continued to move forward with an elegant discipline, almost silky.
The sissies still carried a subterranean tension, a thread of unease that never quite snapped, but none stopped attending their classes, none disobeyed. On the contrary: they obeyed better than before. More carefully. With greater attention to every gesture, every glance.
Deputy Headmistress Myra appeared several times that week, always silent, always observing everything. She walked among them as they practiced posture, protocol, voice modulation. Sometimes she stopped behind a girl and, without touching her, her mere presence was enough to correct a back or soften a movement.
Madame Lys, satisfied, introduced new evaluations. The results were excellent. Too excellent, even.
In one of the general classes, Lys closed the automatic curtains and positioned herself in front of the group with a slow, deliberate smile.
"You are doing an incredible job," she said. "Seraphine would be proud."
Several girls straightened with contained pride.
"But," she added, letting the word linger, "you can still go further."
The murmur was immediate. Some glanced at each other, others lowered their eyes. Elly felt a slight knot in her stomach. That “more” always came with something unexpected.
Lys tilted her head, amused by the reaction.
"Relax," she said with a soft laugh. "I’m not going to hurt you."
She took a couple of steps in front of them.
"There is nothing," she continued, "that feminizes a sissy more than feeling desired. Chosen. Claimed."
The girls shifted, some blushing.
"Than understanding, with the body," she added, "what it means to be the center of male attention."
Some laughed nervously, assuming that the destination would be, as always, the practice room. Elly herself thought of the simulators, the structured exercises, the familiar routine.
But Lys did not turn toward that hallway.
She led them toward the common room with that serene smile. The air was already charged with a subtle perfume: notes of wood, masculine cologne, and something sweet that made the girls’ hearts beat a little faster.
And there, waiting for them, were men.
They were not instructors or uniformed staff. They were real men: well dressed, relaxed, with shirts open at the first button, easy smiles and gazes that lingered without disguise on the newly formed curves of the sissies. When they saw them enter, they stood with natural courtesy, as if they were guests at a very special private party.
"Good afternoon, beauties," one of them said in a deep, warm voice, extending his hand toward Lía with a playful smile.
Madame Lys made an elegant gesture toward the trays already prepared: glasses of rosé wine, light cocktails with fruit, delicate bites of salmon and cream, strawberries dipped in chocolate.
"My girls," she said in a husky, complicit tone, "today you are going to practice what you have learned so well."
The girls obeyed at once, with shy smiles and rosy cheeks. Their heels echoed softly on the floor as they moved among the men, offering drinks with delicate inclinations, serving small bites with fingers trembling with anticipation. Elly took a cosmopolitan and approached her companion: tall, dark-haired, with a well-kept beard and eyes that devoured her unhurriedly.
"Would you like to try this?" she whispered, offering him the glass with a lowered gaze and a coquettish wink. He took the drink, deliberately brushing his fingers against hers.
"Thanks, doll," he replied, his voice low and amused. "But what I really want to taste… is you."
Elly felt heat rise in her belly. The others were doing the same: Lía served strawberries to her man while kneeling gracefully, letting him stroke her hair as he ate from her hand; Marise offered bites with a nervous giggle, leaning just enough for her cleavage to catch the light; Sofi refilled glasses with slow, provocative movements; Lucienne, always serene, positioned herself between her guest’s legs to serve him directly into his mouth, blushing but obedient.

Everything flowed with a delicious naturalness. The sissies had learned well: to smile shyly, lower their gaze at exactly the right moment, “accidentally” brush an arm or a knee, whisper “with pleasure” every time they were asked for something more.
Elly surprised herself by enjoying the game. Her companion took her by the waist gently, drawing her toward him as he drank.
"You’re very pretty," he said in her ear, his warm breath against her neck. "And those lips… you can tell you know how to use what you have."
Elly blinked quickly, her blush deepening, but her body already knew what to do. She knelt slowly in front of him, knees together and back arched in that coquettish curve they had practiced so much. Her hands trembled just a little as she unbuttoned his pants, but her smile never faded: it was a mix of nerves and playful desire that made her feel alive.
"May I…?" she whispered, looking up with big, bright eyes.
He nodded, stroking her hair. "Go ahead, beautiful. Show me how well you’ve learned."
Elly leaned in delicately, taking his member with soft, warm lips. She welcomed him slowly, with a rhythm that was learned and now instinctive: playful tongue, gentle suction, feminine little moans that vibrated against him. Every movement was a coquettish caress, a promise of more. He sighed with pleasure, closing his eyes as his fingers tangled in her hair.
Around them, the others were doing the same: soft sounds of pleasure, muffled giggles, masculine sighs. The room had become a nest of voluntary, delicious surrender.
When he decided she was ready, he lifted her easily, as if she weighed nothing, and settled her onto a wide, plush armchair. Elly straddled him, knees on either side of his hips, her miniskirt riding up just enough to reveal the pink lace thong she wore underneath.
"No need to take it off," he murmured hoarsely, tracing the edge of the fabric with a finger. He simply moved it aside gently, exposing her entrance, ready and slick.
Elly let out a coquettish little moan when she felt the tip brush against her. He lifted her skirt slightly, just a bit more, letting the fabric bunch at her waist as his hands settled on her hips. He entered her slowly, centimeter by centimeter, filling her with that fullness that made her arch her back and bite her lip.
"Oh…" she whispered, clutching his shoulders. "Yes… like that…"
The rocking began slow and deep, with a rhythm that made her move in playful circles on top of him. Each thrust made her moan in a high, feminine voice, her breasts bouncing softly beneath her blouse, her cheeks flushed with pleasure. He held her firmly, guiding her, enjoying how her body responded with that learned and now desired surrender.
"Such a good girl, doll," he growled, picking up the pace a little. "So tight… so willing…"
Elly could only answer with louder moans, feeling the pleasure build in warm, mischievous waves. She leaned in to kiss him, her lips parted and eager, while he took her more intensely, his hands hiking her skirt a bit higher to see her better, to admire how her shifted thong left everything on display.
When the climax came, it was like a soft, enveloping explosion. Elly trembled all over, clinging to him with a coquettish little cry, feeling him spill inside her with a deep sigh.
From a distance, Madame Lys observed the scene with clinical attention and genuine satisfaction. She took notes on her tablet, marked timings, evaluated reactions: perfect response times, natural expressions of pleasure, absolute voluntary submission. She did not intervene. There was no need.
The sissies were shining.
When it was all over, the room was wrapped in a warm, almost reverent silence. The girls breathed deeply, disheveled, flushed, with silly, happy smiles. Some were still settled on their men, receiving lazy caresses; others knelt, cleaning with delicacy and coquetry.
Lys closed her tablet with a soft click.
"Very good, dolls," she said with a warm, proud voice. "This is also part of your education… and you did it deliciously well."
Elly could barely nod, still trembling slightly, with a tired, satisfied smile. That night, when she returned to her room, she could still feel the delicious echo of the experience in her body: the warmth, the fullness, the approval.


CHAPTER 13 The Habit of Being Desired

Warm water slid over Elly’s body with a new familiarity.
Standing under the shower, eyes closed, she traced with her hands curves that, not long ago, would have felt чуж unfamiliar. Softer shoulders, a defined waist, taut skin that responded to touch with delicate sensitivity. She lowered her gaze and smiled faintly, surprised once again.
“Could they really have changed me this much…?” she thought.
It wasn’t just the body. It was the way she moved, the way she breathed, the way she looked at herself. The fogged reflection in the mirror returned an unmistakably feminine silhouette, confident, even coquettish. And the most unsettling thing of all was that she liked it.
There were still memories that pricked, images that appeared without warning and tightened her chest. But the words of Rina and Melisa returned like a soft mantra: it’s better this way, trust, keep going.
Elly turned off the tap and wrapped herself in a pink towel, humming without realizing it. She got ready calmly, choosing delicate underwear, a set that made her feel pretty even before anyone else looked at her. By the time she left her room, her mood was light.
Classes went on as usual. Protocol, posture, voice modulation, presence exercises. Madame Lys watched with that constant attention that no longer intimidated so much; now it felt like a warm light focused on her.
A couple of days passed like that, in a routine that was beginning to feel comfortable.
Until, at the end of a general class, Lys smiled in that particular way that always announced a turn.
“Very good, dolls,” she said, closing her folder. “Today we’re going to continue with your adaptation.”
Glances crossed. Some girls smiled right away; others felt a tingle of anticipation. Elly recognized that sensation: it was no longer pure fear, but expectation.
When the men entered, the atmosphere shifted again, but this time without startle. There was no surprise or nervous laughter. Just a natural adjustment, as if each sissy’s body knew exactly what to do.
“Today,” Lys explained gently, “there is no guidance. Only experience.”
And she left them.
At first, everything was light conversation, hands meeting, looks held a second longer than necessary. The sissies gave themselves naturally, with a coquettishness that no longer seemed rehearsed.
Elly found herself very close to her companion, so close that the world narrowed to shared breaths and that electric sensation running along her skin. For a fleeting instant, a question crossed her mind like an uncomfortable flash.
“Why am I doing this…?”
But it never fully formed.
A familiar, deep sensation enveloped her, dissipating the doubt like mist in the sun. Her body responded, demanding attention, contact, closeness. Elly let herself go, closing her eyes, allowing herself to feel without analyzing.
The visits were repeated.
And with each one, the preparation became more elaborate, more conscious. The girls chose special lingerie, bolder hairstyles, sweet perfumes. They helped one another, adjusting straps, sharing complicit laughter in front of the mirror.
What had once been an extraordinary event became part of the institute’s rhythm.
One afternoon, Elly sensed a different presence. She opened her eyes slightly and saw Madame Lys a few steps away, watching her with genuine attention.
“Tell me,” Lys said in a serene voice, “how do you feel?”
Elly took a second to find words. Her breathing was irregular, her body completely surrendered to the moment, being penetrated by a stranger.
“Incredible,” she answered between moans, without thinking. “I feel… complete.”
Lys nodded, satisfied, jotting something down in her folder.
“Excellent.”
From a distance, she evaluated not only the physical reaction, but the emotional surrender, the absence of resistance, the ease with which Elly inhabited that role. Everything indicated progress. Fast. Deep.
When the session ended, the girls lay back, flushed, with soft smiles and bright eyes. There was no shame, no immediate guilt. Just a warm sensation of having done something right.
Lys closed her folder once more.
“You’re learning quickly,” she said. “Very quickly.”
That night, Elly returned to her room with a tired body and a light spirit. She lay down among the sheets, hugging a pillow, and thought that maybe Rina and Melisa were right.
Maybe resisting only made everything more painful.
Maybe letting herself go was the sweetest way to survive.
The next morning still waited, silent.


CHAPTER 14 The Surprise Beneath the Skin

The weeks slid over one another like silk, soft and constant.
For Elly and the others, time stopped feeling fragmented. They no longer counted the days out of fear or expectation, but out of routine. Their bodies and minds were focused almost entirely on pleasing, on surrendering to that dynamic that had become central to their lives within the Advanced Level. Male attention, the looks, the whispered words, became an everyday language that no longer needed translation.
Madame Lys observed everything with precision. Every smile, every relaxed posture, every absence of resistance was another datum in her invisible notebook.
One morning, during a general class, Lys positioned herself in front of them with a different expression. It was not her usual evaluative smile, but something more contained, almost ceremonial.
“Dolls,” she said in a sweet voice, “I have a surprise for you.”
The murmur was immediate. Some girls smiled, others looked at one another with curiosity, others felt a slight tingle of unease. Lys raised a hand to ask for silence.
“After lunch,” she continued, “you will receive it.”
Nothing more. She explained nothing else.
The expectation became palpable during lunch. Elly barely tasted her food, distracted, watching her friends, noticing that they all shared that mix of excitement and nervousness. No one knew what to expect, and that, at the institute, always meant something important.
Afterward, they were sent to their rooms.
“Remain there,” an assistant instructed. “You will be called one by one.”
Elly sat on her bed, absently smoothing the pink bedspread. She listened to footsteps in the hallway, doors opening and closing, soft voices. Time stretched. When they finally knocked on her door, her heart gave a small jump.
When she opened it, she found Madame Lys.
“Come, dear,” she said with a reassuring smile.
She accompanied her through the corridors to the infirmary. There was Melisa, waiting for her, with her usual warm expression. Elly felt immediate relief at seeing her.
“Everything is fine,” Melisa said, taking her hand. “It’s just a general exam.”
Elly nodded, although something inside her felt strange.
They had her lie down. Soft lights. Low voices. Melisa spoke to her calmly, explaining that she should breathe deeply, that she should relax. Elly felt a sudden tiredness, heavy, delicious.
“You’ve been very brave,” she heard Melisa say, as if from far away.
And then, sleep.
When she woke up, she was in her bed.
The room was hers, recognizable, but something felt different. Melisa was sitting at her side, holding her hand carefully.
“Hi,” she said with a smile full of pride. “Everything went perfectly.”
Elly blinked, confused.
“What… what happened?” she murmured.
Melisa did not answer immediately. She simply squeezed her hand gently.
“Rest,” she said. “You’ll understand.”
Elly tried to sit up a little, and then she noticed it.
Her body felt different.
She looked down cautiously and saw the bandages, the precisely fitted compression garments. Her chest rose in a new way, more present, more defined even beneath the layers of fabric. Her waist felt narrower, her hips more pronounced, as if someone had refined every line with clear intention.
Her heart pounded.
“Melisa…” she whispered.
The nurse smiled tenderly.
“It’s part of your process,” she said simply. “And I’m very proud of you.”
She stood up, adjusted a sheet carefully, and headed for the door.
“Rest. We’ll see each other soon.”
When Melisa left, Elly was left alone with her thoughts.
She should be happy. That was the first thing she thought. All of this was exactly what the institute promised: more femininity, more beauty, more acceptance. And yet, a strange sensation tightened her chest.
It wasn’t pain. It wasn’t rejection.
It was… unease.
She closed her eyes, breathing slowly. For an instant, an image crossed her mind: Alexa’s perfect figure, Doctor Kessler’s voice, the word “irreversible.”
A shiver ran down her spine.
“This isn’t that,” she told herself, trying to calm down. “It’s not that.”
Even so, the thought stayed there, floating.
Elly adjusted the sheets, hugging herself carefully, feeling the new weight of her body, the undeniable change. She didn’t know if she was ready to understand everything yet.


CHAPTER 15 The Face That Learns to Smile

After the surprise, nothing felt completely new anymore… and, at the same time, everything was.
All the sissies had been “enhanced.”
It was not said out loud as a warning, but as an elegant, almost proud statement of fact. Their bodies moved differently, occupied space with more confidence, with a grace that no longer required constant correction. Checkups in the infirmary became part of the calendar: gentle, careful, almost intimate. Melisa was always there, checking bandages, adjusting compression garments, smiling with approval.
“Listen to your body,” she repeated. “Now it knows what it needs.”
Madame Lys, for her part, devoted several classes to something new: adaptation.
“It’s not just about looking feminine,” she explained as she walked in front of them. “It’s about inhabiting your new body. About making use of it.”
She spoke naturally about advantages: a more upright posture, the ease of moving in heels, the way clothes now fell effortlessly. She taught them how to sit, how to turn, how to touch their neck or hair in an unconscious but effective way.
Elly listened, took mental notes… and doubted.
At night, when the light in her room dimmed and the silence grew heavier, she lay staring at the ceiling, trying to remember. Not complete scenes, not emotions, but data. Names. Addresses. Some concrete way to contact her aunt Marianne.
But every attempt was accompanied by a sharp pain, as if her mind rejected the search.
And, deep down, a persistent voice whispered the same thing Rina and Melisa did: that perhaps what she was trying to recover was not something she wanted to be again.
That idea distressed her more than any blurred memory.
Meanwhile, the classes continued. And with them, the treatments.
One afternoon, Elly found herself lying on an exam table, watching the diffuse reflection of the ceiling while expert hands worked on her face.
The lip filler was delicate, precise. She felt a slight tingling, a gentle pressure, and then… a strange sensation, as if her mouth were learning a new way to exist. When she looked at herself afterward, her lips were fuller, softer, irresistibly eye-catching.
The botox in her forehead and masseter relaxed tensions she hadn’t known she carried. Her expression became sweeter, more open, almost naturally docile. The skinboosters left her skin luminous, hydrated from within, as if it had always been that way.
The thread lifts were barely perceptible, but when she looked in the mirror she noticed how her face seemed to rest in an improved version of itself. The peel and the gentle laser erased any trace of imperfection, leaving her with even, smooth skin. The BB glow added that constant radiance that made her look put together even without makeup.
The mini cheek reduction refined her features, and the arched microblading framed her eyes with a perpetually feminine expression, slightly surprised, charming.
Each step was accompanied by calm explanations, smiles, and phrases like “you’ll look incredible” or “this will suit you perfectly.”
And Elly… enjoyed it.
She enjoyed seeing herself this way. She enjoyed how the other girls looked at her, how the men reacted, how Madame Lys nodded with silent approval. But in the midst of that soft, constant pleasure, the question arose.
“Is it right?”
It wasn’t rejection. It wasn’t regret. It was a faint, persistent doubt that slipped in precisely when she felt most comfortable.
Madame Lys began to notice it.
Not in grand gestures, but in details: a gaze that lingered a second longer than usual, a held breath, a smile that took longer to appear. Nothing alarming. Nothing obvious.
But Lys never ignored nuances.
“You’re progressing wonderfully, Elly,” she told her one day, lifting her chin with two gentle fingers. “Just remember one thing.”
Elly raised her eyes.
“Doubt is normal,” Lys continued calmly. “But it must not become resistance.”
Elly nodded, feeling a slight shiver run down her spine.
That night, when she looked at herself in the mirror before going to sleep, she touched her face carefully, recognizing every change. She was beautiful. Undeniably.
She sighed.
She wanted to believe that she was fine. That all of it made sense.


CHAPTER 16 When Someone Chooses You

Madame Lys summoned Elly alone one afternoon, without prior notice.
The small classroom was dim, with a soft light falling from a high window. There were no other girls. There was no music. Just a table, two armchairs… and an open folder.
“Sit down, Elly,” Lys said in a calm tone.
Elly obeyed, though something in her chest tightened. She recognized that feeling: it wasn’t pure fear, it was exposure. Lys didn’t raise her voice or make a single abrupt gesture. She simply turned pages.
“You’ve exceeded all expectations,” she said. “In technique, in presence, in bodily adaptation.”
Elly smiled faintly, uncertain.
“But,” Lys continued, “there’s something that still weighs on you.”
She turned the folder toward her.
Elly looked.
They weren’t photos or graphic images. They were reports. Cold, clinical descriptions of the person she had been before crossing the institute’s doors. Character traits, attitudes, behaviors that now felt alien to her… and repulsive.
Elly felt the air leave her lungs.
“No…,” she murmured. “I… I didn’t want to be like that.”
Tears welled up before she could stop them. She brought her hands to her face, trembling.
“I don’t want to be that,” she sobbed. “I don’t want to go back to being that person.”
Madame Lys closed the folder.
She stood up and, unhurriedly, sat beside her. She wrapped her arms around her, enveloping her in a firm, protective, almost maternal embrace. Elly clung to her without thinking, crying against her shoulder.
“Listen to me,” Lys said in a low, steady voice. “That person no longer exists.”
She stroked her hair with slow movements.
“Now you are Elly. And Elly is perfect. You’ve left all that behind. You’ve passed every test. When you graduate, you’ll be the best of your generation.”
Elly breathed deeply, little by little calming down. The words didn’t erase the past, but they made it smaller.
At that moment, the door opened.
A man entered with a calm smile, without imposing himself. He approached slowly, as if he understood exactly the state Elly was in. Without saying anything, he lifted her into his arms with ease.
“Don’t cry,” he said gently. “You’re very pretty.”
Elly looked up, surprised by the closeness.
“Do you really mean that?” she asked in a trembling voice.
“You’re incredible,” he replied without hesitation. “Beautiful.”
He kissed her carefully, a simple, warm gesture that made her close her eyes. Elly felt the knot in her chest loosen a little more.
“But…,” she said in a whisper when they barely parted. “Before I… before I was a boy. I’m not a woman. I’m just… a sissy.”
The man laughed softly, as if the idea carried no weight at all.
He lifted her a bit higher against his body, and that movement drew an involuntary moan from Elly.
“Do you have any idea,” he said with an amused smile, “of the endless line there is just to be able to be with a sissy from this building?”
Elly looked at him, stunned.
“I waited a long time,” he added. “I competed with others. And I was chosen.”
He carried her in his arms to her room as if she were a feather wrapped in silk. The hallway, barely lit by dim lights, seemed to shorten beneath his eager steps. When the door closed with a soft click, the outside world disappeared. Only that intimate space remained, perfumed with her floral scent and the masculine warmth that already filled the air.
Elly kissed him first, with a playful decisiveness that surprised even herself. Their lips met with restrained hunger, soft and eager, while her small hands clutched at his neck. He laid her down gently on the bed, but she didn’t want to wait. She pulled back just for a second, long enough to slide the dress off her shoulders with a slow, provocative movement, letting the fabric fall like a caress to the floor.

She was left wearing only lingerie: an ivory lace set that hugged her newly formed curves, the bra enhancing her sensitive breasts, the tiny thong barely covering her chastity cage and letting the softness of her rounded ass show through. She moved for him with a coquettish confidence that welled up from deep within: a soft dance, hips undulating in slow circles, hands roaming over her own body like an open invitation, eyes bright with mischievous desire.
He watched her, fascinated, from the edge of the bed, his breathing already heavy. "God, Elly… you are a very beautiful sissy," he murmured hoarsely, extending a hand to pull her closer. She approached crawling over the sheets, with a low, feminine giggle, until she straddled his thighs.
Their kisses grew deeper, more urgent. His hands explored every inch: caressing the curve of her waist, sliding up to her breasts to gently pinch her nipples through the lace, making Elly arch her back with a sharp, coquettish moan. "I love how you respond, doll," he whispered against her neck, nibbling at the sensitive skin while his fingers traveled down her back to squeeze her ass with gentle possession.
Elly trembled with anticipation. She leaned down to kiss his chest, undoing his shirt with eager fingers, licking and nibbling every patch of skin that was exposed. When she reached his pants, she looked up at him with big, playful eyes. "May I…?" she asked in a syrupy voice, already knowing the answer.
He nodded, guiding her with a hand in her hair. Elly freed his hardened member delicately, taking it first in her hand, stroking it with torturous slowness before leaning down. Her pink lips wrapped around it warm and wet, her tongue dancing in coquettish circles, sucking with a rhythm that was learned and now instinctive. Each low moan from him was a reward that made her soak with arousal, her own cage tightening deliciously while her entrance throbbed with desire.
When he couldn’t take it anymore, he lifted her with ease and placed her on her back on the rumpled sheets. Elly opened her legs with provocative naturalness, knees bent, thong still in place. Adrien took the bottle of lubricant from the always-ready bedside table, as if the institute knew these nights would come, and warmed it between his fingers before applying it with exquisite slowness.
First he brushed Elly’s entrance with a finger, drawing soft circles that made her gasp and arch her hips. Sliding one finger in slowly, then two, opening her with patience while she moaned in a high, feminine voice, moving against his hand in playful waves.
"Please…," Elly whispered, biting her lip coquettishly. "I need you inside…"
He smiled, pulling the thong just slightly to the side without removing it, that naughty detail that made everything feel more forbidden, more intimate.
The penetration was slow, delicious. The tip pressed first, lubricated and hot, until Elly felt her body open to receive him, centimeter by centimeter, with that overwhelming fullness that made her feel complete, desired, a woman. A long, coquettish moan escaped her lips when he was fully inside, their hips flush, her breasts rising and falling in agitation.
They began to move together: him thrusting with deep, controlled rhythm, her responding with circles of her hips, squeezing him with muscles trained to give pleasure. Each brush against her prostate sent sparks of ecstasy through her entire body, making her cage drip and her moans grow louder, more desperate.
"Yes… like that… harder," she begged, digging her nails into his back, arching to take him deeper. He sped up, his hands holding her thighs open, admiring how her shifted thong revealed each penetration, how her body surrendered completely.
The climax came like a warm, devastating wave. Elly tensed first, crying out his name in a broken, feminine voice as anal pleasure tore through her completely, making her body tremble in delicious spasms. He followed seconds later, spilling inside her with a low growl, filling her with heat that made her sigh in deep satisfaction.
They stayed like that for a while, him still inside, kissing as the sweat cooled on their skin. Finally, he withdrew gently, settling her against his chest. Elly curled up among the rumpled sheets, her body tired but radiant, her entrance still throbbing with echoes of pleasure, the lubricant and his essence mixing into an intimate, naughty sensation.
For the first time in a long while, she didn’t think about who she had been. There were no intrusive memories, no doubts. Only the warmth of her body against his, their shared scent, the sweet certainty of having been taken exactly as she desired.


CHAPTER 17 Learning to Shine Without Making Noise

Elly sat with her back straight, hands clasped together on her lap, ankles barely touching, just as she had been instructed minutes earlier. The classroom was different from the others: there were no full-length mirrors or ballet bars, but elegant armchairs, low tables, silk screens, and lighting designed to flatter the skin.
Madame Lys watched her from the front with undisguised satisfaction.
"Welcome to your personal curriculum, Elly," she said in a soft voice. "From now on, your training focuses on a single goal: becoming an irreproachable society lady."
Elly nodded, though inside she felt a twinge. Society lady. It sounded beautiful… and terrifying.

The first class began without unnecessary words. Lys corrected her posture with minimal gestures, barely two fingers on her lower back, a look indicating she should lift her chin one centimeter higher.
"Imagine that you are being observed constantly," she explained. "Not to judge you, but to admire you."
Elly practiced remaining still for long minutes. At first, her body protested. Then something changed. Stillness stopped being an effort and became presence. Walking was the next exercise: soft, continuous steps, as if the floor itself guided her.
"Glide," Lys said. "Don't walk."

Sitting down was even more difficult. Lowering herself onto the sofa without wrinkling the silk, without haste, without noise. Elly tried several times until she managed it. When she finally did it right, Lys smiled.
"That," she said. "That is how you occupy space without asking permission."
Elly felt a small sense of pride… and an immediate doubt. Was that a good thing?

The next session was more intimate. Lys sat in front of her.
"Your voice," she said, "is a fragile jewel. It must not impose itself."
Practicing three tones seemed simple until Elly realized how much she had to restrain herself. Cheerful, submissive, concerned. Nothing more. Every sentence had to fit into that mold.
The "crystal giggle" was especially humiliating at first. Elly sounded artificial, exaggerated. Lys shook her head.
"Don't laugh to please," she corrected. "Laugh because you like being pleasing."
When she finally achieved it, that brief, sharp sound, Lys nodded in satisfaction.

Silence was the most difficult lesson. Listening without giving an opinion. Nodding. Smiling. Elly felt a deep discomfort. In her mind, there was still a voice that wanted to speak, to explain, to justify itself.

The makeup classes were a guilty pleasure. Elly loved learning which tones to use depending on the hour, how to prepare her skin for a dinner or a gala. She practiced controlled tears, resistant to emotional crying but never to elegant sadness.
The perfect blush made her laugh nervously.
"Blushing is not losing control," Lys explained. "It is offering measured vulnerability."
Elly looked at herself in the mirror. She was beautiful. Undeniably. And that certainty frightened her as much as it comforted her.

Then came her next lesson: managing without managing was almost a game. Knowing how everything should look, without getting her hands dirty. Learning gentle phrases that directed without ordering. Memorizing others' preferences with a facility that surprised even Lys.
"Your mind is ideal for this," she commented. "You remember details because it matters to you to please."
Elly smiled… and then wondered when it had begun to matter to her so much.

Empty conversation was strangely exhausting. Talking about nothing, gracefully. Avoiding forbidden topics. Changing the subject with elegance. Elly did it well, too well, and that caused a knot in her stomach.

Then they moved on to dance, guided, contained. Following without leading. Smiling without speaking. Turning without getting dizzy. Eating like a bird was a test of self-control that Elly passed with unsettling ease.

At the end of the day, Lys approached her.
"You're doing it perfectly," she said. "But I notice you're tense."
Elly lowered her gaze.
"I'm just… afraid," she admitted. "Of losing myself."
Lys gently lifted her chin.
"You're not losing yourself," she said. "You're finding yourself. And when you graduate, everyone will see it."

Elly nodded, though inside the struggle continued. She enjoyed every lesson, every compliment, every advance. But a part of her feared that, in the end, there would be nothing left to remember.

That night, as she removed her makeup in front of the mirror, she touched her face carefully.
She was a living statue.
Beautiful.
Silent.
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CHAPTER 18 The Art of Belonging

Madame Lys was clear from the start of the day.
"These classes," she said as she closed the door of the private classroom, "are among the most important in your training, Elly. Not because of what they teach… but because of what they consolidate."

Elly nodded, sitting with her back straight, her hands delicately intertwined. She felt a mix of expectation and a slight internal tremor. She had advanced so much that each new block no longer felt like an imposition, but rather like a confirmation of where they were taking her.

Daily Preparation for the Husband

Lys showed her how each morning should begin: her body already groomed, her skin perfumed, her hair in place even before speaking a single word. The gesture of offering breakfast was not servile, but devout. Silent admiration, warm gaze, soft smile.
"Your presence must be the first thing he is grateful for upon waking," Lys explained. "Not because you demand it, but because you offer it."

Elly practiced in front of the mirror. The precise tilt of the neck, the way of holding the cup, the manner of asking questions that were not really decisions. She discovered that this illusion of choice made her feel strangely safe, protected within a perfect script.

The welcome kiss was rehearsed with precision. Not long. Not anxious. Adjusted to the mood she had to read carefully.
"Watch the eyebrows," Lys indicated. "They say more than the mouth."

Male Sensory Satisfaction

Here, the class became more physical, but always contained, elegant.
The perfect touch was not invasive. It was presence. Massages that soothed without numbing, fingers that barely brushed, gestures that said "I am here" without interrupting. Elly was surprised by how natural that silent language felt to her.

She learned to fix a tie with her nails barely grazing the skin, to comb hair with her fingers while someone read, to serve drinks with a movement that subtly revealed the forearm. Everything was designed to please without exhibiting.
"It is not exhibition," Lys corrected. "It is availability."

The domestic attention module reinforced that same principle. Cutting food without noise, offering something with lips barely parted, moving with a grace that seemed spontaneous, but was trained.

Programmed Intimate Contact

Intimacy was presented as a language with clear rules.
"Desire," Lys said, "is more powerful when it is administered."

Kisses that only began after a clear signal, caresses that waited for guidance, sleeping positions that spoke of closeness without invasion. Elly practiced the resting posture, curved against an imaginary back, feeling how her body seemed to fit into that mold with unsettling ease.

Sexuality for Procreation and Conjugal Pleasure

This block was the one that unsettled her the most… and the one that touched her most deeply, to the point of leaving her trembling with anticipation.

Lys spoke in a serene tone, but laden with promises.
"A sexuality designed to reaffirm, not to compete," she explained, stopping in front of Elly and barely brushing her chin to lift her face. "To make him feel powerful without seeming challenging. A surrender that does not erase you, precious… but defines you within a clear, delicious, irresistible role."

The approved positions were mentioned with poetic, almost artistic names: "The Open Flower," "The Warm Nest," "The Submissive Offering." They were not described in detail; they were suggested as intimate choreographies, with slow, circular hip movements, arches of the back that invited deeper entry, legs open at perfect angles to receive.

The sounds, modulated, ascending: soft moans that began like sighs and grew in intensity, never dominating, always accompanying, always saying "more… please…".

The post-protocol closed the cycle with tenderness: warm silence, gentle strokes through the hair, cleaning with delicacy, curling up against the chest with a kiss on the pectoral, whispering "thank you" with a voice hoarse from satisfied pleasure. Everything was designed so that the presence of the sissy left a sensation of order, of home… and of renewed desire.

When the class ended, Elly remained seated for a few seconds, breathing deeply, her cheeks burning, her body vibrating with contained arousal. A small moan escaped her lips, more from emotion than anything else, a sharp, feminine sound that made her cover her mouth with playful embarrassment.
"I'm sorry…," she murmured, blushing to the tips of her ears. "It's just that… will I be able to graduate soon? Go home… and practice all of this for real?"

Madame Lys smiled, satisfied, stepping closer to caress her hair tenderly.
"You have advanced extraordinarily, my pretty girl," she said in a warm voice. "There is still a little more to go. But don't worry… being the most advanced, your graduation will come soon. Very soon. And when it comes… you are going to shine."

Elly nodded, with a mixture of relief and expectation that made her pulse race, a mischievous warmth throbbing between her legs.

From the back of the classroom, Pearl watched the scene in silence. Her lips were tight, her gaze heavy with barely concealed jealousy. Seeing Elly receive that attention, that special closeness with Lys, was unbearable to her.

Elly, however, did not notice.

She was too busy feeling how, step by step, they were shaping her for a future she no longer knew whether she desired… or needed with every fiber of her being.


CHAPTER 19 Ashes, Scores, and Confessable Desires

The weeks passed with a deceptive softness, as if time itself had learned to walk on tiptoe inside the Institute.
The sissies no longer woke up startled by fragmented memories or formless questions. Little by little, they began to make peace with their past, not because they had completely forgotten it, but because they stopped fighting it. Madame Lys said that resistance was a form of attachment, and that letting go did not mean denying, but transforming.

One afternoon, Lys summoned them to a small ritual.
The room was lit by low, warm candles. There was no music. Only silence and a contained presence. Melisa was there, dressed in white, with a serenity that spread through the room. In front of each girl, on a small table, there was a little metal tray… and a photograph.

Old photos. Images from before.

Elly felt a knot in her stomach when she saw hers. She recognized that face, that rigid posture, that gaze that now felt foreign. There was no hatred in it, but there was an uncomfortable distance.
"This is not an act of rejection," Lys said softly. "It is an act of farewell."

One by one, the girls took their photographs. Some did it without hesitation. Others took a deep breath before bringing the paper close to the flame. When the fire touched the image, there was no drama, only a brief crackle, a light ash.

Elly was among the last.

She hesitated.

She looked at the photo for one second longer than necessary. She felt that familiar twinge, that mix of guilt and curiosity. But she remembered Melisa’s words, Rina’s calm, the way her body and mind now felt more aligned.

With steady hands, she let the flame do its work.

The paper curled, blackened, disappeared.

And something in her chest loosened.

It was not euphoria. It was lightness.

That night she slept deeply, without intrusive dreams, without images that woke her with her heart racing.

The next day, the girls were summoned again.

The atmosphere was different. Formal. Expectant.

Madame Lys stood in front of them, a new folder in her hands. Melisa watched from the side, with a calm smile. The vice-director Myra was present, silent as always.

"After these weeks," Lys began, "I have updated your scores."

A murmur ran through the group.

"You have all improved," she continued. "Without exception."

She began calling the girls, from the lowest score to the highest. To each one she offered a precise observation, an elegant piece of advice, a sincere compliment. No one felt humiliated; on the contrary, each evaluation felt like a careful push toward something better.

When she called Pearl, the silence tightened.

"Second place," Lys announced.

Pearl blinked a fraction of a second too long. She smiled. She thanked her with grace. She maintained perfect composure. But Elly, from her place, perceived something in her gaze: disbelief, wounded pride, a glint of resentment she did not fully try to hide.

Finally, Lys closed the folder.

"First place," she said with a slight smile, "goes to Elly."

There was applause. Hugs. Excited giggles. Lía squeezed her tightly, Marise kissed her cheek, Sofi celebrated with a small, elegant jump, Lucienne smiled at her with genuine pride.

Elly blushed, overwhelmed and happy.

From the back, Pearl watched in silence, her lips pressed tight.

That night, Elly went to bed with a soft smile. She lay back among the pink sheets, feeling her body relaxed, her mind full of thoughts that no longer hurt as they once had.

She thought that soon she might return home. That perhaps her Aunt Marianne would see her and feel proud. That she would be happy.

And yet, something else slipped into her thoughts.

She did not say it out loud. She did not even fully form it.

She had enjoyed her time at the institute.

The classes were demanding, yes. Sometimes heavy. But she had made friends. She had learned to feel comfortable in her skin. And that constant attention, those looks, that way men seemed to vie for the privilege of being close… stirred a warmth that was hard to deny.

As night fell, she sighed, settling deeper among the pillows.

She did not know exactly what awaited her outside.

But for the first time, she did not feel afraid of staying.

She closed her eyes, with a discreet smile, knowing that the end… was getting closer and closer.
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CHAPTER 20 The Choice

The room where Lys and Deputy Director Myra met was not meant to impress, but to decide. It was a silent space, upholstered in cream and pearl gray tones, with a low glass table, two armchairs facing each other, and an entire wall turned into a window. From there, part of the Advanced Level could be seen lit up at night, the soft lights outlining corridors, lounges, and dormitories as if the entire institute were a perfect, orderly, docile model.

Myra was the first to break the silence. She had removed her gloves and placed them carefully on the table, as if even that gesture were part of an invisible protocol.

"I must say that I am very satisfied with this generation," she commented with a controlled smile. "It doesn’t always happen. There are groups that go far, others that merely comply. But these girls… these girls understand."

Lys nodded calmly, crossing her legs with elegance. Her posture was relaxed, but her gaze was not. She observed everything, even now.

"Seraphine delivered exceptional material," she replied. "And they have known how to take advantage of it. They have advanced quickly, with less resistance than usual."

Myra leaned slightly forward, interlacing her fingers. "Precisely for that reason we must begin to think about the next step. Graduation is close, and you already know what that implies."

Lys smiled faintly, a thin, knowing smile. "The face of the institute."

"Exactly," Myra confirmed. "One of them will be more than a graduate. She will be a symbol. A living insignia of what the Institute can achieve when everything goes well. Benefactors, agreements, visibility… it is not a minor decision."

Lys stood up and walked slowly toward the window. From there she could see, at some distant point on the floor below, the reflection of a laugh, the delicate movement of a silhouette crossing a corridor. She spoke without turning around.

"We have outstanding candidates. Rina, for example."

Myra nodded immediately. "Rina is extraordinary."

"She is," Lys continued. "Impeccable discipline, a constant smile, a natural ability to adapt to changing environments. Upon graduating she will be assigned as a sissy flight attendant. The airline that finances part of the institute wants her. She will travel, she will be seen, attending executives, benefactors, influential men. She will be a perfect showcase."

"A silent ambassador," Myra said, pleased. "I like it."

"Pearl as well," Lys added, turning now. "Pearl is… intense. Ambitious. She has absolute command of her role. For her we already have an almost closed agreement."

Myra raised an eyebrow, interested. "The European benefactor?"

"One of the wealthiest," Lys confirmed. "Personal assistant twenty-four seven. Absolute closeness. Access, visibility. Over time, if everything flows, she could become the ideal trophy wife. Pearl lives to stand out."

Myra smiled slowly. "Between Rina and Pearl, either could be the face. Perhaps Pearl even a bit more. She is striking."

Lys remained silent for a few seconds. Then she gently shook her head.

"They are," she said calmly. "They are almost perfect sissies. But I believe there is a superior option."

Myra looked at her attentively. "Oh, really?"

"Yes," Lys replied without hesitation. "Elly."

The name hung in the air.

Myra blinked, surprised, and then smiled with interest. "The heiress."

"Exactly," Lys said. "Elly not only met every stage. She surpassed them. She has something that cannot be taught: bearing. Presence. She comes from a well-off family, she knows how to move in high-society environments even before being molded. Now, with everything she has learned here… she is a refined, polished, irresistible version."

Myra leaned back in the armchair, evaluating. "A society lady."

"And a perfect demonstration of how far we can go," Lys added. "We don’t just take someone problematic and correct them. We take someone valuable and elevate them even further. The message is powerful."

Myra let out a small, satisfied laugh. "I like it. Very much. Elly as the face of the institute… yes. I think it is the right choice."

Lys inclined her head in agreement. "Then we agree."

"We do," Myra confirmed. "Proceed. Adjust the final program. Prepare her."

Neither of them noticed the shadow paused on the other side of the corridor. Pearl had gone to look for Lys for a minor consultation, but upon hearing her name and then Elly’s, she had frozen, pressed against the wall, holding her breath.

Every word had been a needle.

Rina. Flight attendant. Travel. Benefactors.

Pearl. Assistant. Trophy wife.

Elly.

The face. The chosen one. The best.

Her fingers clenched tightly around the fabric of her skirt. Her perfect smile cracked for just a second, enough for a new, bitter emotion to seep in for the first time in weeks.

It was not fear.

It was envy.

Pearl stepped away from the corridor without making a sound, recomposing her expression before anyone could see her. She walked slowly toward her dormitory, each step measured, every thought burning.

She had not come this far to be left in second place.

Not after everything.

Meanwhile, in the room, Lys and Myra continued fine-tuning details, convinced they had made the right decision, unaware that, at that very moment, a small crack had just opened in the perfection they cared for so carefully.
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CHAPTER 21 Pearl with Cracks

Pearl always woke up the same way.
Even before opening her eyes, before feeling the soft sheets or the artificial perfume that permeated the dormitory, her mind repeated a phrase like a learned mantra:
"I must be more feminine.
I must be more feminine."

She didn’t say it out loud. There was no need. Her body already responded on its own.

She sat up carefully, stretching her legs as she had been taught, making sure the movement was elegant even in solitude. She walked barefoot to the full-length mirror and observed herself with critical attention: the long neck, the soft shoulders, the defined waist. Everything was where it should be… and still, it was not enough.

Before, Lys looked at her first.
Before, Lys’s smile lingered on her a second longer than on the others.

That had changed.

Pearl pressed her lips together, annoyed with herself for feeling something as ugly as jealousy. A perfect sissy should not feel envy. A perfect sissy should inspire it.

In class, she gave her best. As always.

Her posture was impeccable. Her voice, sweet and modulated. Her answers, precise. Lys nodded, took notes… but she no longer called her by name with that special inflection.

Instead, Pearl noticed how Lys’s eyes slid again and again toward Elly.

Elly, with her soft smile.
Elly, with her natural way of moving.
Elly, with no apparent effort.

Pearl felt the familiar sting in her chest.

During the afternoon, the sissies rested in the common room, wrapped in a light, festive atmosphere that smelled of floral perfume and freshly served tea. Some chatted in low voices, with coquettish giggles that rang like little bells; others touched up their makeup in hand mirrors, applying lip gloss with slow, provocative movements. The sunlight filtered through the translucent curtains bathed everything in a rosy tone, making the crossed legs, short skirts, and delicate necklines seem even more tempting.

Pearl sat in a plush armchair, her legs perfectly crossed, her skirt arranged to show just enough of her smooth thighs. She pretended calm, sipping her tea with elegance, but her eyes watched every detail. When the door opened, everyone held their breath.

Madame Lys entered with her confident, seductive stride, followed by several elegantly dressed men: fitted suits, shirts open at the first button, confident smiles that swept through the room like invisible caresses.

"Dolls," Lys said in a warm, husky voice, laden with promises. "This is just a small gift for your delicious performance. Enjoy… and make sure they enjoy it too."

The murmur was immediate: nervous smiles, flushed cheeks, lowered gazes that lifted with provocative shyness. A contained excitement floated in the air, sweet and thick like warm honey. The girls instinctively straightened, arching their backs a little more, adjusting their hair with playful gestures.

Pearl chose quickly, as always. She rose with feline grace and approached her companion, tall and dark-haired, with a look that promised control, with the confidence of someone who knows the rules of the game perfectly. She smiled, tilted her head slightly, letting her hair fall in soft waves over one shoulder, and asked his name with that honeyed voice she had perfected over months: "And you… what’s your name, handsome?"

Everything was calculated: the accidental brush of her fingers as she took her glass, the way she leaned in to listen, the coquettish wink when he joked. She sat very close, crossing her legs so that her skirt rose just a little, discreetly brushing her knee against his.

But even while she focused on seducing him, she couldn’t help glancing sideways.

Elly.

Elly was sitting across from another man, blond, elegant, with eyes that never left her. She listened with genuine attention, her head tilted, a soft, authentic smile on her lips. She didn’t seem to be trying: she laughed at just the right moment with a crystalline, feminine laugh, blushed for real when he complimented her, leaning forward just enough for her neckline to catch the light. Her body language was natural, enveloping: one hand brushing her own neck shyly, her legs crossed showing the curve of her thigh, a playful nibble of her lower lip when he leaned in to whisper something in her ear.

Pearl felt something dark and hot stir inside her, a sharp stab of envy mixed with contained rage.
"Focus," she told herself, doubling down on her charm. She caressed her companion’s arm, her nails barely grazing the fabric, whispered husky compliments into his ear, leaned in closer until her warm breath brushed his skin. Every gesture was designed to please, to stand out, to be the most desired.

But the room soon ceased to be just conversation.

The men, encouraged by the sissies’ coquettish attentions, began to take the initiative. First soft kisses, then hands exploring waists, thighs, breasts. The girls responded with muffled little moans and submissive smiles, kneeling gracefully when they were indicated to do so.

Pearl knelt in front of her companion with perfect movements, unbuttoning his pants with expert fingers. She took his member with soft, warm lips, sucking with calculated rhythm, her tongue dancing in precise circles, eyes lifted in search of approval. He sighed with pleasure, tangling his fingers in her hair, but Pearl could not help turning her head slightly.

Elly was doing the same, but… differently. Kneeling with provocative naturalness, she took her man with a surrender that seemed born of pure desire: moans vibrating against him, hips moving in soft waves even while on her knees, cheeks flushed with genuine arousal. Every movement was fluid, irresistible, as if she were enjoying it as much as he was.

Pearl intensified her efforts: deeper suction, a more playful tongue, hands stroking with precision. But the more intense moan came from beside her: Elly, now lifted and settled onto her companion’s lap, her skirt raised and her thong pushed aside. He penetrated her slowly, with lubricant glistening under the soft light, while she moved in perfect circles, moaning in a high, feminine voice, arching her back to take him deeper. Her breasts bounced softly, her lips parted in an expression of absolute pleasure.

Pearl felt the sharpest stab yet. Her own companion then lifted her, imitating the scene: he placed her on a nearby armchair, impatiently moved her thong aside, and entered her with a grunt. Pearl responded with modulated moans, trained movements, tightening around him with perfect muscles… but her eyes kept drifting toward Elly, who rode with natural grace, her moans louder, more authentic, her face radiant with real pleasure.

Elly had captured all the attention… and she had done it with no apparent effort, simply by being herself: coquettish, sweet, submissive in a way that seemed born of pleasure rather than calculation.

When the afternoon finally ended, with shared climaxes, trembling bodies, and satisfied sighs, the visitors withdrew with kisses on the cheeks, whispered promises, and final caresses that left the sissies shaking with residual arousal. Pearl remained upright, elegant, showing nothing. She gave thanks with grace, inclined her head, smiled until the very end.

That night, in her dormitory, the silence was deafening.

Pearl sat before the lit mirror, removing her makeup with slow, precise movements. She wiped the gloss from her lips with a cotton pad, watching how her reflection stared back at her with the same bright, perfect eyes… but now there was something more. A cold hardness underneath, a sharp glint that had not been there before.

"Everything would be better without Elly," she thought, surprised by the clarity and intensity of the idea.

Without competition.
Without that natural shadow that eclipsed her without even trying.
Without someone who could replace her with such irritating ease.

She would be the face of the institute.
The top of the class.
Lys’s unquestioned favorite.

She closed her eyes, breathing deeply, feeling that thought take root, deep and firm, like a dark, sweet seed.

No, she was not planning anything. Not yet.

But for the first time since she arrived at the Institute, Pearl did not think about how to be more feminine, more perfect, more submissive.

She thought about how not to be replaced.


CHAPTER 22 The Patience of Envy

Pearl learned something essential in the days that followed:
no one suspects someone who seems perfectly satisfied.
Her mornings remained impeccable. She woke with the same discipline, the same care in every gesture, the same soft smile when crossing paths with the others. No one would have said that her mind worked without rest, sharpening details, observing invisible angles.
In class, she appeared diligent, docile, efficient. She answered when asked, lowered her gaze at just the right moment, nodded with that exact inclination Lys valued so much. She did not seek to stand out. Not now.
It was Elly who shone.
Pearl accepted it on the surface. She applauded with the others when Lys praised her. She smiled when Elly received new responsibilities, new permissions, new looks of approval. She even approached her during breaks, sharing light comments, soft laughter, a perfectly rehearsed camaraderie.
"You look lovely today," she said once, carefully adjusting a strand of her hair.
"Thank you, Pearl," Elly replied, sincere, without a trace of suspicion.
That was what irritated her most.
Elly did not pretend.
Pearl began to study the daily routes as if they were choreographies. She knew what time Elly usually veered toward the infirmary, in which moments Melisa was more relaxed, when the staff reduced their presence in certain corridors. She did not do it in an obvious way. She watched reflections in mirrors, shadows moving behind half-open doors, the sound of heels fading away.
One afternoon, Pearl volunteered to help organize materials after a class. She lingered a bit longer in the area near the infirmary, pretending to review an inventory. From there she saw Melisa hurry out, her phone already in hand, her face lit by a nervous smile.
"Yes, Mom, tell me…" she said as she walked away.
Pearl noticed what was left behind.
She took nothing. She touched nothing.
She only memorized.
That night, in the common room, Pearl sat near Elly. She listened as Elly talked about her classes, about how good she had been feeling lately, about that strange sensation of finally "fitting in." Melisa stopped by to say hello, briefly resting her hand on Elly’s shoulder, giving her a protective smile.
"Anything you need, you know where to find me," she said.
Pearl lowered her gaze, hiding the cold gleam that crossed her eyes.
Later, when the lights dimmed and conversations faded, Pearl returned to her room with her mind awake. She sat in front of the mirror, without turning on the main light, letting only the faint reflection outline her silhouette.
"I can’t rush," she thought.
"The institute punishes mistakes, not intention."
She knew a direct accusation would not work. Elly was too valuable now. Too visible. Any move had to seem accidental, almost inevitable. A misunderstanding. An uncomfortable coincidence.
In the days that followed, Pearl reinforced her role as the exemplary sissy. She accepted additional tasks, offered to help other girls, showed herself especially respectful toward the staff. She built a solid, reliable image.
Meanwhile, she planted small invisible seeds.
A casual comment here.
A doubt expressed sweetly there.
"Elly was here a little while ago, right?" she asked once, in an innocent tone, when Melisa returned from a call.
"Yes, she stopped by to say hello," the nurse replied, without giving it importance.
Pearl smiled, grateful, and left.
That night, lying on her side, hands together beneath her cheek, Pearl let her thoughts flow without guilt. She did not see herself as the villain of a story. She saw herself as someone correcting an imbalance.
"I made an effort from the beginning," she told herself.
"I did everything right."
The institute did not reward kindness. It rewarded perfection.
And Pearl was willing to be perfect, even if that meant gently pushing someone else off the stage.
The next day, during a general class, Lys passed near her and gave her a brief, evaluating look. It was not praise, but neither was it indifference.
Pearl felt a small triumph.
Everything had to be done with time.
With elegance.
With patience.
It was not yet the moment to act.
But Pearl had already chosen the place, the rhythm, and the mask she would wear when that moment arrived.
And while the institute continued its impeccable routine, she refined her final move, convinced of one single thing:
There was no room for two favorites.


CHAPTER 23 The Test of the Outside World

The morning began like any other, and precisely for that reason Elly suspected nothing.
The main class unfolded amid gentle corrections, attentive looks, and measured praise. Elly responded naturally, confident in every gesture, every word spoken in the exact tone she had learned to master. When it ended, she gathered her things with her usual serenity… until she heard her name.
"Elly, stay a moment."
Lys’s voice was calm, but there was a different intention in it. The other girls filed out one by one, casting curious glances at her, while Elly remained still, hands folded in front of her skirt.
"You won’t return to the dormitory yet today," Lys said with a faint smile. "You have a special lesson."
Elly’s heart gave a small, quick leap.
Lys led her to a private room and indicated with a precise gesture.
"Get ready as you do for your society lady classes. Lingerie, dress, full makeup. Take your time."
Elly obeyed without asking. She chose delicate ivory-colored lingerie, soft against her skin. The dress was elegant, fitted without being provocative, with a perfect fall that highlighted her newly refined figure. She applied her makeup with steady hands: soft lips, luminous eyes, restrained blush.
When she came out, Lys was already waiting.
She observed her from head to toe without haste, with that look that did not judge, but evaluated possibilities.
"You’re beautiful," she finally said. "Exactly as you should be."
Lys then took a small handbag and handed it to her. Elly opened it with contained curiosity. Inside she found an identification card with her new name and details, cards, some money, basic makeup… and a small pack of condoms.
Elly blinked, confused.
"I don’t understand…"
"It’s a test," Lys replied casually. "Come."
She gave her no time for more questions. She guided her straight to the elevator. When the doors closed, Elly felt her pulse quicken. The descent was long. Through the mirror’s grid she saw levels pass that she did not recognize: different corridors, doors marked with codes she had never seen.
"Don’t get distracted," Lys said softly.
Elly swallowed and nodded.
When they reached the basement, the air was different. Colder. More real. They walked into a wide parking area, and then Elly felt it clearly: the wind brushing her legs, the open sound of space. Outside.
How long had it been since the last time? Two years? More?
The sound of her heels echoed loudly as she followed Lys. Suddenly, a soft beep and the lights of a sports car turned on in front of them. Black, immaculate, elegant.
Lys gestured.
"Get in."
Elly did so with slightly trembling hands.
During the first minutes of the drive, Lys remained silent. Then she spoke, her voice firm but close.
"A few weeks ago, one of our investors began to question the institute. His last name is Vallencourt. He has supported this place for years, but his eldest son, now part of his board, doubts the real value of our work."
Elly listened with absolute attention.
"His son is named Adrien Vallencourt," Lys continued. "Intelligent, demanding, skeptical. Tonight he wants to see results. Not on paper. In person."
Elly felt a knot in her stomach.
"I… I don’t know if I’m ready. I don’t want to make you look bad."
Lys let out a soft laugh.
"Elly, you are the best of your generation. This isn’t improvised. You will graduate in a week. Today we are just… closing the circle."
Elly felt an unexpected warmth in her chest.
"I’ll do my best. I’ll do what’s necessary," she said, and without realizing it she gave her a nervous wink.
Lys laughed again.
"I know."
Then, lowering her voice a little, she added:
"The condoms are there only in case you want something more. Adrien can’t force you into anything. But if you decide to seduce him… that will be your choice."
The wink she returned was unequivocal.
The car stopped in front of a luxury restaurant, lit with warm, discreet light. Lys turned off the engine and looked at Elly attentively.
"Smile. Walk with confidence. Remember who you are."
Elly took a deep breath. She opened the door and, for a second, the outside world struck her with force: sounds, aromas, unfamiliar looks. She straightened, adjusted the bag on her arm, and went in.
Every step was a mix of fear and excitement. This was her test.
And as she moved among elegant tables, Elly did not yet know it… but nothing would be the same after that night.
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CHAPTER 24 The Dinner of Validation

Elly entered the restaurant as if the place had been waiting for her all her life. Her heels echoed confidently against the polished marble, a soft, feminine rhythm that made her hips sway with that natural grace she no longer had to think about. The fitted dress, a deep red that embraced her newly formed curves, moved with her like a second skin, hinting without revealing too much. She felt eyes settling on her, discreet, curious, hungry, and it sent a mischievous tingle through her belly.
She had barely crossed the door when the hostess approached with a professional smile that warmed slightly upon seeing her.
"Name?"
"Elly," she replied in a clear, sweet voice, tilting her head coquettishly.
The woman checked the list and her eyes lit up. "This way, please. They’re waiting for you."
Elly followed the gesture, moving between tables under dim light until she saw him. Adrien Vallencourt was sitting alone, a glass of whisky in his hand. He wore a perfectly tailored dark suit, white shirt without a tie. When he looked up and met her gaze, his eyes widened slightly, surprised, as if what he saw far exceeded what he had expected.
Elly approached with measured steps, feeling his gaze travel over her from head to toe. She took a seat across from him with grace, crossing her legs slowly so the skirt rose just enough.
The waiter appeared immediately. "What would you like to drink?"
"A cosmopolitan, please," she said with a soft smile, not taking her eyes off Adrien.
He watched her in silence as she placed her bag beside the chair. He took a sip of his whisky before speaking, unhurried.
"I see the institute has made quite an effort to impress me," he said in a low voice, a touch of irony in his tone. He drank again, his eyes lingering on her lips. "I can tell you’re not an escort. Your movements… your bearing. I’d say you’re the daughter of some institute executive, aren’t you? It would be almost desperate to present one of their own daughters as an experiment."
The comment was sharp, calculated. Elly received her drink at that moment, took the glass delicately and gave a small sip, maintaining her composure. The cold liquid slid down her throat, calming the slight nervousness, but not the heat beginning to rise in her chest.
"You’re not entirely wrong," she replied at last, her voice serene with a playful glint in her eyes. She set the glass on the table with deliberate slowness, reached a hand toward her hip and, with a discreet but impossible-to-ignore movement, adjusted the thong beneath her dress, slipping it off smoothly and wrapping it around her fingers.
Adrien watched the gesture and swallowed, his eyes following every movement.
Elly continued as if nothing had happened, tossing the garment with a coquettish flick that landed right in his lap. "What we produce at the institute aren’t 'experiments' or simple escorts. They’re results… delicious results."
Adrien picked up the lace panties between his fingers, never taking his eyes off her. "Interesting," he murmured, bringing the glass to his lips while his gaze dipped for a second to the soft fabric.
"More than interesting," Elly replied with a mischievous smile. Her legs were crossed; she shifted position slowly, opening them just enough in the movement to give him a brief but clear view of her crotch: the beautiful pink, gleaming chastity cage, shining under the dim light, framed by smooth, hairless skin.
Adrien’s lips trembled slightly. "No fucking way… it can’t be that you…"
Elly laughed softly, a crystalline, feminine sound that made several nearby diners turn their heads. She lifted her drink again with one hand, leaning forward slightly. "Man is a word that feels very foreign to all of us at the institute, sweetheart. Now we’re something much softer… more beautiful… and undeniably feminine."
She slid closer in her seat, her knee brushing Adrien’s under the table. His façade of confidence visibly wavered with that subtle contact.
"As I told you," Elly whispered, her warm breath near his ear, "you can’t argue with these results."
Adrien didn’t pull away. He looked at her, so close, so sensual, but shook himself slightly, regaining some composure. "It’s a considerable amount of money they spend on their… operations."

Elly smiled, brushing her leg against his discreetly. "That may be true, but it’s more of an investment than an expense. Those who enter are usually a constant problem. When we graduate… we’re the exact opposite."
"Maybe," Adrien replied, his gaze now dropping to Elly’s legs, lingering on the exposed skin.
"Besides," she continued in a honeyed voice, "there are cases like that of the nurse Melisa. She pays for part of her transformation by working at the institute."
"Yes, I read something about that," Adrien cleared his throat, clearly affected. "They train them in different disciplines… maids, secretaries… I imagine that you were trained to…"
"Society lady," Elly completed, tilting her head coquettishly. "My aunt wanted me to polish my skills."
"You certainly have," he murmured, his eyes roaming her neckline without disguise.
"Yes," Elly laughed softly. "Someday I’ll be the beautiful wife of a good man."
"He will be very fortunate," Adrien said, and he could no longer take his eyes off her body.
Elly noticed she had him completely in her hands. She pulled back a few centimeters with grace, retrieving her panties from his lap with a playful gesture. "Can you give me my panties back?" she asked in an innocent, coquettish voice. "I only did it to prove I wasn’t the daughter of some executive."
"Of course, of course," he replied, returning them with fingers that brushed hers more than necessary.
Elly put them in her bag, excused herself with a smile, and went to the restroom to put them back on, feeling the lace return to its place like a secret caress.
When she returned, dinner was already waiting for them. During the rest of the evening, Elly behaved exactly as she had been taught: elegant, polite, coquettish but restrained. Adrien noticed it; the initial intensity seemed to dissolve into a more conventional conversation, and he began to wonder if he had imagined her earlier boldness or if Elly’s beauty had clouded his judgment.
She talked about her life, her tastes, answered questions with gentle sincerity. Adrien, in turn, opened up a little more, asking about her day-to-day life at the institute without focusing so much on the financial aspect.
"I hope you’ve come away with a good impression of what we do at the institute," Elly said near the end, finishing her drink.
"I can see the value," he replied, his gaze dropping again to her neckline. "I’ll speak with my father. Maybe it’s time to restructure some expenses… make it more efficient."
"Really?" Elly asked, genuinely surprised, her eyes shining.
"Of course. I noticed areas of opportunity in the reports… and talking with you has confirmed it. I think it can be optimized without changing the essential practices. I’m sure you’ve also thought about improvements."
Elly laughed softly, shaking her head. "No, I’m supposed to be pretty. The numbers will be handled by my aunt… or my future husband."
"Exactly," Adrien said with a smile, and as she lowered her glass, he had already closed the distance between them. "Elly… I must admit you’ve surprised me. You’re very beautiful."
"Thank you very much," she replied, averting her gaze with a delicate, genuine blush, taking another sip.
"I’m sorry for how I spoke to you at the beginning," Adrien said, placing his hand on the table, brushing against hers.
"Don’t worry," Elly murmured softly, losing herself in his eyes.
It was then that Elly looked at him carefully: young, attractive, with a strong jaw, penetrating eyes, perfectly cut hair and a well-groomed beard. Everything about him exuded control and masculinity. She felt a new warmth rise in her belly; she thought it wouldn’t be bad at all to be closer to a man like that… perfect husband material.
Adrien continued, "My older sister is a lesbian and my father… well, let’s just say there’s a reason he’s an investor in the institute. If the rest of the girls are half as beautiful as you, I’ll do everything possible to get more closely involved."
"Wow, what a charmer," Elly said with a coquettish smile, finishing her drink.
"Although…," Adrien added, leaning closer, "there’s a girl I don’t think I could take my eyes off."
"Oh, really?" she replied playfully, leaning toward him. "Is she that pretty?"
"She’s perfect," he murmured. "Very feminine… very precious."
Their gazes met. There was no hurry. Just a delicious tension that slowly built up, until their lips brushed. The kiss was slow, restrained, laden with promises. Elly was used to the overflowing passion of the institute, but Adrien took his time, savoring it, letting the heat grow centimeter by centimeter, his hands resting gently on her waist.
When they separated, both were breathing a little faster. Elly felt her cheeks burning, her cage tightening deliciously, and she knew that night she had not only passed a test.
She had discovered how much she wanted to be desired… and how much she desired that man.
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CHAPTER 25 The Suspended Night

The elevator rose slowly, far too slowly for the state they were in.
Elly laughed between soft kisses, holding on to Adrien’s neck while he kept her pressed against the mirrored wall. Their reflections multiplied: her flushed, lips glossy; him with that crooked smile she had already learned to recognize as dangerous.
"Do they usually give you days off?" Adrien asked between kisses, brushing her cheek. "I hope they don’t scold you for sneaking away with me."
"It’s a special occasion," she replied, closing her eyes when his lips moved down to her neck. "Besides… the scolding is worth it."
A soft moan escaped her without permission, and Adrien laughed, delighted.
"You’re so perfect," he murmured before lifting her easily into his arms.
The elevator stopped suddenly. The doors opened and Elly, no longer worrying about anything, slipped off her heels and took them in her hand. Adrien grabbed her hand and they both ran down the hallway, laughing silently, like mischievous teenagers in a hotel far too elegant for that kind of joy.
The room opened before them with dim, welcoming light. Elly went in first and sat on the bed, crossing her legs with natural coquetry, watching Adrien as he poured two drinks.
He handed her a glass.
"For you."
She took it with a soft smile. Adrien raised his own.
"A toast," he said. "To the institute… that made this meeting possible."
Elly couldn’t answer. Her cheeks were burning. She lowered her gaze, smiling, and simply nodded before taking a small sip.
Music began to play, something slow, enveloping. Adrien stepped closer and kissed her again, this time more calmly, as if they had no hurry at all. From time to time he said something that made her laugh, a light comment, an amusing observation.
Time began to lose its shape.
At one point, Elly was already lying back on the bed, staring at the ceiling, breathing deeply, with a smile that wouldn’t leave her.
"What is it?" Adrien asked, leaning over her.
"Nothing," she replied, bringing her hands to her face and massaging her cheeks. "I think they hurt… It’s been so long since I’ve smiled this much. And that’s saying something, since we practice smiles at the institute."
Adrien laughed and kissed her tenderly.
"You flatter me, doll. It’s nice that you’re happy with me. I’m having an incredible time too."
The kisses grew more intense, deeper, but never rough. Adrien kissed her as if he had all the time in the world, savoring her lips with a torturous slowness that made Elly melt little by little. His hands explored her with curiosity and admiration, sliding along the curve of her waist, rising to her breasts to brush her hardened nipples through the lace, making her arch her back with a sharp, coquettish little moan.
"Oh…", Elly whispered against his mouth, feeling a new, sweet heat spread through her body. At the institute she was used to a more urgent, more trained passion, but this… this was different. Adrien made her feel cherished, truly desired, as if every caress were a compliment whispered directly to her femininity.
The world narrowed to sensations: the soft brush of the sheets against her skin, the distant music like a shared pulse, breaths mingling in warm sighs.
Adrien guided her gently onto the bed, removing her dress with patient hands, kissing every inch of skin left exposed. Elly remained in lingerie, the bra lifting her sensitive breasts, the thong barely covering her pink chastity cage, and she felt exposed in the most delicious way. He looked at her with eyes darkened by desire, murmuring, "You’re beautiful… so soft, so perfect."
Elly blushed to the tips of her ears, but her body responded on its own. She knelt in front of him on the bed, knees together and back arched in that coquettish curve they had practiced so much. Her fingers trembled just a little as she unbuttoned his pants, freeing his hardened member. She looked up at him with big, playful eyes, biting her lower lip.

Elly leaned down slowly, taking the tip first with a soft kiss, then wrapping it with warm, wet lips. Her tongue danced, sucking with a slow, teasing rhythm, letting out feminine little moans that vibrated against him. Every movement was a playful caress, lips tightening just enough, small hands stroking what her mouth could not reach. Adrien sighed deeply, closing his eyes, his fingers massaging her scalp as a reward.
Elly was surprised by how much she enjoyed this with him: it was not just learned technique, it was real desire. She felt her cage tightening deliciously, her entrance throbbing with anticipation, wet and eager.
When Adrien could take no more, he lifted her easily and placed her on her back on the rumpled sheets. Elly opened her legs with provocative naturalness, knees bent, thong still in place.
"Please…", Elly begged, biting her lip coquettishly. "Make me yours..."
Adrien smiled, pulling the thong slightly aside without removing it. But before penetrating her, he took Elly’s legs with firm hands and lifted them gently, placing them over his shoulders. The position opened her completely, her ass raised, her entrance exposed and glistening with lubricant, the thong pushed aside leaving everything in view.
Elly let out a surprised, delicious little moan when she felt how the position made her feel even more vulnerable, more offered. "Oh… like this…", she whispered, her hands gripping the sheets.
Adrien positioned himself between her raised legs, the tip of his member brushing her entrance. He entered slowly, centimeter by centimeter, with that overwhelming fullness that made her feel complete, desired, truly a woman. A long, coquettish moan escaped her lips when he was fully inside, their hips pressed together, her legs over his shoulders allowing exquisite depth.
They began to move together: he thrusting with a deep, controlled rhythm, she responding with circles of her hips, squeezing him with trained muscles now guided by pure pleasure. Every brush against her prostate sent sparks of ecstasy through her entire body, making her cage drip and her moans grow louder, more desperate.
"Yes… like that… deeper", she begged, digging her nails into his arms, arching to receive him better. Adrien gradually sped up, his hands holding her raised thighs, admiring how her body surrendered completely, how her breasts bounced softly, how her face twisted in authentic pleasure.
The climax came like a warm, devastating wave. Elly tensed first, screaming his name in a broken, feminine voice as anal pleasure tore through her completely, making her body tremble in delicious spasms, her cage throbbing without release but with deep joy. Adrien followed seconds later, spilling inside her with a low growl, filling her with heat that made her sigh in absolute satisfaction.
They stayed like that for a while, him still inside, slowly lowering her legs to hold her against his chest. Slow kisses, gentle caresses, shared low laughter. Elly curled up in his arms, her body tired but radiant, her entrance still throbbing with echoes of pleasure, lubricant and his essence mixing in an intimate, mischievous sensation.
Afterward, time simply… passed, in whispers, caresses, and silent promises, until sleep wrapped them together.
When Elly opened her eyes again, they were tangled in the sheets, laughing softly, exchanging lazy kisses. She looked at the clock and sat up abruptly.
"What time is it…?"
"Past four", Adrien replied, amused. "Time flies when you’re having fun."
Elly shook her head in disbelief and kissed him again.
"I’m having an almost magical time."
Adrien watched her silently for a few seconds, as if weighing his words.
"Hey… this might sound a little crazy", he finally said. "Wouldn’t you like to stay?"
"What are you talking about?" she asked, confused.
"Here. With me. Can’t they give you a few more days at the institute? I’ll say I need more evaluation."
Elly looked at him, caught between desire and reality.
"I doubt that’s possible. Besides… I graduate in a week."
"All the more reason", he insisted. "They could move up your graduation. Spend a vacation with me. Your aunt and your cousins can wait."
"Adrien…", she said honestly. "I’d love to. But they might scold me."
"Then we have to do it", he replied with a determined smile. "If you’re with me, I won’t let anything happen to you."
"I don’t think it works like that."
"If necessary… I’ll make you my wife."
She lowered her gaze, nervous.
"Don’t joke."
"All right", he laughed. "Not that fast. But maybe one day. Elly… I really like you."
She did not answer with words. She kissed him.
A little later, Elly curled up against his chest. The noise of the world faded away. She closed her eyes with a new, warm, dangerous sensation.
For the first time in a long while, she slept without dreaming.
And without knowing it yet, that night was going to become the most complicated memory of all.
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CHAPTER 26 The Morning After

Elly woke up slowly, as if she feared that opening her eyes might break something.
For a few seconds she did not know where she was. The ceiling was not hers, nor did the light come in the same way. Her body felt pleasantly heavy, warm, and when she moved just a little, the memory fell over her all at once.
Adrien.
The night.
The laughter.
Time suspended.

She turned her head and saw him a few meters away, with his back to her, finishing getting dressed while speaking softly on the phone. She did not try to pretend she was asleep; she stayed watching him, with an involuntary smile.

"I understand," Adrien was saying with a sigh. "Yes, I already understood that it can’t be done."

There was a pause. Elly could not quite hear the reply.

"I won’t do anything foolish."

Another pause, longer.

"It wouldn’t be kidnapping… but all right, I understand. See you, Dad."

He hung up.

Adrien turned around… and his expression changed completely when he saw her awake. The hardness of the call evaporated instantly.

"You really look very beautiful."

Elly felt the heat rise to her cheeks.

"I think you heard a bit," he added, moving closer to the bed. "I won’t be able to steal you… for now."

He leaned down and kissed her softly, as if the world were still half asleep.

Elly laughed quietly.

"My father was very serious," Adrien continued, sitting beside her. "He wants me to return as soon as possible. I was hoping at least to be able to go out to breakfast with you, but I have to go."

"Don’t worry," she replied, sincerely. "I understand."

"I’ll see you soon," he said with a confidence that did not sound empty. "I promise. Can I have your number?"

Elly shook her head with a small, apologetic grimace.

"I don’t have a phone. Institute rules."

Adrien clicked his tongue, amused.

"Then I’ll come looking for you. You won’t get rid of me that easily."

They kissed again, with more intensity. Elly let out a small moan when she felt the brush of his hands, her sensitivity still awake, and Adrien smiled against her lips before pulling away.

They got dressed calmly, without haste, sharing knowing glances. Elly put her makeup back on in front of the mirror, adjusting every detail with the skill she had perfected. They went downstairs together.

Outside, the morning air was cool. Adrien headed for his convertible, but before getting in, he kissed her one last time, long, full of promise.

When Elly turned around, she saw Lys waiting for her beside another car. Her smile was calm, satisfied.

Elly walked over and got in.

"Congratulations," Lys said as she started the engine. "It shows you achieved your objective… and something more."

"He wanted to steal me," Elly replied, laughing.

"That would have been a problem," Lys replied with humor. "We still have to finish your paperwork, you little rascal."

"I know," Elly said, looking out the window. "It’s just that… for a moment I really did want him to take me."

"Soon, doll," Lys replied softly.

The road back was silent. Elly fell asleep in the seat, with a faint smile, thinking that graduation was close, that she would soon see her family… and that perhaps Adrien really would keep his promise.

The institute appeared before them once again.

And although everything seemed to return to normal, Elly could not help feeling that something had changed forever.


CHAPTER 27 The Door That Closed by Itself

Elly woke up smiling.
It was one of those mornings when the body felt light, as if the future were perfectly aligned. She got ready carefully, mentally reviewing each step of the day. Her last classes. The final paperwork. The countdown toward home.

During the main session, Lys appeared particularly solemn.

"Today we take an important step," she announced to the group. "The final update of your documents, the recording of final statements. You have been prepared for this."

She paused, letting the silence settle.

"If anyone has doubts, if you do not feel sure, this is the moment to say so. I do not want surprises. Many sissies break at this point… and I do not wish to resort to other methods."

No one spoke.

Elly did not either. She signed each document with a steady hand. She answered clearly. She looked at the camera with calm. There were no lies in her voice when she spoke of her transformation, of her present, of her future.

For the first time, she did not feel fear when remembering what she had been. Only distance.

In the afternoon, she decided to stop by the infirmary. She thought it would be one of her last conversations with Melisa, a quiet farewell, a necessary closure.

But something was wrong.

The lights were off. The computer was on. On the screen, an open file: ELLY – RECORD. On the desk, Melisa’s phone vibrated softly.

Before she could think too much, the screen lit up.

A video call.

Elly took the phone with trembling hands… and the world stopped. She did not notice that the infirmary door closed discreetly.

"Clara…? Vivienne…?"

On the other side, two familiar faces blinked, incredulous.

"Who is this?" Clara asked, with the same kind voice as always.

"Cousins… it’s me. Elly."

Both leaned closer to the camera.

"It can’t be," Vivienne whispered. "It’s true… now you’re a little girl."

Elly felt the tears rise uncontrollably.

"Yes… it’s me."

"Elliot…" Clara said, guilt in her voice.

"I don’t use that name anymore," Elly replied, wiping her face. "And please… don’t look at me like that. Not with pity. I’m happy. Really."

Vivienne frowned, watching her.

"That institute really changed you."

"Yes," Elly nodded. "But for the better. In a few days I’m coming back. We can… start over. Be friends."

"Are you serious?" Vivienne asked.

"I’m so sorry," Elly said, her voice breaking. "I don’t remember everything, but I know I wasn’t good. I was never as smart as you… but I want to do it right."

Clara brought a hand to her mouth, crying.

"It would be… nice."

"You look very pretty," Vivienne added, with a shy smile.

Elly smiled through her tears.

And then, the screen went dark.

An alarm began to sound.

Before she could react, the door was forced open with a sharp bang. Institute staff burst in, fast, coordinated. Elly instinctively raised her hands.

"Wait! I didn’t…"

She was grabbed by both arms.

In front of her appeared Myra, motionless, with a gaze of steel.

"Well, well. What do we have here?"

"I didn’t close the door," Elly babbled. "I just came to look for Melisa…"

An agent handed the phone and the computer to Myra.

"Communication with the outside."

"No!" Elly shouted. "The phone was already calling. They were my cousins. I graduate in a few days, I wasn’t escaping."

"You know it’s forbidden," Myra replied without emotion.

Another agent appeared with a suitcase.

Inside: men’s clothing. Melisa’s access card.

"That isn’t mine," Elly cried.

Lys entered then. She looked at the scene, the disorder, the objects.

"Was this your favorite?" Myra asked with contempt. "She planned an escape and now denies it."

"Elly…" Lys murmured, with something like sadness.

"Please," Elly begged. "I don’t understand what’s happening."

"Enough," Myra pronounced. "I’ve seen enough. She abused our trust. After what happened with the Vallencourts, we let our guard down. The boy even requested her direct guardianship, she was trying to escape after seducing the young man, the little slut."

"It’s not true," Elly sobbed.

"Take her away."

"No," Elly screamed. "Please. Anything but that."

Myra did not respond.


FINAL CHAPTER Level Zero

Elly breathed slowly, or at least she tried to.
The fabric of the blindfold was soft, too soft, like everything in the institute. Her wrists were together in front of her, secured with professional delicacy, not brutality. That detail terrified her more than any blow could have. There, nothing was violent. Everything was proper. Perfect.
The silence was broken only by the distant murmur of ventilation systems and by her own heart, beating as if it wanted to escape before she did.

"I was so close," she thought.

Just a few days. She had been counting the hours to return home, to see her Aunt Marianne, to prove that she had changed. That now she was Elly. That everything had been worth it.

Adrien.

The memory tightened her chest. Maybe she should have listened to him. Maybe she should have accepted that strange impulse to run away, to disappear for a few days, to live something different.

Maybe.

Now she could only wait.

In another room, much more brightly lit, Myra paced back and forth with firm steps. Her face, always impeccable, showed a dangerous crack: contained fury.

"This is unacceptable," she said without raising her voice. "A failure at this stage is a scandal."

Lys remained seated, her legs crossed elegantly. Her expression was calm, almost sad.

"I will punish everyone involved," Myra continued. "Seraphine, for recommending a premature advancement. The nurse, for negligence. The staff on duty. And you."

She stopped in front of Lys.

"Aren’t you going to defend yourself?"

Lys inhaled calmly.

"I am certain that Elly did not plan any of this."

Myra let out a short, humorless laugh.

"Are you telling me she is incapable?"

"I am saying," Lys replied softly, "that she was never especially skilled at complex planning. Before entering here, she wasn’t either. If we investigate honestly, we will see that she did not act alone."

Myra watched her closely.

"And what if we do not want to investigate?"

Lys raised her gaze, meeting hers.

"Elly’s aunt manages a significant inheritance. Her company is one of our financial pillars. Until now, Elly has been protected by specific agreements. But if evidence of a serious violation of the rules is presented to her… her guardian could authorize a different treatment."

Myra narrowed her eyes.

"You are proposing something dangerous."

"I am proposing not wasting a jewel."

There was a tense silence.

"She is the best candidate we have had in years," Lys continued. "Intelligent within her limits, charismatic, adaptable, beloved. She could become a symbol. Something far more profitable than an ordinary graduate."

"Permanent feminization?" Myra asked. "Kessler would be delighted."

"No," Lys replied quickly. "That would destroy what makes her special. We do not want an empty doll."

Then she smiled, slowly.

"I want to send her to Level Zero."

Myra raised an eyebrow.

"You want her to be the most sissy sissy we have ever created?"

"I want her to be perfect… and aware of being so."

Myra considered it for a few seconds.

"Prepare the transfer. I will speak with her aunt."

Back in the dark room, Elly was sobbing silently when she felt footsteps approaching. The blindfold was removed carefully.
The light made her blink.

"Lys…"

Her voice trembled with relief.

"Thank you. I didn’t do anything. I swear. I’m innocent."

Lys looked at her with an expression that seemed like compassion… or something very similar.

"I know, doll."

Elly cried harder.

"Then… will you help me?"

Lys slowly shook her head.

"I’m sorry. I can’t."

Elly squeezed her eyes shut. Something broke inside her. An ancient, forgotten spark. Anger. Confusion. The distant echo of someone who no longer existed.

"Then do it!" she screamed, her voice breaking. "Erase me! Turn me into whatever you want!"

The silence was absolute.

Lys leaned in, her voice barely a whisper.

"No, Elly. I don’t want to break you."

The young woman opened her eyes, trembling.

"I want you to be happy. But not out of obligation."

Lys smiled.

"By choice."

Elly felt a shiver run down her spine.

"And I’m going to make sure," Lys added with unsettling sweetness, "that you can never say you didn’t like it."

A camera flash.
Another record.

The blindfold covered her face again, along with a soft gag, almost gentle.

"You’re going to love Level Zero," Lys said as she walked away. "I hope to see your progress soon."

Elly was led through corridors she did not recognize, to a door that closed behind her with a clean, final sound.

The institute continued functioning perfectly.


AFTERWORD

They say that silence is the last luxury a lady learns.
Elly discovered this over time.

It was not immediate. It was not docile. It was not easy. But it was… inevitable.

At first, every breath was a conscious act. Every step, a choice. Every smile, a small challenge to the memory of who she had been. Yet the world stopped asking her for explanations.
Her reflection no longer surprised her. She looked at it with an almost intimate familiarity, as if she had always been this way: the exact curve of her lips, the serenity in her neck, the way her body seemed to respond even before she thought to move. Elly did not wonder when the change happened. She simply accepted that now, when she smiled, the world smiled back.

Sometimes, on the quietest nights, an idea crossed her mind like a dangerous caress: what if I always wanted this?

Not as punishment. Not as escape. But as rest.

The Institute was still there, imposing, silent, proud. But Elly no longer saw it as a cage. It was a threshold. A place where she had stopped resisting the warmth she carried inside, that slow, constant, delicious warmth.

And if she ever doubted, if she ever trembled, if she ever cried… no one remembers it, not even her.

Because when Elly walked, she did so with grace.
When she spoke, her voice was sweet.
And when someone looked at her, they understood without words that there are things that do not break…

they only transform into something irresistibly beautiful.

And Elly, now she knew it, had been born for that.


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]

[image: ]

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

[BECOME HER DOLL HERE]
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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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