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Chapter 1 : Trapped

	 

	Nico sat nude on the edge of his bed, phone trembling in his hands. Twenty-two and completely under the spell of his online mistress, he stared at the last message on Twitter.

	"Be a good girl and take off your clothes and send me a mirror picture making the peace sign. I wanna see that cute little cage between your legs now that they're all smooth. No excuses, Nina."

	The name itself still jolted him. Nina. He told himself he hated it, that it wasn't him, but the excitement he felt every time she typed it told a different truth. He had started talking to Julie a couple of months ago and had grown to be desperate for her attention and approval. It had all been online at first, casual talk getting to know each other with a bit of Julie's dominance and teasing sprinkled in. A few weeks later, she had escalated her teasing, calling him names like bitch, girly boy, and sissy, and giving him embarrassing tasks to do, which he mostly ignored but told her he was doing for the sake of the fantasy and roleplay he was steadily growing to love.

	All of that had changed this week, though. Julie sent him a link to a chastity cage, small and pink, and ordered him to buy it and send her a picture of him wearing it. A part of him knew that actually doing the stuff she said in real life was different, crossing a boundary he had never intended to cross, but despite his better judgment, he ordered the cage. Nico had gotten it in the mail a few days ago, and after slipping it on and locking it, he nervously sent her the picture she had asked for.

	"Oh my God! It's so tiny and cute, it's perfect for you, sissy. No more Nico, your name is Nina now."

	Ever since then, she had called him Nina, and despite his embarrassment, he felt a tingle of excitement every time she called him that. He definitely felt shame at being called by his new feminine name, but also giddy at how excited and happy it seemed to make Julie.

	Last night, she had stepped it up again and sent a video message instructing him to shave his entire body. He could hear her voice in his head, that sweet, teasing lilt she used, her blonde hair framing a face he'd never stand a chance with in real life.

	The kind of girl who could make him do whatever she wanted.

	He wiped his palms on the blanket, staring down at the pink plastic locked around him. The cage gleamed faintly under the light, ridiculous and humiliating. His heart beat faster. She'll be super excited to see me like this. She'll be so happy I did it

	for her. I bet she'll smile when she opens it. Maybe she'll laugh. The thought of her laughing at him sparked a familiar tingle within his cage.

	Julie, miles away, already knew he would send it. There was a calm in her patience, a kind of certainty. She had hooked him from the first week, weaving him tighter into her little rituals: calling her mistress, obeying her commands, using women's deodorant, wearing the chastity cage, and now shaving his legs and what little hair he had on his body. To her, this was just the next step, another brick in the wall she was building around him.

	He lifted the phone, hesitated, then stood and posed in front of the mirror. Peace sign up, as ordered. His face was cropped out, but he felt more exposed than ever. His chest smooth, his thighs bare, his pink cage unmistakably small. He swallowed, cheeks burning as he hit send.

	For a few seconds, there was only silence. His mind whirled with dread and anticipation. Then his phone buzzed, and he rushed to answer it.

	Three days later, Nico's phone buzzed with a new DM from Julie.

	"Open this," it said. No emojis, no teasing nickname. Just a link and an order.

	He hesitated, thumb hovering above it. The air felt thicker in his room. He wondered to himself what it could be. His pulse jumped as he tapped on the link.

	The screen went black for a moment, then lines of code flickered. A download progress bar appeared without asking permission. "What the hell," he muttered, stabbing at the cancel icon. It didn't work. Neither did swiping out of the app, shutting off the screen, or holding down the power button. The phone hummed in his hand like a live wire.

	Another buzz. A text.

	"Hello, Nico DeAngelo."

	His stomach dropped so fast he thought he might vomit. Seeing his real name there was like a bucket of ice water. His mind spun. How does she know my name? Did she hack me? He tried to think of what to write, but his fingers wouldn't move.

	A second message arrived before he could type.

	"The link you opened gave me remote access to your phone. I have your contacts, your social media, and your passwords. If you don't want everyone you know seeing the pictures you sent me, and all our messages, you're going to do exactly what I say."

	Nico stared at the screen, his breath shallow. His whole body was clammy. She's bluffing. She has to be bluffing. But some part of him knew she wasn't. He imagined his mother opening her email to see him in that pink cage, his friends scrolling through his messages with Mistress Julie. His chest tightened.

	Another buzz.

	"Come on, Nina. It'll be fun. I'm making your fantasies come true. Besides, it's not like you have a choice now."

	He swallowed hard, the sour taste of panic in his throat. He wanted to throw the phone, delete everything, and tell himself this was just some nightmare. But the cage between his legs was real, the photos were real, the messages were real, and Julie's calm words felt like a trap snapping shut.

	His thumbs moved on their own, shaky and small. "Yes, Mistress," he typed, sending it as tears welled up in his eyes.

	Julie's reply arrived almost instantly, a soft digital chime that made Nico flinch.

	"Good girl. Now make sure you clear your schedule for tomorrow. Not that you have a social life or do anything on Saturdays, but I have plans for you all day."

	His thumbs hovered, trembling. Plans? All day? What the hell does that mean? His chest tightened with a mix of fear and the same strange pull that had kept him answering her for months. I should block her. I should smash the phone. But she'll ruin me if I don't obey.

	"Yes, Mistress," he typed back, his stomach turning.

	"Good girl," came the next message. "Now check your home screen. I downloaded an app called FemVoice. It'll help you learn to talk in a feminine voice. I want you to practice all night. And I'll know if you don't. I have access to your speaker, your camera, and to the app's data...lf your voice isn't convincingly girly by tonight, I promise tomorrow will be much worse."

	Nico swallowed. The cage between his legs felt heavier, his skin clammy. He typed the only thing he could.

	"Yes, Mistress."

	Another buzz, warmer this time, "And try to have fun with it, Nina, you know you like being a sissy. Otherwise, you wouldn't be wearing that cage or shaving your legs. I'm doing you a favor, girly boy."

	His thumb fumbled for the new icon on his home screen. The app opened to a pastel splash page with a bubbly logo and a chirpy voice: "Welcome to FemVoice!" It walked him through breath support, pitch sliding, and softening consonants. He followed along mechanically, his pulse hammering in his ears as he did the vocal warm-up exercises for half an hour. His voice had never really been deep, so he found that getting his voice to a more feminine pitch was not all that difficult.

	Then a notification popped up inside the app: "Custom phrases from Mistress Julie."

	One after another, they scrolled across his screen:

	"Hi! I'm Nina, nice to meet you!"

	"Oh my gosh, you're so strong!"

	"That dress is so cute!"

	"I'm a pretty little princess!"

	His throat tightened as he read them aloud. At first, he sounded awkward, highpitched but not quite natural. The app corrected him, overlaying a sample voice, showing his pitch in real time. He practiced again and again, trying to hit the lilting intonations, the exaggerated pitch-raise at the end of each line. He found himself sounding girlier and girlier the more he slipped into the role, forcing himself to smile and gesture with each phrase.

	"I'm a pretty little princess!"

	"l love your dress!"

	"Hi! What's your name? I'm Nina!"

	He blushed, keenly aware that Julie was listening to and probably watching him, laughing at how pathetic he was. The thought brought a strange mix of deep shame and excitement.

	Hours blurred. His jaw ached. His voice cracked. But the app kept prompting, and he wanted to get it right, he wanted Julie to see he was trying. He didn't want her to make tomorrow any worse for him, but despite everything she was putting him through, he also still wanted to please her.

	At 1:17 a.m., his phone buzzed again.

	"Good job. You're sounding more like a bitch already. Get some sleep, Nina. Tomorrow's gonna be a long day."

	His eyes burned as he typed, "Yes, Mistress" for what felt like the hundredth time, set the phone down, and stared at the ceiling. Sleep wouldn't come easily; his mind was a storm of dread and anticipation.

	Nico woke to an alarm tone he didn't remember setting. It was ten o'clock. His head throbbed; his phone pulsed with a new text message.

	"Morning, sissy. Hope you got enough practice with your new voice yesterday; today, you'll be using it a lot. Your first task of the day is simple. Go to the pharmacy and get everything on this list. Text me when you get there so I know when to listen:

	- Soft Petals Moisture Cream 

	- Sugar Kiss Exfoliating Scrub

	- Sugar Kiss Body Wash

	- Floral Mist Shampoo"

	He stared at the message, a small flicker of relief running under the anxiety. At least it wasn't something too bad. But his stomach was still knotted. Fuck. She's going to be listening. I have to use that voice.

	He typed "Yes, Mistress" with shaky thumbs, dressed quickly, and drove to the store. The parking lot was half-empty; his reflection in the glass doors looked pale, younger than his twenty-two years. He texted: "Here."

	Inside, the bright aisles smelled of soap and disinfectant. He moved fast, scanning labels, putting bottles into a basket one by one. Soft Petals Moisture Cream. Sugar Kiss Exfoliant and Sugar Kiss Body Wash. Finally, Floral Mist Shampoo. His heart still beat quickly, but with each product he dropped in, the panic ebbed. Nobody was looking at him. Nobody noticed.

	When he reached the register, a boy a few years younger than him stood behind the counter. Nico's throat went dry. He forced the higher, lighter tone he had practiced the night before. "Hi," he said.

	The cashier glanced at him, a flicker of puzzlement crossing his face, then just nodded and began scanning the items. No comment, no questions, just the beeps of the register. Nico exhaled, handed over his card, and when it was done, murmured

	"Thank you" in the same voice. He grabbed the bag and left.

	Outside, his hands were trembling, a hot blush creeping up his neck. But as he shut the car door behind him, he felt the first real breath of relief. It hadn't been as bad as he'd feared. No one had laughed. No one had called him out. The guy probably just thought he was gay or something.

	Yet as he glanced down at his phone on the passenger seat, waiting for the next message, the knot in his stomach tightened again. Whatever she had planned next, he knew this was only the beginning.

	Nico's phone buzzed before he even left the parking lot.

	"Good girl, Nina. That cashier definitely knew you were a sissy. You must be so embarrassed! Now go home. Take a shower. Use your new body wash and shampoo, then exfoliate. Since you shaved last night, there shouldn't be any hair on your body, but clean up anything that you missed. When you get out, moisturize and put on the feminine deodorant you bought a few weeks ago. Text me when you're ready, and be sure to tell me just how much you love your new stuff!"

	His cheeks burned as he read it. A part of him wondered if she would actually know if he disobeyed her. He decided it wasn't worth the risk and that his best bet now was to do everything she said and hope for the best.

	At home, Nico went straight to the bathroom, closing the door as though that could keep the world out. He stripped and caught sight of himself in the mirror, the pink plastic cage between his legs, the smooth skin that made his body look all too feminine. Shame flooded him as he looked away and stepped into the shower.

	He turned on the water and reached for the Sugar Kiss. The creamy pink body wash slipped through his fingers, and a strawberry vanilla type smell rose with the steam. It was candy-sweet, and it left his skin feeling unnervingly soft and smelling like a teen girl. He was mortified, yet he found himself running a palm over his hairless, softened forearm just to feel the difference.

	The shampoo came next. It foamed quickly, the scent less obvious than the body wash but still pointedly floral. When he rinsed off, the girly scents still clung to him, emanating from his hair and his body like a signal of his emasculation.

	Then the Sugar Kiss exfoliator. As he spread it over his body, he noticed tiny specs of glitter catching the light. He panicked, scrubbing faster and faster, hoping it would rinse away, but his skin shimmered faintly under the water, now softer, sparklier, and more feminine than ever. He exhaled in relief when he realized clothes would hide most of it.

	Finally, he shaved, though there was hardly anything left to shave. The pink women's razor she'd told him to buy two nights ago glided over his calves and thighs. Quick, smooth strokes. No hair left.

	Out of the shower, he patted himself dry and reached for the moisturizer. It sank into his skin easily, leaving him feeling even softer, more alien. He rubbed it into his arms, his chest, and his legs, embarrassed at how soft his skin felt. Like a girl's, delicate and feminine. He tried not to think about it.

	Dressed again, he sat on the edge of his bed with the phone. He thought about what to write, then typed slowly:

	"I'm done, Mistress Julie. I really love all the new products I bought today. They smell so pretty and make my skin really soft and shiny." He winced as he hit send, unnerved by how much she had emasculated him in just one hour.

	Her reply came with a string of laughing emojis.

	"Oh, Nina, that's adorable. Take off your clothes and send me a picture, sissy. I want to see."

	She followed up with another message before he even began to undress. "And make sure you get your face in this one, it's not like I can't see you through the camera,"

	His stomach flipped. He stared at the screen, then at his clothes. Slowly, reluctantly, he undressed again and held the phone up. He snapped a quick shot and hit send before he could stop to think.

	A moment later: heart-eye emojis.

	"You're so cute. I'm proud of you, Nina."

	Heat rushed to his face. Embarrassment and excitement twisted together in his chest. She called me cute. She said she was proud of me. He sat there blushing, phone still warm in his hand, trying to decide if he was more happy or ashamed.

	"Thank you Miss Julie," he replied.

	Nico stared at the heart-eyes message still glowing on his screen. For a brief, dizzy moment, he almost forgot what she was putting him through. Almost. Then another notification appeared.

	Her reply cut straight through the bliss of the moment:

	"The day's not over yet, princess. You're going to the mall. Tell me when you get there."

	The words hit like a punch. Whatever small warmth her praise had given him evaporated. His stomach knotted again. He typed "Yes, Mistress Julie," started the car, and drove. The radio stayed off; all he could hear was his own heartbeat.

	 

	 


Chapter 2: The Mall

	 

	The mall parking lot was crowded. He texted: "I'm here."

	Her answer came back immediately:

	"Okay, Nina. You're going to go into the big lingerie store in the middle of the mall and walk up to one of the sales girls. You're going to say hi in that sweet, bubbly voice of yours and tell her you have a date tonight with a cute guy. You want to buy pink satin panties, a matching bra, cutlets or forms to fill the bra, white stockings, and perfume. When she asks your sizes, tell her you're not sure and need a fitting."

	His throat closed. He read it twice. Panic rose from his stomach to his chest.

	"l can't," he typed with shaking thumbs.

	"You can and you will, Nina," came the reply. "This is not a request. Remember what we talked about yesterday. You wanted to be my submissive online for months; now you are for real. I own you now. Remember that. Now go or I'll send some of your pictures to your friend Mike, I'm sure he'd think you're just adorable. Maybe he'd even want to fuck you."

	He stared at the words until they blurred. Images of the photos flickered through his mind. His hands were slick on the steering wheel. Mike can't see those. No one can.

	"Yes, Mistress Julie," he finally typed. The words felt heavy.

	He climbed out of the car, every motion timid and small, and walked toward the entrance. The rush of voices and footsteps inside the mall made him hyperaware of his own body, of the faint scent of vanilla, strawberries, and flowers clinging to his skin, of the glittery sheen on his arms where his shirt failed to cover the exfoliator's tracks.

	Another message buzzed as he neared the store.

	"Oh, and remember to wear all your new stuff out, including your perfume. Remember I'm listening and will know if you don't."

	"Yes, Mistress," he answered without looking up, thumb trembling.

	Through the glass doors of the store, bright pink displays and mannequins waited. He took a breath and tried to steady the voice in his head telling him to turn and run. Every step forward felt like stepping onto a stage he hadn't agreed to walk.

	The store smelled like flowers and warm fabric. A tall brunette at the front looked up as Nico crossed the threshold.

	"Hi! I'm Tiffany. How can I help you?" she said brightly.

	His mouth went dry. He tried the higher voice he'd practiced the night before. "H— hi," he stammered. "1...1 have a date tonight...with um, with a cute guy. I need pink satin panties, a matching bra, cutlets or...or forms for the bra, white stockings, and perfume."

	Tiffany blinked once, then smiled as if this were perfectly normal. "That's so exciting. I'd love to help get you all ready for your date. He's gonna love you. Do you know your size?"

	"No," he muttered, voice high-pitched and breathy, alarmed by how female he sounded.

	"No problem," she said, already moving. "Come with me."

	She led him past rows of mannequins into the fitting area. Even though most shoppers didn't look up, Nico felt some eyes on him. His face burned. Two women chatting by the perfume display gave him quick, curious glances. His heart hammered.

	Inside a small fitting room, Tiffany unrolled a measuring tape. "Arms up for me," she said gently. He obeyed, trying not to meet her eyes. She worked quickly and professionally, chattering about how exciting first dates are, asking questions about the guy and how he met him. He gave short answers, cheeks redder with each one. That only made her more persistent. "He's gonna love you," she said. "You've got such a demure energy." Nico didn't know how to respond to that, so he didn't.

	She handed him a small stack: hot pink satin, white nylon, sheer fabric. "Here you go. Start with the panties; I'll check back in a minute."

	She stepped out. He was alone with the mirror and the soft weight of the fabric. His hands shook as he unfolded the pink, shiny satin panties, his fingers lingering on the lace trim. Sliding them on felt strange; they glided up his smooth legs, silky and soft, sending a shiver throughout his body as they settled on his waist like they were made for him. He stared at his reflection, at the tiny pink panties with almost no visible bulge, his smooth skin, the faint glitter still clinging from his exfoliator, and swallowed hard. He looked pathetic, like an emasculated sissy who didn't know the meaning of the word pride.

	A knock at the door. "You ready?" Tiffany's voice again, light, teasing.

	"Y-yes," he said softly.

	She came in smiling. "You look cute," she said, eyes sparkling. "Your date's going to eat you up. Look at that booty." Heat rose in his face. She was trying to be nice and had no idea how embarrassing this was for him. Or maybe she did, he wondered. She worked briskly, showing him how to adjust the bra, slip into the white stockings, and chatting the whole time while he stood stiffly, wishing he could disappear. When she slipped the cutlets into the bra and turned him toward the mirror, his breath caught. The reflection showed a feminine figure with small boobs, sexy little pink panties, and virginal white stockings befitting a bride on her wedding night. In the delicate lingerie, Nico's hair and face were the only obvious giveaways that he was male. He blushed, shame creeping up his cheeks as he contemplated what kind of man would let a woman do this to him. A sissy.

	"I'll be right back," Tiffany said brightly, leaving him to fidget uncomfortably, unable to meet his own gaze in the mirror. She returned with a bottle of pink perfume. "This one's Cotton Candy Mist, it's fruity but also very sweet. A lot of girls your age have been wearing it lately," she said, spraying his forearm. "Like it? "

	"Ye-yeah," he murmured.

	"Perfect." She misted his neck, wrists, and chest with a practiced hand. "There. You smell so pretty. Do you need anything else?"

	"No, thank you," he said politely.

	"Great! I had so much fun helping you today, and I hope you enjoy your date. You can bring everything up once you get changed, and I'll ring you up."

	"Actually," he stammered, remembering Julie's instructions, "Would it be possible for me to wear them out?"

	"Yes, of course," giggled Tiffany, clearly amused by how badly he seemingly wanted to wear his new lingerie. "Just come up front once you're dressed and I'll ring you up."

	"Thank you," mumbled Nico, noticing how he sounded and embarrassed by the interaction.

	He pulled his own clothes back on, hyper-aware of the feel of the lingerie beneath them, the way the bra clung to his chest and jutted out just enough beneath his Tshirt to be noticeable, the way his nylon stockings brushed against his pants with every step, and most of all the soft feel of his silky panties snug against his crotch.

	Leaving the fitting room, he caught another couple of curious glances and felt his pulse jump.

	At the register, Tiffany bagged his receipt with a cheerful smile. "Have a good one, sweetie. I hope you enjoy your date!" she called, just loud enough for a few heads to turn.

	Nico mumbled "thank you" and hurried out into the mall, his heart pounding, the scent of perfume and the soft pressure of the bra a constant reminder of what had just happened.

	As soon as he stepped back into the mall corridor carrying the shopping bag filled with his boxers and new perfume, his phone buzzed. A row of laughing emojis filled the screen, then another message popped up:

	"Good girl, Nina. I hope you like your new underwear. It's much more fitting for a little sissy like you. It seems like Tiffany thought so too."

	Heat rose in Nico's face. He shifted the shopping bag between his hands, the soft fabric under his clothes a constant reminder of his emasculation. Every brush of the lingerie against his skin made him more aware of himself, more embarrassed.

	Another buzz:

	"Ok, Nina. Now you're gonna walk over to the mall's salon. I booked an appointment for Nina in 10 minutes, so you'd better hustle, girly. Have fun!"

	He stopped in the middle of the walkway, thumb hovering above his phone. Say no. Walk out. Just leave. But the memory of Julie's earlier threats, the photos, her access to all his contacts, shut that thought down as quickly as it appeared. He swallowed, glancing at the store signs ahead.

	I'm in too deep, he thought. If I fight back, she'll ruin me.

	Without replying, he adjusted his shirt and began walking quickly down the concourse toward the glowing sign of the salon, every step a reminder of the clothes he was wearing under his jeans and the scent of perfume rising off his skin.

	The mall's salon was tucked between a jewelry kiosk and a smoothie bar, lit in soft pinks and silvers. Nico stared at it for a moment, still reeling from Julie's last message. He typed with shaking fingers.

	"I'm here, Mistress Julie."

	Her response came instantly.

	"Go inside and enjoy your appointment, Nina. Be polite, use your soft voice, and be a good little girl. I'm listening."

	He swallowed hard and stepped inside.

	The smell of polish and hand lotion hit him immediately. The place was busy, bright, buzzing, and lined with mirrors. A receptionist looked up from behind a counter and smiled.

	"Hi! Can I help you?" she asked.

	He hesitated for only a second. "Hi, I have an appointment for... Nina," he said in the voice Julie had made him drill the night before.

	The receptionist looked him over, eyes pausing briefly at his chest, where the faint outline of the bra curved his shirt, and her smile widened slightly.

	"Of course. Your friend Julie called ahead. She told me all about you." She picked up a clipboard and gestured. "Right this way, miss."

	He followed, heart pounding, beet-red from being called miss in public.

	She led him to a chair near the center of the room. "Enjoy your mani-pedi," she said lightly, already turning back to the front.

	"Thank you," he murmured, sitting stiffly.

	A technician approached moments later with a tray of tools and a shallow tub.

	"Shoes off, please," she said, kneeling beside the chair.

	Nico obeyed quickly, but the moment he peeled off his sneakers, his lacey white stockings caught the technician's eye.

	She laughed. "You'll have to take those off, too, sweetie. I won't be able to do your toes with those on." She gestured toward the hallway. "You can use the restroom if you want some privacy."

	A few women nearby glanced up at the exchange and gave amused looks. Nothing too obvious, but it was enough to make his ears burn. "Okay, thank you," he said quietly, grabbing the bag and hurrying off.

	Inside the restroom, he leaned over the sink for a moment, breathing heavily. He could feel the heat rising in his face. He stripped off his pants, took off the stockings carefully, folded them neatly, and tucked them beside the perfume in his bag.

	His reflection in the mirror looked pale and panicked.

	Just get through it, he told himself.

	Back in the chair, the technician smiled as he sat. "All set?"

	"Yes, thank you," he mumbled.

	Warm water swirled around his feet as she began the pedicure, filing, scrubbing, trimming. A second technician joined them to work on his hands, gluing acrylics over his natural nails. They moved smoothly, expertly, chatting in a language he didn't understand.

	They giggled now and then, stealing glances at him that made his chest tighten. One whispered something to the other and covered her mouth, laughing softly. He kept his eyes locked on the floor, cheeks burning. They were clearly mocking him, and there was nothing he could do about it. They definitely knew he was a sissy.

	The first coat of deep red polish went on. It gleamed super bright as it dried. The pedicure matched, bold crimson on his toes. They shaped his elongated fingernails into feminine ovals before brushing on another glossy top coat. He noticed the older woman to his left stealing glances at him, but tried to ignore her.

	"You have nice hands," one of them giggled. "Very ladylike."

	"Thank you," he mumbled, coy and girlish, wishing he could be anywhere else right now.

	When they finished, both technicians guided him toward the drying station. "Give it ten to fifteen minutes," one said. "Don't move your hands too much."

	He sat beneath the small dryers, trying to focus on anything other than the situation he was in. But the mirror across the room showed him everything: bright red toenails on display for the whole salon, feminized hands under the UV lamps. The red color caught the light sharply, almost glowing. They didn't look like his hands anymore.

	His phone buzzed in his pocket, but he couldn't check it with wet nails. He sat frozen, hoping no one else in the salon was watching him. But he could feel it, that creeping sense of being observed. They had heard the conversation about his stockings. Now he sat there with his new mani-pedi on display for a room full of women to see, many of whom were very obviously intrigued by the girly boy amongst them.

	When the dryer beeped, one technician returned. "All done!" she said. "You can go put your stockings back on now, sweetie. That red will look beautiful underneath them."

	He thanked her and returned to the restroom, fumbling awkwardly with the lace as he tried to pull the stockings up without running them. The new nails made everything so much harder. He winced as he grasped the stockings delicately, adjusting to his newly feminized nails.

	When he came back to pay, the receptionist looked up with a teasing smile. "Everything go okay in there? Having a little trouble with those new nails?"

	A few women sitting nearby chuckled quietly.

	He blushed again. "A little."

	She handed him the receipt. "You'll get used to them. Have a fun night, Nina."

	The way she said it made his skin crawl. He nodded, mumbled a thank-you, and turned quickly toward the exit.

	Back in the mall corridor, he shoved one hand into his pocket, but there was no hiding the other, not while he held the shopping bag with his perfume and boxers. The bright light of the corridor made the red tips shine even more. There was no hiding them.

	His phone buzzed. Julie.

	"Send me a picture of your new nails."

	He paused, lifted the phone, splayed his fingers, and snapped a shot.

	Her reply came seconds later:

	"Oh my God, your hands look like a girl's. I can't believe you actually did it. You're such a little pussy."

	His heart dropped, but then came the second message.

	"But you're a good little pussy. It makes me so wet knowing how far my bitch will go to obey me."

	Heat rose to his cheeks again, twisting together shame, pride, and arousal. He pulsed in his cage. I make her wet.

	Another ping.

	"Now send me a picture of your pedicure; you can keep your stockings on."

	He ducked into a quiet corner, pulled off his shoes just long enough to get the photo, and sent it. "Here you go, Mistress. I hope you like them."

	Julie responded:

	"So sexy. Do you like them? I didn't even get a thank you for setting the appointment."

	Nico typed: "Yes, Mistress Julie. I love them. They're so pretty. Thank you so much for setting the appointment." He cringed as he hit send, but her hold on him went beyond the blackmail. He was addicted to her praise...and to humiliating himself for her.

	"You're welcome, sissy. Now on to the next stop. There's a boutique across the mall called Little Miss. Text me when you're there."

	Nico stared at the screen, heart still hammering, and started walking.

	Nico stood outside the boutique, staring at the pastel letters that spelled out

	Little Miss above the glass doors. It looked exactly like what it was: a store for girly, youthful clothes, the kind of store he would've walked past without a second glance a few months ago.

	"I'm here."

	Her reply came fast:

	"Great. You're doing so well. I'm proud of you."

	For a second, his chest fluttered. Then the next message came:

	"Now go inside and tell them you're picking up an order for Nina."

	He hesitated, then replied, "Yes, Mistress."

	He opened the door and stepped in. The boutique was even more overwhelming inside, racks of ruffled skirts, pastel crop tops, heart-shaped purses, rows of accessories lined up like candy. A woman in her twenties stood behind the counter, scrolling on her tablet. She looked up and smiled.

	Nico approached, trying to keep his polished hands low at his sides, but the red flashed anyway under the overhead light.

	"Hi," he said in his higher voice. "I'm picking up an order for Nina." The name was becoming strangely natural for him.

	She tapped her screen and nodded, walking into the back. She returned with a small pink bag tied with ribbon. As she placed it on the counter, her eyes dropped

	to his hands, lingering for a moment on the glossy red nails. Then she looked up again, smiling knowingly now.

	"l hope you enjoy your new purchases, Nina."

	His stomach flipped. "Th—thank you," he said quietly, taking the bag and walking out quickly, head down.

	Outside, he texted Julie. "l picked it up."

	Julie's reply came instantly.

	"Good girl. Now go into the bathroom and change into your new clothes. Then send me a mirror picture. I want your free hand limp, showing off your new nails, purse on your shoulder. You have two minutes."

	His hands trembled. His legs, too.

	What's in the bag?

	But he already knew. These clothes, whatever they were, were gonna be ultra-girly and feminine. That much was obvious.

	He walked to the restroom without replying.

	Inside, he locked the stall, took a breath, and opened the bag.

	His heart sank.

	A pink flared miniskirt. A tight white cropped top with short sleeves that he knew would barely cover his bra. A sparkly pink plastic headband. And a tiny pink purse with a small strap.

	The panic bloomed in his chest like a fire alarm.

	Then another buzz.

	"Don't forget to put your cards, ID, and cash in your new purse. Let's make it official."

	He stared at the bag for another second, then began to change.

	He pulled down his pants and stepped into the miniskirt, adjusting the waistband until it hugged him tightly. The fabric was soft, light, and drew attention to his delicate stockings while barely covering his pantied ass. He peeled off his T-shirt and pulled the blouse over his head. It was snug across the chest, emphasizing his bust and exposing his belly button. His reflection in the metal door showed smooth skin, curves, and red nails.

	He dropped his wallet, phone, and keys into the little pink purse and slipped it over his shoulder. Then he slid the sparkly headband into place.

	He stepped out, praying no one would come in, barely able to breathe.

	The lights were bright. The floor felt cold despite his shoes. He caught his reflection in the mirror, humiliated by the caricature of femininity he had been transformed into. Standing there, dressed like a slutty college girl, Nico's pride was shattered. He looked like a sissy, no one could mistake him for anything else. He held his phone up, turned slightly, and let his hand fall limp by instinct. His red nails stood out, shining. The purse strap curved neatly over his shoulder.

	He took the picture and sent it.

	Julie's response came fast.

	"Oh my God, you are adorable!"

	"You're such a good little bitch, Nina. I knew you could do it."

	Then a follow-up:

	"Now go back out there. You have more errands to run. And don't even think about changing."

	He froze, panic rushing back. He couldn't go out there like this. "Please, Mistress. I can't do this. This is too much."

	"It's too late for that, sissy boy. You're my bitch, you don't get to say no. Now, be a good girl and do what Mistress says."

	"You're going to the shoe store next. The one by the food court. You have two minutes."

	He stared at the screen, skin cold. He thought about refusing. But he didn't. What could he say? She had so much on him, and a part of him didn't want to disappoint her, no matter the cost to his dignity.

	After a full minute of trembling, staring at the sissy in the mirror, and nervously playing with the hem of his skirt, he decided he had to just do it. Like ripping off a Band-Aid. And then, slowly, he walked toward the door. Skirt fluttering with each step, purse bouncing against his side.

	Nico pushed the door open and stepped out of the restroom. His knees felt weak. The cool air of the mall brushed against his bare midriff. Every step sent the sheer white stockings whispering against his thighs, the skirt swishing lightly, a constant reminder of what he was wearing. The small forms in his bra gave the blouse a slight, unmistakable shape. It was bizarre, looking down, he saw a girl: bare legs encased in virginal white stockings, a tiny pink skirt swishing with each step, and small boobs jutting out beneath his cropped top.

	He didn't dare lift his eyes. He kept his head low, focusing on the tile under his feet, but he could feel it, the weight of eyes on the sissy walking through the mall. Not everyone was looking, but a lot of them were. Conversations paused for a beat as he passed; movement slowed; a whisper here, a giggle there. It made his heart pound faster.

	Two high-school girls coming from the opposite direction glanced at him and then at each other.

	"Cute skirt," one said mockingly.

	"l love your little purse... and your nails!" the other added, and they burst into giggles as they walked away.

	Heat flooded his cheeks. He kept moving, faster now, clutching the purse tighter, the strap digging into his shoulder. His nails flashed red against the pink leather. Every sound in the mall, shoes squeaking, people laughing, felt amplified, aimed at him. He was trembling, mortified and ashamed. But a part of him, however small, was excited by his own debasement, knowing it was for Julie's amusement. I really am pathetic.

	At last, the shoe store came into view near the food court. He ducked into a corner outside the store and thumbed a message with trembling fingers.

	"I'm here, Mistress."

	Julie's reply came quickly.

	"l heard those two girls laughing at you. You must feel so pathetic! What kind of man would walk around like that?"

	Another message followed before he could type.

	"Send me another picture of yourself making a kissy face and then go inside and ask for help with a pair of two to three-inch white kitten heels, preferably opentoed. Then wear them out of the store and send me another picture."

	He stared at the words, stomach twisting, then typed back the only thing he could.

	"Yes, Mistress."

	Nico hesitated just outside the shoe store, his fingers trembling as he snapped a quick selfie, angling the phone to catch the full outfit, the flared pink skirt, the white blouse baring a sliver of midriff, the pink headband, the purse hanging awkwardly from his shoulder as he puckered his lips. His red nails flashed in the shot, fingers limp and dainty just like she'd instructed for the last one. He hit send and winced as he noticed some girls in the store watching him take the picture.

	A moment later, her reply lit up the screen.

	"Perfect. You're really coming into your sissy self. No one would mistake you for a real man anymore. Now go ask for help."

	He inhaled slowly, then forced himself forward.

	The store wasn't crowded, but it was busy enough to make him wish he weren't there. Conversations paused as he stepped farther inside. He didn't meet anyone's eyes, but he could feel the shift in attention, the undercurrent of amusement as women noticed the slutty outfit, the stockings, the blush rising in his cheeks. One woman nudged her friend, and they both smiled.

	A saleswoman in her thirties noticed him and made her way over, her expression friendly but unmistakably amused.

	"Hi, honey. How can I help you today?"

	Sweetie, honey, miss. They're all treating me like a little girl. Nico's throat tightened. "l... I'm looking for a pair of white kitten heels," he said, his voice soft and pitched as close to the tone he'd practiced as he could manage. "Two to three inches...open-toed, if possible."

	She nodded brightly. "Of course. That's a very cute look, they'll go great with your stockings. Very feminine and youthful." She paused. "Take a seat. I'll grab something to measure you."

	He sat gingerly on a small leather bench, only realizing after the fact how awkwardly he'd plopped down. The skirt bunched up around him. The woman glanced back, grinning a little.

	"Um, sweetie. When you're wearing a short skirt like that, you'll want to smooth it under you first," she said gently, as if offering a tip to a little girl. "And knees together or crossed, you don't want to show everyone your panties."

	The heat in his cheeks deepened. He stood up again quickly, trying to mimic the way girls sat, then lowered himself back down carefully, smoothing the skirt and crossing his legs at the thigh. A small round of quiet laughter from the checkout counter reached his ears. He swallowed.

	"Much better," the saleswoman said with a wink. "Very ladylike."

	She knelt down, slipping off one of his shoes. "Ooh, look at those toes," she said with a grin. "Matching fingers and toes, love that. So pretty." She measured his foot quickly, then stood. "You're an eight. Be right back."

	Every second she was gone felt stretched. A mother and daughter passed by. The daughter glanced at Nico, then whispered something to her mom, both of them smiling. Nico focused on his breathing, trying not to run.

	The woman returned with a pair of shiny white kitten heels, straps glinting under the store lights. She knelt again, gently guiding his foot into the left shoe. The open-toed design left his painted nails on display through the thin white material of his stockings. The ankle strap clicked into place with a soft snap. The other shoe immediately followed.

	"Walk around a bit. Let's see how they feel."

	He stood, wobbled slightly, and took a cautious step forward. The heels weren't high, but they changed everything: his balance, his stride, the sound of each step.

	He moved slowly, awkwardly, unsure how to swing his arms or where to look.

	Two girls in their twenties stood near the flats section. They turned as he walked past and lit up with barely concealed amusement.

	"Let us help you," one of them said brightly. "You're doing fine, but you've gotta own it."

	Blushing, Nico nodded, too embarrassed to speak.

	"Okay, purse on your shoulder like this," the other said, adjusting the strap gently.

	"Now arms soft, wrists relaxed. You're not carrying bricks, girlfriend."

	They giggled, clearly amused by the feminized boy and his nervous demeanor.

	"Now sway your hips. Shake that booty a little... yup, like that!"

	"Chest out. Show off those assets, girl."

	"And take daintier steps. One foot in front of the other. Think soft and graceful."

	Nico obeyed, mortified but compliant, cheeks burning as they guided him across the store. Their laughter bubbled around him, light and playful, the saleswoman watching with visible amusement from behind the counter.

	He kept walking, every click of the heels echoing through the store, each instruction etching deeper into his muscle memory. He found that it was easier to walk in heels when he feminized his posture and obeyed their instructions, but that the result was his chest sticking out and his butt jiggling with each step.

	After a few more steps, hips swaying, wrists soft, shoulders back just as the girls had shown him, they clapped excitedly, amused but not unkind.

	"Good job!" one of them said, grinning widely. "You're a natural."

	"Seriously," the other chimed in, still giggling. "You've got it down. Don't be shy about it."

	Nico tried to force a smile, his cheeks still on fire. His heart was pounding, his legs trembling slightly in the kitten heels. He turned back toward the counter, where the saleswoman watched the whole thing with open amusement.

	"Well?" she said, raising her brows with a smirk. "l take it you're buying them?"

	Nico nodded slowly, shame tightening in his throat. "Y-yes," he mumbled.

	He bent to remove them, but she raised a hand with a chuckle. "No no, you should wear them out. I mean, you clearly love them, and they go with your outfit," she said, arching a brow. "Come up here, I'll ring you up."

	Eyes downcast, Nico slipped his sneakers into the shopping bag alongside his perfume and the crumpled bundle of his boy clothes. Each movement felt like he was under a spotlight. The saleswoman scanned the box, still smiling faintly as the girls from before whispered to each other nearby, throwing him occasional glances.

	Once he paid, the receipt printed with a chirp, and the woman handed it over.

	"Have a nice day, miss," she said warmly, holding back a laugh.

	Nico's entire face flushed red. He clutched the bag tightly and mumbled, "Thanks," before hurrying out the door, skirt swishing and heels tapping rhythmically on the tile.

	His phone buzzed the second he stepped outside.

	"Holy shit, that was too perfect. Everyone was so entertained by you. I feel like I did a public service."

	He sighed. His dignity was slipping away faster with each moment, and she was loving it. Then another message came in.

	"Almost done, princess. now you're gonna go to the jewelry shop by the salon. Tell them your name's Nina and that you have an appointment. Remember to walk nice and feminine. It'll make it easier to blend in and not trip."

	He stood frozen for a moment, trying to slow his breathing. His heart was racing. This was too much. His heels clicked softly against the tile as he shifted, conscious of every movement, every glance that came his way.

	But at this point, he just wanted to get it over with.

	Clutching his shopping bag tightly, he began walking. His stride was careful, small, deliberate steps that made his hips sway under the light fabric of his pink skirt. His eyes stayed fixed on the floor, posture upright but shy. The dainty clicking of his heels sounded loud to him, each step a reminder of just how far he'd fallen.

	As he passed a group of guys his age standing outside a vape shop, he felt their eyes turn toward him. One of them chuckled. Another muttered "faggot" under his breath. Nico tried to pretend he didn't hear it, but he did. He just lowered his gaze and quickened his pace, face burning, trying not to break down in tears. He felt so vulnerable and weak.

	By the time he reached the storefront just beside the salon, his palms were sweating again.

	He took a deep breath. Then, heels clicking, skirt swaying, chest tight with nervous energy, he stepped inside.

	The jewelry shop was quiet, polished, and bright. Only two women stood behind the counter, both tall, beautiful, well-dressed, and clearly in on whatever Julie had arranged. As he stepped through the door, heels clicking softly on the tile, both looked up and smiled knowingly.

	One leaned slightly forward, her voice warm and amused. "You must be Nina?"

	He hesitated, then nodded. "Y-yes."

	They exchanged a glance and a quiet laugh. "Your mistress told us you'd be coming," the other said cheerfully. "Right this way, sissy. Have a seat."

	Flushed and flustered, he made his way to the tall chair she gestured to, smoothing his pink skirt beneath him before sitting. Legs crossed, hands folded over his purse, he looked down and caught his own reflection in the glass display case: the headband, the soft blouse, the nails. It was dizzying and surreal.

	The first woman tied a disposable bib around his neck. "So ladylike! So, Julie booked you for your first ear piercing, exciting, isn't it?"

	He gave a faint nod, unsure whether to smile. "Yeah," he mumbled.

	She grinned. "And I have to say, you look absolutely adorable. This whole outfit is working. Your date is going to love it."

	His eyes widened a little. "My date?"

	"Mm-hm. That's what she said," the second woman added, clearly entertained. "Now sit still, princess. This'll just take a second. Little pinch, that's all."

	She held up the piercing gun. "Plenty of other little girls get this done every day. Don't worry." Other little girls. Shame coursed through him again, threatening to spill tears from his eyes.

	He shut his eyes as she gently lined up the first ear. A quick click, then the second.

	He winced but stayed still, breathing through it.

	"And done," she said brightly. "Now for the finishing touch. Julie picked these out herself."

	She opened a small black box and took out two simple but elegant gold hoops. As she slid them into place, he felt their slight weight tug gently against his ears, a constant, unfamiliar reminder of his emasculation.

	"There we go," she said, stepping back. "Go take a look."

	He stood up slowly and walked to the mirror. The girl in the reflection, because that's how she looked, at least below the neck, wore shiny new hoops, an ultrafeminine outfit, red nails, and a lost, embarrassed expression. He touched one earring, watching it sway faintly as his fingers brushed it. Both women behind him were smiling.

	"You look lovely," one said. "What do you say, Nina?"

	He swallowed, still watching himself in the mirror. "Th-thank you," he murmured.

	"Such a polite little girl," the other added as he turned and made his way toward the exit, heels clicking once again. Their soft laughter followed him out the door.

	As Nico stepped out of the piercing studio, his ears still tingling from the new gold hoops, his phone buzzed.

	"Good girl, Nina. You're almost done. I'm proud of you."

	Julie's message made his cheeks burn, but also sent a flutter through his chest. He didn't know why that praise hit him so hard; part of him obviously still wanted to please her, maybe needed to.

	Another ping followed:

	"Now head into Macy's. Go to the makeup department and ask for Sarah; she's tall, Asian, and in her late 20s. Just tell her you're Nina and you're here for your makeover."

	Nico typed back quickly:

	"Yes, Mistress. Going now."

	He took a breath, adjusted his purse on his shoulder, and click-clacked his way across the mall, heels echoing faintly. A few shoppers turned to look, some curious, some mocking, and he heard one girl behind him whisper, "l think that's a boy."

	It was surreal. Every step reminded him that he didn't look at all like a man, and he didn't feel like one either. The skirt, the earrings, the stockings hugging his legs...

	everything felt soft, exposed, vulnerable.

	At the MAC counter inside Macy's, he spotted her.

	"Hi... are you Sarah?" Nico asked quietly. "I'm Nina...l'm here for a makeover."

	The woman's eyes lit up. "Oh my God, yes! I've been waiting for you. Julie told me a little about you, I'm so excited."

	She walked around the counter, looking Nico over approvingly. "Your face is already really feminine, honestly. This will be easy. Go ahead and take a seat, Nina."

	He sat, smoothing his skirt and crossing his legs the way the woman in the shoe store had shown him. His knees brushed together as he folded his hands in his lap, the silky fabric whispering against his skin. He stared down at himself, his nerves tightening again. People were staring, and as much as he hated it, he couldn't blame them.

	"Let's get started," Sarah said brightly, squeezing a bit of cream onto her fingers and rubbing it between them before touching his cheeks. "I'm just prepping your skin with a little primer; this will give you a smooth base... all done! Now, some foundation to even out your skin tone."

	The primer felt cool and velvety as she worked it across his face. Nico nodded silently as she dabbed at him with a small pink sponge, the faint scent of rose water and powder filling the air. The foundation was cold at first, then warm as it blended in, leaving his skin with a soft, doll-like satin finish that made his reflection already seem less like him.

	"Now a little contour to shape the face... this will make your face even more girly." Nico tried not to squirm as she leaned close, brush sweeping beneath his cheekbones, along his jaw, across his temples. Each motion felt deliberate, transforming him one stroke at a time. He sat perfectly still, pretending indifference while inside he burned with humiliation, watching Sarah study his face like an artist working on a painting.

	"And now blush... I'm going with a soft rose. You're going to look so pretty."

	He didn't want to look pretty. This was already the most humiliating day of his life. Here he was, dressed in an outfit fit for a fourteen-year-old girl, nails painted, ears pierced, sitting in a beauty chair while strangers passed and stared. Sarah, meanwhile, carried on as if this were completely ordinary. Her calm, normal tone made it somehow worse. Every easy laugh, every gentle brush of color made him feel more trapped in the role she was painting him into. The quiet giggles from nearby shoppers only deepened the heat in his cheeks.

	Next came eyeshadow, a soft brown blended with a shimmer of glittery pink. He closed his eyes, the brush tickling his lids, light as feathers. He could hear the faint scrape of bristles and the hum of the overhead lights, feel the warmth of her hand steadying his chin. His heart thudded as she spoke again.

	"Now be very still, Nina, I'm gonna do your eyeliner. This will only take a second."

	He froze. He flinched at how normal the name had become in such a short time. Sarah's hand was steady as she drew along his lash line, her perfume faint but sweet, like vanilla and citrus.

	"Good girl, now open your eyes and look down for me, sweetie, I'm gonna do your mascara."

	He obeyed quietly, eyes downcast, throat dry. He focused on the two "boobs" jutting out beneath his cropped top, unable to look anywhere else. The mascara wand brushed through his lashes, coating and curling them. Each stroke made them darker, longer, impossibly soft. When she finally stepped back, he blinked, startled by the way they fluttered dramatically, like butterfly wings at the edge of his vision. Holy shit, they must look so long and girly. Now, no matter where he looked, there would be a reminder of his feminization.

	"Now for your lips, let's go with something bold," Sarah said with a grin. "Deep red to match your nails: classic, confident, and dramatic. I think your boyfriend will love

	it."

	Nico's breath caught. "My boyfriend?" he mumbled, startled. It was the third time he'd heard someone mention that word today. He prayed Julie was just teasing him, that there wasn't some real "date" waiting at the end of this humiliation. The thought made his stomach twist and his pulse quicken.

	Sarah just smiled playfully. "That's what Julie said, anyway. Now hold pout a little, like you're trying to be all cute for him."

	He hesitated, but Sarah tilted her head expectantly. Face burning, he obeyed, lips pursed just so. The lipstick glided on smooth and rich, cool at first then warm as it set, coating his lips in deep, glossy red. He could taste a faint sweetness, cherry or something, as she swiped the final touch across his mouth.

	"Perfect! Now close your eyes."

	He felt a fine mist of setting spray cool against his skin, sealing everything in.

	"Actually...one last touch." Sarah leaned in again, her hand gentle but firm as she shaped his brows. "Just exaggerating the arches a little to give you a more dramatic look."

	When she finally stepped back, her smile turned proud. "Alright, ready? Take a look."

	Nico turned toward the mirror, his breath catching before he even understood why.

	He didn't see a boy with makeup on. He saw... a girl. A short-haired girl, but a pretty girl, the kind that turned heads and made guys drool. His skin looked smooth and radiant, cheeks softly glowing, lips impossibly red. His eyes seemed larger, framed by long, fluttering lashes and a faint dust of pink glitter that caught the light when he blinked. Even his earrings sparkled under the mirror lamps. He felt dizzy for a moment, his chest hollow, like all the air had gone missing.

	I don't know what to say."

	Sarah beamed. "That was so much fun! And guess what, Julie already covered everything I used. It's all yours."

	She handed Nico a glossy bag filled with brushes, palettes, lipsticks, and a mini mirror, the faint scent of powder wafting from it.

	"You're welcome to come back anytime," she said warmly. "Seriously, you're adorable."

	Nico nodded mutely, still staring at the stranger in the mirror, at the soft face, the red lips, the bright eyes that no longer looked like his own.

	Still dazed, Nico muttered a thank you and walked out of Macy's, catching glimpses of himself in store windows. Each time his reflection surprised him; there was not an ounce of man left, only a short-haired girl dressed to seduce with her soft and youthful femininity.

	Outside, his phone buzzed.

	"Send me a pic, beauty queen."

	He snapped one quickly and sent it.

	Julie's reply came seconds later:

	"Holy shit. You are literally a girl. I don't ever want to hear you acting like you're anything else again. That ship has sailed, sissy. You're gorgeous."

	Nico blushed, cheeks burning, deeply ashamed that he had allowed this to happen to himself.

	As he stepped back into the mall corridor, his phone buzzed again.

	"Last stop, girly boy, go into the wig shop, three stores down from the food court. Then you're all done shopping for the day. I made it easy for you since you've been such a good girl for me; you're welcome. Just go in and say you're picking up for Nina. They'll give you your new wig, a few caps, and some wig care stuff. Ask them to help you put it on, then slide your little headband back into place. Send me a picture of the finished product, and then you can head back to the car."

	He swallowed, humiliated, but thankful this was almost over, thumbs tapping back a quick:

	"Yes, Mistress Julie."

	His heels clicked softly on the mall floor as he made his way down the last store, trying to move as femininely as he could in hopes that anyone who saw him might think he was just a girl with short hair. Each step felt more natural. He had sultry makeup on, hoop earrings in, and an outfit that would make any guy do a doubletake. He could barely admit it to himself, but he really did feel feminine.

	Nico stepped into the wig shop. An older woman stood behind the counter, flipping through a catalog. She glanced up with a warm smile.

	"Hi, I'm picking up for Nina," Nico said, his voice gentle but clear.

	"One second, doll," the woman said. He blushed at being called doll, but he guessed it wasn't so different from the array of other feminine names he had been called today.

	She disappeared into the back, and he caught his reflection in a nearby mirror again, flushed cheeks, pouty red lips, long lashes darkened and curled to look delicate and enticing. Before he could overthink it, the woman returned with a box under her arm.

	"Alright," she said. "Long chestnut brunette. Let's get you into it."

	Nico removed his headband, setting it on the counter delicately as the woman slipped a mesh cap over her head. His natural hair vanished beneath it. Then came the wig, silky and dark, cascading softly over his shoulders as she pulled it over his head.

	"There we go," the woman said kindly, adjusting the part, smoothing it behind the ears. She picked up the headband and gently placed it back, securing the final look.

	She stood back and looked him over.

	"You look beautiful, honey."

	Nico flushed. He knew she was being genuine by the way she said it.

	"Thank you," he muttered, trying to receive her compliment naturally.

	The woman returned to help another customer, leaving him alone with the fulllength mirror near the counter.

	The girl in the reflection blinked back at him, eyes wide, lips red, face smooth and softly contoured. Long brown hair framed her face, curled slightly at the ends. Her earrings swayed delicately when she tilted her head. The headband and the sheer white stockings added a soft, innocent femininity. The tiny pink skirt and cropped top sexualized her and drew attention in ways that terrified him.

	He couldn't look away. He lifted his phone, still in shock that the sexy girl in the mirror was him, then snapped the picture, lips parted slightly in disbelief, and sent it.

	 


Chapter 3: Mark

	 

	Outside, the air felt cooler. He walked to the car as fast as he could, which was not very fast given the heels that clicked beneath him with each step.

	Once inside, he took a deep breath, grateful that he was going home. his phone buzzed, a reply from his mistress.

	"I'm so proud of you, Nina. I know it's not easy accepting you're not a man anymore, but you did great today. Text me when you get home, princess."

	He stared at the message for a moment; her words stinging deeply. He didn't feel like a man anymore. Still, much to his shame, he couldn't deny feeling a little flutter in his chest at her saying she was proud of him.

	"Yes, Mistress Julie. Thank you." Why the hell did I thank her? This was the most humiliating day of my life. I guess I am glad she's proud of me at least.

	He set his phone down in his lap, sighing a breath of relief as he pulled out of the mall parking lot. The red polish on his long oval nails still seemed foreign on the steering wheel. His earrings shifted slightly whenever he turned his head. And he was still surprised every time he saw the pretty girl with the bright red lips and the sparkly pink headband in her long, flowy hair looking back at him in the rearview mirror.

	The drive home was quiet except for the hum of the engine and the gentle rustle of fabric every time he shifted in his seat. He kept one hand on the wheel, the other resting on his lap, fingers alternating between brushing against the smooth material of his pink skirt and his nylon stockings. The wig felt strange, the weight of it, the feel of hair brushing his shoulders when he turned his head.

	Every stoplight gave him another chance to glance in the mirror. His face didn't look like his own. It was softer, more delicate, more...beautiful. His makeup was done expertly, like a girl heading out to her prom.

	It was humiliating, how he'd been laughed at, called sissy by strangers as they stripped away piece by piece of his manhood while telling him he looked "adorable," taught him how to walk more femininely, and explained how to do his own makeup as though that were something he wanted. But somehow the humiliation started to mix with a warm, giddy pride. Julie had said she was proud. That mattered. It mattered more than he wanted to admit. He was embarrassed looking like a girl, and if he was honest, feeling like one too, which he did. But he loved making Julie happy, apparently even if that meant emasculating himself.

	When he pulled into his apartment complex's underground lot, the reality of being home started to settle in. He checked himself in the rearview one more time, still struggling to process that the feminine girl looking back was him, and took a breath.

	The elevator ride up was quiet, but his nerves returned as the doors opened on his floor. Just as he turned toward his hallway, he spotted someone, a guy he had chatted with a few times from his floor. He was in his mid-twenties, relatively to himself but always friendly in passing.

	He was heading toward Nico, dressed casually in a hoodie and joggers.

	A quick bolt of panic rushed through him. He'd be humiliated if the guy recognized him. He decided his best option was to do his best to act naturally, like any other girl strolling down the hallway. He straightened up, fixed his posture, and took small, dainty steps in his direction, shifting his weight between his hips as his heels clicked down the hallway. As he approached the guy, he gave him a soft, demure smile, heart hammering beneath his bra.

	The guy smiled back, eyeing Nico up and down. "l like your outfit."

	"Thanks," Nico replied coyly.

	No recognition. No double-take. Just a compliment for a pretty girl on her way home. Oh my God, he really thinks I'm a girl.

	He blinked in surprise as he passed him, his heels quietly tapping the hallway floor. His heart was racing, and he felt a burst of adrenaline. I think he was checking me out.

	The door to his apartment clicked open, and as soon as he was inside, he closed it gently behind him, slipped off his new heels, dropped the bags on the counter and collapsed onto the couch in a heap.

	The wig, the earrings, the makeup, all still perfectly in place. His skirt rode up as he sat, the weight of the day finally catching up with him as he caught sight of his pink panties peeking out and his long red nails as he shifted to adjust his skirt. Still, he felt relief, safe at home at last. Thank God, that's over with.

	He reached for his phone.

	"Home, Mistress."

	Nico sat there for a while, reflecting on the day, unable to take his attention off of his newly feminized form. Part of him wanted to cry, today had been a big blow to whatever sense of manhood or ego he had. Another part of him, a part he was too ashamed to confront, was excited, maybe even proud of himself. Giddy that he did everything his mistress commanded him and made her happy.

	His phone buzzed.

	"Great! You have an hour to practice your voice, walking in heels, or whatever else you're still not comfortable with. Your date will be over to pick you up in an hour." Nico blinked at the screen, heart pounding.

	"Wait... what date? I thought that was just a joke. I can't go on a date with a guy," he typed back, more nervous than he had been all day.

	A few dots appeared.

	"Nope. I actually set you up on a date with a guy from Grindr. He likes sissies, and he's your age. Match made in heaven, LOL. He'll be over to pick you up in an hour."

	For a moment, Nina just stared, wide-eyed. I can't do this. This is too far. I'm straight. I can't date a guy. Looking down at himself, he suddenly felt more vulnerable than ever. He was dressed to seduce, and he knew that between his short skirt, cropped top, sheer white stockings, and dainty heels, this guy was going to look at him like he was a tasty snack.

	"l can't do this, Mistress. Please. I did everything you said today. Please don't make me do this, I'm not gay." He waited anxiously for her reply, praying she would show him mercy. Her reply shattered that delusion.

	"Sorry, sissy, you're going. I don't care if you think you're straight; you're my bitch, and I say you date real men. It'll help you learn that you're not one. Now, pack your lipstick, mascara, and compact mirror in your purse, and then practice walking or talking until he texts you. You're gonna have so much fun. I expect you to be the picture of femininity tonight. Flirt, let him lead, and be a good little bitch for your man. If you do all that, everything that happened today can stay between us. Or if you prefer, I can send all your pictures to your mom and dad." Nico was shaking with anxiety, his pulse racing. He had no choice.

	"Okay, Mistress."

	"Good girl, Nina. Now be a sweet little sissy and practice for your date."

	He tossed his phone onto the couch and tried to compose himself by taking deep breaths. He walked to the bathroom and noticed his reflection in the mirror. He looked as nervous as he felt. Still, he was beautiful, sexy; he couldn't deny that. He stared for a second, wondering if he could actually pull this off. This would be his most humiliating test yet, but maybe if he did well, Julie would leave him be. Still, the thought of flirting with a guy, of being his pretty little arm-candy while he looked him up and down with lust made him sick to his stomach. This wasn't going to be easy.

	Nico tucked his lipstick, mascara, and compact mirror into his purse, checking twice that everything was in place. His hands trembled with anticipation. He looked up and met his reflection once again, lipstick shining, hair falling just right, outfit creating the illusion of a figure he didn't have and didn't want.

	He sat back on the couch, legs crossed, foot bouncing, alternating between deep breaths and nervous fidgeting. Every sound outside made him jerk towards the window, earrings swinging. Then headlights swept across the window. A car pulled up in front of the apartment.

	His phone buzzed.

	"He's here! Get out there and give your date a kiss, then touch up your lipstick in the car, guys like that. Pack tissues in your purse for the touchup.

	Nico's heart skipped. He stood, straightened his skirt, and put some tissues in his purse. "Okay...just get through this and it's over," he whispered to himself, heading for the door.

	Outside, the cool night air brushed against his skin. The car door opened, and a tall, handsome guy stepped out, smiling warmly. He looked to be about his age, was about six inches taller than him, had olive skin, and the kind of beard he could never grow. He wore slacks and a tight-fitting button-down shirt that accentuated his muscular body. Nico felt small and delicate, mincing towards him, his little skirt swishing with every step, hyper-aware of how girly he looked.

	"Hey, Nina, it's nice to meet you. I'm Mark," he said, leaning in for a friendly hug and a kiss on the cheek.

	Nico's cheeks warmed instantly as he looked up and turned his head to plant a quick kiss on his date's lips, surprising him. His beard was softer than Nico expected. "It's nice to meet you too, Mark," he replied sheepishly, his practiced voice coming out softer and more feminine than he expected. The guy smiled down at him, clearly pleased by their introduction. I just kissed a guy. Holy shit, I can see my lipstick on him. Nico blushed, feeling more like a sissy than ever before.

	He gestured toward the passenger side. "Here, let me get that for you."

	Nico laughed nervously, letting him open the door, and slid gracefully into the seat, trying to mimic the way he had seen other women get into cars when they were wearing short skirts. Other women, oh my God. What the hell am I thinking? The door closed with a gentle click, and he circled to the driver's side.

	As the car eased onto the road, he glanced over. "You look really cute tonight, by the way. I love your outfit."

	"Thank you," Nico said, blushing deeply as he took out his compact to check his lipstick. "You look really handsome, too."

	Shame coursing through him, Nico dabbed lightly at the slight smear at the bottom of his lips. He caught Mark staring as he took out his lipstick, puckering his lips as he applied a new coat, tasting the cherry once again as he rolled his lips. The action felt performative, like he was putting on a show, doing something so feminine to arouse his date. Looking into his compact, he could barely even believe they were his lips.

	"Here we are," he said, pulling up to a lively nightclub a few blocks away from Nico's apartment.

	For a moment, he just sat there, caught between nerves and slight relief, realizing that no one was likely to realize he was a guy in the club, but that his date was likely going to be all over him.

	Mark came around to his side of the car and opened the door with a smile, offering his hand.

	Nico took it, his manicured fingers slipping softly into his. The contact sent a flutter through his chest. He was really doing this. He stepped out carefully, heels clicking softly against the sidewalk, purse tucked under his arm.

	Together, they walked toward the entrance, lights from the club spilling out in a kaleidoscope of color and sound. The bass pulsed under her feet as the door opened, swallowing them into the crowd.

	Inside, everything was electric: laughter, music, glasses clinking. The bar glowed under soft blue lighting, and Mark leaned in to the bartender just enough to be heard.

	"Moscow Mule for me, and a Cosmo for the lady."

	Nico blushed, shame creeping through him. The lady...l guess I am tonight. How can

	I ever feel like a man again after this?

	They found a spot near the edge of the bar, sipping their drinks as the music thumped gently in the background. They chatted casually about the club, whether he'd ever been, and soon the conversation shifted, and they were swapping stories about their high school towns, college memories, and other random things. Nico found himself relaxing a bit more, even laughing at points, letting Mark lead the conversation as he crossed his stocking-clad legs and sipped on his Cosmo.

	When their glasses were nearly empty, Mark tilted his head toward the dance floor.

	"Wanna dance?"

	Nico blinked, his lashes fluttering. His first instinct was to say no thank you, but he remembered Julie's instructions.

	"Yeah, I'd love to, Mark," he said, his voice high-pitched and breathy.

	He led Nico through the crowd, hand brushing gently against his lower back, and the music got louder and faster as they approached the DJ.

	He watched the other girls, the way they moved, playful and fluid, tossing their hair, swaying their hips. He did his best to mimic them, feeling a bit awkward and very embarrassed at first, but quickly adapting to the rhythm.

	Mark danced close, smiling at him like he was the only one in the room. Nico blushed, giggling uncomfortably as Mark ran his hands up and down his sides, sending a chill down his spine when his rough hands settled on his exposed waist.

	The music shifted to something slower, more sensual. The vibe changed as couples danced slowly, the energy softening into something warmer, closer.

	Nico and his date were still dancing, his arms loosely around Mark's shoulders now, his hands resting gently on Nico's hips atop his skirt. Their bodies swayed together, Mark guiding him, the closeness deepening with every step. Nico blinked nervously, knowing what was going to come next. He was humiliated being a man's date, dancing with his arms around him while his date's hands lingered on his skirt, looking down at him like he was some delicate, pretty little thing.

	Mark looked at him, eyes lingering just a little longer this time. He felt it, the hush in the air between them, the unspoken question.

	Mark leaned in.

	Nico's breath caught as their lips met.

	It wasn't rushed or forceful, just warm, gentle, and sensual. He didn't want to kiss a guy, but what choice did he have? He melted into it, letting himself feel the moment fully, his fingers brushing against the back of his neck as they kissed and swayed in time with the music, the taste of his cherry lipstick mixing with Mark's hot, minty breath.

	When they finally pulled apart, he looked up at Mark, a little breathless, a little stunned...feeling vulnerable and humiliated. Although he couldn't deny it, Mark was a good kisser. He blushed, realizing how much Mark seemed to want him, and felt a rush of excitement at the thought that Julie must be loving this. This was exactly what she wanted.

	"You're so sexy," he said.

	And for the first time in his life, Nico truly believed it. He didn't want to be a sexy girl, or a sissy for that matter. But he knew it was true. He was hot, and this man's attention proved it.

	He leaned in again, kissing Nico with more intensity, his tongue entering his mouth. His hands slid down to Nico's ass, settling there and squeezing gently. It was confident and dominant, and Nico felt more submissive than ever before. Like he had no control of the situation, like he was Mark's toy to do with as he pleased. The thought humiliated him; he really was a sissy now, whether he liked it or not.

	Nina gasped softly into the kiss as Mark's hard cock poked him through his skirt. He could feel how hard he was, and the realization made his whole body tremble. Nico hadn't even been able to get hard in weeks, his own cock locked inside a little pink chastity cage. Even if he could get hard, he reflected, it would never be that big or firm.

	When they finally pulled apart, just a few inches, he was trembling. Cheeks flushed, lips tingling, eyes wide.

	Mark looked right at him, his voice low but warm. "You're really sexy, Nina. I'm gonna go get another drink, do you want something?"

	He giggled nervously, a little dazed. "No...no thank you."

	Just as Mark walked away, Nico felt a buzzing in his purse.

	"You're doing great, sissy! Now you're not gonna like this, but you know the drill, you have no choice. When he comes back, I want you to start kissing him again and rub his cock. Make sure you moan and act super into it. Then you're gonna lean in and whisper to him: I want to suck your cock, daddy. That's his name from now on, Daddy. Then, when you get to his car, do it, and ask him to record you. I want that video."

	Nico's heart dropped, panic rushing back. He couldn't do this, he couldn't give another guy a blowjob. It was possibly the most feminine, submissive thing he could think of anyone doing. Something he had long dreamed of receiving from a beautiful girl, but had never received. Just as he was about to protest, to tell her this was too far, he received another message. It was the picture of him in the mall bathroom, making the peace sign, his limp wrist displaying his painted nails, his skirt flared, his face clearly visible.

	"One word from you and I send this out, bitch, your choice."

	Nico was about to cry, he couldn't see a way out of this, but he really didn't want to do this.

	"Okay, Mistress Julie, I'll do it."

	Her response came with laughing emojis, "You really are a little bitch. Now go suck your man's cock, sissy. I can't wait to see the video."

	Just as he was contemplating his response, Mark returned, drink in hand. Nico took a deep breath, steadying himself, then put his phone away and wrapped his arms back around Mark's neck, pulling him in for a deep kiss. The two of them swayed slowly, Mark putting down his beer and moving his hands back to Nico's ass, this time slipping under his skirt and squeezing his cheeks over his panties, sending a jolt of electricity throughout Nico's body.

	Mark kissed him passionately, pinning Nico against a dark corner of the bar, his cock once again springing to life and pressing against him. Reluctantly, shamefully, Nico let his manicured hand slip down, rubbing Mark over his pants, feeling directly how much more of a man than him Mark was. Nico moaned performatively, "You're sooo big."

	Mark liked that, groaning against him as Nico continued to massage him.

	Eventually, Nico leaned back, brushing Mark's beard with his long, painted nails. "Can I suck your cock, daddy?" He died inside as the words left his mouth. This was beyond humiliating.

	Mark smiled and nodded, taking Nico's hand and almost causing him to trip on his way out of the club. "Come on."

	He held Nico's hand as they left the club, weaving through the crowd, out into the cooler night air. His car was just down the block, and he opened the passenger door like he had before, the same charming ease, but this time smacked Nico's ass as he stepped in. He blushed, feeling every bit the emasculated sissy that Julie had made him. He slid in carefully, sitting with his knees together, tucking his purse to the side.

	Mark got in quickly, immediately leaning over the center console and kissing him, his hands sliding under Nico's skirt. Nico trembled at his touch, feeling more vulnerable than ever before as Mark's rough hands caressed him through the thin fabric of his stockings, slowly sliding up towards his panties.

	His hand stopped when he felt the hard bump of his cage beneath the pink satin.

	He pulled away slightly, smiling.

	"Are you wearing a chastity cage, Nina?" he chuckled.

	Nico blushed, barely able to meet his gaze. "Yes, daddy."

	Mark laughed, "As you should be. Well, let me see it, sissy."

	Nico obeyed, the shame of the moment still hot on his face. He lifted his skirt and inched down his panties, exposing the tiny pink cage. It seemed to look smaller now than he remembered, effeminate and pathetic. Mark laughed, jiggling it between his thumb and forefinger, confirming Nico's insecurity.

	Then he unbuttoned his pants, zipping down his fly. "Let me show you a real cock, pretty girl."

	A moment later, his cock sprang free, hard and veiny, at least four times the size of Nico's caged member. Suddenly, it became clear why he was the one wearing lipstick and a skirt. He felt completely emasculated, unable to avert his gaze from Mark's big cock and more embarrassed than ever about the size of his own. Mark stroked himself slowly, looking at Nico in a way that made him shudder.

	"Do you want to kiss it, sissy?"

	Nico knew he had no choice. and a part of him, however small, felt like it was the right thing to do. Like Julie had shown him his true place in life. Like sitting there with his skirt hiked up, his comically small pink cage on display, his lashes fluttering, was right where he belonged. A small part of him wanted this.

	Nico leaned forward, then paused, remembering Julie's earlier command.

	"Um...can you...record me? I kind of want a video of it."

	Mark smirked, taking Nico's phone from him and hitting record. "No problem,

	Nina."

	Acutely aware of the camera on his face, Nico leaned forward, timidly pressing his lips against Mark's shaft and leaving a trail of gentle kisses along the base of his cock. Shame consumed his thoughts as he noticed the little lipstick prints he was leaving on him, but realized it would be better to just get this over with than to fret.

	Nico bent over on all fours, his pantied ass arched high as he leaned down and opened his painted mouth, taking Mark's cock in between his red lips. The feeling was strange, hardness and warmth pulsing in his mouth as he bobbed up and down.

	Mark moaned, running his hand through Nico's wig and guiding his head up and down on him, his earring swinging lightly with each motion.

	"Fuck, you're so good at this, Nina. Show me how much you love it. Use your hand too."

	Nico obeyed, wrapping his delicate red fingernails around the base of his cock, jerking him in sync with each bob of his head. The moment felt surreal, like he was watching everything take place through someone else's eyes. This couldn't be him, a pretty girl sucking her date's cock in his car, it couldn't be. But it was, and he knew it, he knew nothing could possibly be the same after this. The car was silent except for the wet sounds of Mark's cock sliding in and out of his mouth, Nico's red lips smeared and slick with precum, lipstick, and saliva. He couldn't deny feeling sexy, though; long gone was the beta male who got no attention. In his place was a sexy girl about to make a man cum.

	Soon, Mark was groaning harder and thrusting back, going deeper into Nico's throat and causing him to gag.

	"I'm gonna cum, baby. Come on, sissy, make me cum. Go faster for me."

	Nico obeyed, bobbing faster and faster on Mark's manhood, desperate to make him finish. Within seconds, he felt Mark convulse, moaning louder and deeper while he moved Nico's head up and down rapidly, exploding in his mouth.

	Nico tasted the salty, gooey taste of cum in his mouth, and was overwhelmed as more kept coming. He did his best to swallow it all, but it was hard to swallow quickly enough with Mark's huge cock in his mouth. He felt some drip down his cheek as Mark settled down, his cock still in Nico's mouth.

	He pulled back slowly. Mark's cock, still much larger than his even in its relieved state, was covered in his lipstick and saliva, a sight that humiliated Nico to his core. He sat there, deeply ashamed of what he had just done, blushing before the camera that Mark still held up. He reached over, scooping the cum on Nico's cheek onto his two fingers, and moved them towards Nico's mouth. In his submissive, emasculated state, he parted his lips, sucking the cum off of his fingers as his eyes darted shamefully between Mark's and the camera.

	Mark thanked him, handing him back his phone and zipping up his pants, and asked if he was ready to go home.

	Nico could barely speak, but he managed to squeak out, "You're welcome...um, yes, please."

	As they drove, the windows slightly cracked and music playing low, Nico contemplated the night, the drinks, the dancing, the making out, the blowjob. Mark complimented him again on his skills, telling him he was a pro. Nico blushed, thanking him shamefully. I'm a pro at sucking cock?

	When they pulled up in front of his apartment building, the car idled quietly. He turned toward Nico.

	"l had a really good time," he said, voice softer now.

	"Me too," Nico replied, not entirely untruthfully. He had never been more humiliated and emasculated. But he felt a rush of excitement throughout it all, knowing that it was making Julie happy, proud.

	He leaned in and kissed Nico again, long, unhurried, and familiar now. It felt almost romantic.

	When they finally pulled back, smiling at each other awkwardly, he said, "Let's do this again?"

	"Um, sure," Nico said, blushing. Why the hell did I say that?

	He opened the car door and stepped out, giving Mark one last little feminine wave. His heels clicked softly on the pavement as he made his way to the entrance. He walked slowly, timidly, his steps light and dainty.

	Nico stepped into his apartment, the door clicking shut behind him. The air was still, quiet, a contrast to the pulse and chaos of the nightclub, and to the intensity of the blowjob he had just given. His heart was still beating fast, his skin still tingling, the taste of cum still fresh in his mouth. He remembered his instructions and reluctantly opened his camera roll, locating the video that Mark had taken of him. He cringed, unable to watch it, and sent it over to Julie, knowing he had no other choice.

	He had barely kicked off his heels when his phone buzzed. It was an incoming FaceTime call from Julie. His heart raced, he had never spoken to her live. He was anxious but beyond excited for reasons he didn't fully understand.

	His eyes lit up. He grinned, smoothing his hair and tapping accept with his manicured finger.

	Julie's face appeared on the screen, even more gorgeous than in her video messages. "Hey cocksucker! I'm so proud of you!"

	Nico blushed, flopping onto the couch, holding the phone tight in both hands like it might float away. He was beyond embarrassed, sitting there in his slutty little outfit, makeup, and cum still fresh on his face, talking for the first time to the girl he basically worshipped. But she said she was proud of him.

	"Thank you, Mistress Julie," he stammered, unsure of what to say.

	Julie kept going, grinning ear to ear. "Your first date with a boy, and it went so well. You actually blew him; I can't believe it. Have you ever even gotten a blowjob,

	"No, Mistress," he whispered, still unable to believe that his first blowjob entailed him sucking off another man while he was dressed as a girl.

	"Ha, ha. The first of many, sissy. Welcome to your new life, Nina. I'm proud of you."

	His cheeks flushed pink again. "Thank you," he said softly. "Um... you're really beautiful, Mistress." He was proud of himself for saying that. He had never been good with women, especially ones as beautiful as Julie.

	Julie giggled. "Thank you, sweetie. So are you. I was losing it when I saw the video of you sucking Mark's cock. You were meant for this, you know."

	Nico giggled uncomfortably, unsure of what to say. "Thank you," he muttered again, more shyly.

	Julie raised an eyebrow. "Sooo...how was it? You know, blowing a guy?"

	Nico looked away, biting his lip. "It was... humiliating. Like, I was so vulnerable and like, feminine. I don't know, it felt really weird. Like I was somebody else."

	Julie squealed. "I'm so happy. That's exactly how you should feel. You're not a man, you're a sissy. It should be humiliating in the beginning; you're learning to accept that. But it'll get easier, soon you'll be desperate for cock, and desperate to look more and more pretty,..l'll make sure of it. Everything's gonna be different now."

	"l know," Nico said, eyes watering, unsure of exactly how he felt. He knew her words to be true, things would be different after today.

	Julie smiled, gentler now. "I'm coming to New York next weekend. We'll talk about everything, go shopping, and help you start your new life. Just you and me."

	"Yes, Mistress," Nico said, hugging his knees, nervous about what that would entail but beyond excited to meet his goddess and mistress in person. "l can't wait."

	"Me neither." Julie yawned. "Okay, go take off your makeup, princess. I'll let you rest. Just make sure you keep your nails done until I get there. Goodnight!"

	"Wait," Nina said, "But I have work, Mistress."

	Julie laughed, "l know, no one said being my sissy would be easy, but I promise you it will be rewarding. Goodnight, Nina."

	"Goodnight," Nina said, waving nervously as the call ended.

	The screen went black. The apartment was quiet again.

	He stood up and padded softly over to the mirror. The makeup was still mostly intact, but his lipstick was smeared, and his eyeshadow had creased slightly from the heat and dancing.

	But all he could do was stare.

	The girl in the mirror: rosy cheeks, messy lipstick, sparkly eyes, slutty clothes, was him now. He would have to get used to it. Nico wondered about how he would explain his new nails at work on Monday, but decided that was a problem for later. For now, he had endured the most humiliating day of his life, had his manhood stripped away piece by piece, given a man a blowjob, and talked to his dream girl for the first time. He had a lot to process.

	The End


cover.jpeg
Dominate Online
Mistress: FrogmNico to
Nlna 4&’« S






