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Book 1: Sissy Orientation


Chapter 1: Travelling Nowhere Fast

Two years of wandering Asia, and I still didn’t know who I was.

I’d meditated in jungle temples, flirted with enlightenment beside waterfalls, even climbed snow topped mountains like a hero you see in sponsored travel vlogs or the cover of steamy romance novels. But despite all the passport stamps, all the photos and stories, I still felt like a tourist in my own life.

On the second anniversary of my first one-way plane ticket, I was slouched outside a café in Tokyo, pretending not to stare at the Australian waitress with the kind of body that should come with a warning label. Her sun-kissed tits bounced with every carefree step, straining against the soft cotton of her crop top to reveal the slightest of tanlines. Her pink leather skirt was so tight it looked like it had been sprayed on—every curve, every cheek-clapping sway carved in motion as though she were a genuine goddess of the Gold Coast.

She caught me staring. Because of course she did.

“Another coffee, hun?” she asked, grinning. Her voice had that musical, breezy lilt, like waves crashing onto a beach you weren’t cool enough to surf.

I tried to speak. Failed. Tried again. “Sure.”

Christ, two years travelling the road and I was still useless with women, even after all my experiences and adventures. Still awkward, still too in my own head. But Ashleigh didn’t seem to mind. She looked me up and down like I was a puzzle she could solve.

“You look a little lost,” she said.

I blinked. “What gave it away?”

She laughed. It was light, free, easy. “The brooding. The way you’re staring out at the street like you’re waiting for inspiration to hit you. And the fact that you’ve been nursing that coffee for an hour.”

I told her, in half-joking, half-melancholy tones, that I was thinking about sailing from Sydney to Jamaica. See if the answers were hiding somewhere in the Pacific. Maybe I'd find purpose. Or get eaten by a shark. Either way at least I’d be doing something worthwhile.

Ashleigh leaned on one  perfect hip and cocked her head, golden curls spilling across her delicate sunkissed shoulders like a waterfall.

“You know,” she said slowly, “I like guys who chase impossible things. But maybe you’ve been looking in the wrong places.”

I smirked. “Got a better idea?”

She shrugged like it was no big deal. “Come to my university. I can pull some strings.”

I laughed. “You’re serious?”

“Dead serious.”

“I’m not a university type. I was smart once, made the dean’s list in my old ivy league place. But I got bored. Dropped out.”

Ashleigh rolled her eyes. “I’m not talking about some boring place with lecture halls and overpriced textbooks. I’m talking about Femtopia University. It’s… different. A cutie like you? Trust me when I say you’d fit in there. No question.”

And just like that, the world tilted on its axis.

It sounded crazy. But honestly? So was everything else I’d done in the past two years. And Ashleigh had this way of making even the wildest thing sound like an invitation you’d regret turning down.

So, of course I said yes.

The next week passed in a blur of train rides, late-night ramen shops, stolen glances, and half-accidental touches. We watched the city lights speed by through windows that reflected her smile and my growing infatuation. She took me to shrines, shops and glittering rooftop cafés. Every day, I wanted to ask her what really made this “Femtopia” place so special.

Every night, I chickened out.

But it didn’t matter. I was already following her.

And for the first time in forever, I didn’t feel quite so lost.


Chapter 2: A Fingerjob and a Whistle

Ashleigh snored sweetly on the seat beside me, her head nestled into the crook of my shoulder, warm through the cotton of my T-shirt. Her golden curls spilled over my chest, soft and shimmering in the afternoon sun filtering through the ferry’s windows. With each rise and fall of the boat on the waves, her breath shifted against my neck, and her breasts—oh god, her breasts—strained harder and harder against her tight, low-cut crop top.

Her top was white and barely hanging on, a stretched little thing with pink seams and a plunging neckline, and every time the boat rocked just right, I could see the heaven of pink areola slipping into view, teasing the edge of her bra. It was maddening. My cock throbbed hot and urgent against the inside of my jeans, and the only thing stopping me from leaning down and kissing her nipple through the cotton was sheer willpower.

Instead, I took a sip of my blue raspberry slushie, hoping the ice would cool more than just my mouth.

“Big cocks,” Ashleigh muttered in her sleep. “Too many to take at once…”

Then she jerked upright, blinking the sleep from her eyes with a half-smile on her plump, glossy lips. She moved too fast.

Agh!

Startled, I flinched, and my hand squeezed the slushie too hard. Ice-cold syrupy liquid shot straight into my lap, soaking my jeans in a sticky blue flood that made my teeth chatter.

“Oh my god, I’m such a bimbo,” Ashleigh gasped, jumping to her feet. Her tits nearly spilled free completely. “Come on, sweetie, let’s get you cleaned up.”

Before I could protest, she grabbed my wrist and pulled me toward the bathroom. Her backpack jingled with every bounce of her hips.

The door clicked shut behind us, and she locked it with a flick.

“Let’s dry you up first,” she said, grabbing an armful of paper towels. She knelt in front of me and began dabbing at my crotch. I burned with embarrassment as I felt my cock stirring under the wet denim. It wasn’t even that warm in the room, but the heat of her hands and the intimacy of the moment had blood rushing to all the wrong places.

“This isn’t working,” she muttered, frowning. “Okay, sweetie—pants off. Underwear too.”

“What?” I blinked. “But I lost my luggage, I don’t have anything else to change into. I’ll be—naked.”

“Aww, is little sweetie shy?” she said with a smirk. “Okay, if it makes you feel better…”

With a little flourish, she undid the buckle of her shiny hotpants, shimmying them down over her wide, grabbable hips. I stared, slack-jawed. Her thong was pink and tiny and shimmered with rhinestones. The word “DADDY” was printed right across the front in glitter letters.

“Want a twirl?” she teased. Before I could answer, she spun, her ass cheeks bouncing either side of what was basically decorative floss. “I showed you mine, now return the favour, big boy.”

I grinned. I was certain this was the hottest foreplay of my life.

I shucked my jeans and expected… I don’t know. A blush. A breathless kiss. Her dropping to her knees, mouth open.

What I got was laughter.

Ashleigh pointed at my cock, fully erect. “Oh my god, is that it?” she giggled, dropping into a squat from laughing too hard. “Are you serious?”

My face went crimson. “It’s cold,” I muttered. “And it’s not that small.”

“Oh, honey…” she gasped, trying to stop laughing. “Let me see.”

Nervously, I pulled down my boxers.

“Oh my gosh, it’s like my pinky finger but smaller!” she said gleefully. “Can I touch it?”

I nodded, cheeks burning, desperate for anything.

Her fingers—soft, warm, dangerously delicate—wrapped around my pulsing shaft. I shivered. It was electric. The seam of my cock pressed into her palm like it was made to be there.

“I’d only need two fingers to jerk this little shrimpy off,” she giggled. And to prove it, she removed all but two fingers, pressing her red-painted tips into my length.

“Want me to jerk it?” she asked softly. “Just a bit?”

I nodded frantically.

“What was that?” she teased, squeezing harder.

“Please, Ashleigh,” I begged. “Please jerk it.”

“Okay,” she chirped. “But only one finger. I don’t think you’d need more than that anyway.”

She began swirling just her fingertip around the swollen, glistening head of my cock.

“Oh, you like that, don’t you, little dick?”

I moaned. I didn’t even care about the humiliation. I nodded.

“Maybe I don’t even need a finger,” she whispered, voice low and breathy as her finger teased the underside of my cock. “Maybe I could just…”

She puckered her lips, and for a second, I thought she was going to suck me off. I braced for waves of pleasure to crash against me.

But instead—she blew.

A single, cheeky little whistle of cool air.

That was it. Mortifyingly, that was all it took.

My cock spasmed, and I came. Hard. Pathetically. The orgasm was ruined before it even began. I groaned in horror as my cock shot a weak, dribbling arc onto her sandals.

“Oh my god,” Ashleigh squealed, half-hysterical, half-disgusted. “You just spurted your sad little cummies on my new sandals! Eww, I can feel it between my toes!”

“I—I’m sorry,” I mumbled, cum still leaking down my leg.

“Quick, before it stains,” she said, holding her foot up. “Clean my feet.”

I reached for paper towels.

“No, idiot. That’ll never work. Use your tongue.”

“What?!”

“That’s the only way to get all of it,” she said with a playful grin. “You wanted your little fingerjob—now deal with the consequences.”

I nodded. “Right.”

I dropped to my hands and knees.

Her toes were perfect—painted cherry red, still glistening with my shame. I leaned in and licked. Salty, sweet, musky. I groaned in humiliation and arousal.

“That tickles,” she giggled. “Don’t stop.”

I slurped up my own cum from her feet like the desperate bitch I clearly was.

When she finally said, “Okay, they’re clean,” I stood up, trembling.

My cock was still hard.

“Do you… want to take this further?” I whispered. “I’m good to go again.”

She doubled over. “Ew, no,” she cackled. “Besides, we need to clean you up before we get to the university.”

She unzipped her backpack and grinned. “Let’s see what I’ve got that’ll fit you.”


Chapter 3: I can’t wear a skirt. Can I?

Ashleigh pulled a wrinkled black duffel bag out of her backpack and unzipped it with a flourish. “Okay, sweetie, we need to get you out of those crusty boy clothes, they’re ruined after that spill with the slushie.”

I tried to hide my still-hard cock behind the edge of the sink. “What do you mean?”

She produced two identical leather skirts, one bubblegum pink, one deep cherry red. Both short enough to get me arrested.

“Cute, right? I had them custom made in Tokyo. After all that hiking this summer, my ass has never looked juicier, and I want the world to know.”

She wiggled her hips as punctuation, then held the skirts up to my waist. “We’re about the same build, lucky you. What one do you want?”

I stared like she’d just offered me a glass of bleach. “Ashleigh… that’s a skirt.”

“I know,” she beamed. “And it’s one damn fine skirt. I’m giving you the good stuff.”

“No, I mean… I can’t wear a skirt. I’m a boy.”

She giggled, and my stomach twisted with how much I wanted her approval. “Sorry, but come on—with that little cocklet? You’re not really a boy, are you?”

“I—what?”

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of,” she said sweetly. “Some people have cocks. Other people have...”

“Have what?”

“Clits,” she chirped. “People like you. People who have a cute little premature-ejaculating clit.”

“What?!”

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of.” She shrugged, utterly unbothered, reaching idly into her panties and rubbing herself as she talked. “I mean, a real man would’ve thrown me up against that sink and railed me against the mirror. He’d wrap his hand in my hair, choke me just a little, and cum so deep I’d be tasting him for hours.”

My cock jerked.

“I could do that,” I said, voice cracking.

Ashleigh stopped playing with herself, blinking at me. “Sweetie. Your cock couldn’t even reach my asshole through my butt cheeks.”

My mouth went dry. My cock throbbed harder.

“It’s okay,” she said gently. “You have a clit, and you need to embrace it. Right?”

I hesitated. Something in me screamed to say no, to back away, to laugh it off.

But I didn’t want to back away. I didn’t want to laugh. I wanted more.

“I guess,” I whispered.

“Yippee!” she clapped, her tits bouncing with glee. “For that little epiphany, I’ll let you wear the cuter skirt. Bubblegum pink for my bubblegum bimbo.”

I reached for it mutely, but she pulled it back with a sly grin.

“Wait,” she said, leaning forward. “Your dicklet’s still dripping.”

I looked down. She was right. A clear string of cum was drooling from the tip, wetting the inside of my thigh.

“Yeah,” I mumbled. “My cock does that sometimes…”

She frowned. “Your clit, sweetie.”

“Right. Sorry, Ashleigh—my clit drips sometimes afterward.”

She smirked. “I drip in my panties when I cum too. It’s a common girl problem. But I can’t have you ruining my new skirt.”

She bit her lip. “You’ll have to wear my panties.”

My eyes widened. “First a skirt, now panties?”

She tilted her head, eyes sincere for once. “Hey. You don’t have to wear them if you don’t want to. If it feels wrong, just say.”

I opened my mouth to say no. But it didn’t feel wrong. It felt like the adventure I’d been chasing for two years was finally happening—on a ferry, with a girl I barely knew, and the first time anyone had ever really seen me.

“Okay,” I said.

“Okay!” she grinned. “Turn around. I get shy about my pussy when I help boys dress like girls.”

I turned, heart pounding. She knelt behind me, slid the panties up my thighs, tugged them snug over my ass. Her fingers lingered on the string bisecting my ass cheeks.

“These are my favorite pair,” she whispered. “They make your asscheeks look totally fuckable.”

I shivered.

Next came the skirt. She spun me around and pulled the pink leather into place, zipping it carefully. I looked down. My legs were bare. My clit was tucked behind soft fabric. The skirt hugged my hips like it belonged there.

Ashleigh stepped back and clapped. “Oh my god, Sweetie, you’re adorable.”

I blushed. “Shut up.”

“Never,” she teased. “You look like a little tourist-slut who just needs a bubble tea and someone to bend her over the railing.”

I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to do more than kiss her. I wanted her to own me.

But the boat groaned as it slowed, and we both looked out the window. The shoreline had appeared, green and golden in the morning light. A long pier led to a domed white building with flags fluttering above it.

“Welcome to Femtopia,” Ashleigh said.

We disembarked moments later, her in cherry-red leather and heels, me in her panties and a skirt, my clit still twitching with confused arousal.

I was dizzy with it—with the wind under my skirt, the knowledge that my cum was drying against fabric that had touched her pussy.

And, impossibly, I was hard again.

Ashleigh caught me adjusting myself and winked. “You like the skirt, don’t you?”

I nodded.

“Good. You’re gonna love the next part.”


Chapter 4: Femtopia University

The tram ride from the pier was like slipping into another universe—one where the rules of modesty and gender and everything I’d grown up pretending to understand no longer seemed to apply. The sun slanted gold across cobblestone streets and pastel buildings with fluted balconies, every corner bursting with bougainvillea and the soft hum of luxury. Women of every nationality and body type lounged topless at beach cafés, sipping espresso or iced rosé with their breasts bare like it was the most natural thing in the world. Others strolled past us in gauzy sundresses or glossy heels, their nipples outlined and unconcerned, their laughter like wind chimes.

I pressed my thighs together, feeling the air snake up under my borrowed skirt, and tried desperately not to flash the three statuesque women across from us on the tram—each one hotter than the last, with sun-kissed skin, sleepy smiles, and long legs crossed just so.

Ashleigh leaned in close, her voice a velvet whisper. “Is the little clit excited? Or is my sweetie just shy?”

I blushed so hard I thought my ears might catch fire. “Both,” I mumbled, and she giggled, brushing her fingers along my thigh in a way that didn’t help at all.

“Well,” she purred, “if you’re already this worked up, then I think this is going to be the best decision of your life.”

We rattled past two more beaches—one filled with paddleboarders in sequinned bikinis, the other with a volleyball game being played topless—then through a lush park where statues of goddess-like women stood mid-orgasm beneath flowering trees. There was a gym shaped like a shell and a shopping district where mannequins posed in sheer lingerie and platform boots. And finally, through ornate golden gates, we rolled into the heart of FemU.

The campus was a strange, breathtaking patchwork of gothic spires, baroque domes, and modern glass wings—all coexisting in a kind of decadent, sun-drenched harmony. Everything glowed. Everything smelled like sugar and sweat and sea breeze.

At the end of the drive stood a mansion—tall, sprawling, and unmistakably powerful. A palace of submission. “That’s the Dean’s office,” Ashleigh said, her voice suddenly softer, almost reverent.

I glanced at her, nervous. “You okay?”

She bit her glossy pink lip and nodded. “I’ve never brought one back before.”

She took my hand. Her skirt—a deep cherry red twin to mine—clung to her hips like it had been painted on, and every step sent a hypnotic ripple through her ass. “I’m a little nervous.”

“Don’t be,” I said, clutching the hem of my own bubblegum-pink skirt to keep it from fluttering too high. “I’ll do you proud.”

We stepped through the gates, and immediately two stunning women in French maid uniforms dropped to their knees at Ashleigh’s feet. Their outfits were obscenely short, frilly black and pink, with matching pink ball gags nestled between pouty lips. A soft humming sound came from beneath their skirts—something vibrating—and their moans were barely contained. One licked Ashleigh’s shoe. The other rubbed her cheek against her ankle like a cat in heat.

Ashleigh beamed down at them. “It’s a common punishment when girls misbehave,” she said breezily. “Don’t worry—they sign up for it. They love it. Don’t you, sissies?”

“Mmmph!” they moaned in happy agreement.

I followed her inside, dizzy with arousal and confusion and this weird, blossoming sense of home.

We were met in the foyer by a severe-looking maid named Cinderella. She was older than the others, though still drop-dead beautiful, with high cheekbones and silver-blonde hair in a perfect chignon. Her uniform was tighter, more formal, with a collar that looked like it could double as a shock device. She curtseyed low, and as she did, I caught a quick glimpse of something plastic and complicated strapped beneath her petticoats—but it vanished before my brain could process what I’d seen.

“This way, Mistress Ashleigh,” she said with a bow, her voice clipped but polite. “And your… guest.”

She led us down a crimson carpeted hallway lined with portraits—women in thrones, riding crops in hand, sissies kneeling at their feet. I tried not to stare, but my heart was pounding so loudly I thought the maids outside would hear.

Then we were ushered into the Dean’s office.

Dean Jade was a vision of sculpted control. Tall, pale, and sharp as shattered porcelain, she stood behind a marble desk dressed in a high-collared leather corset, sheer black gloves, and crimson lipstick so dark it looked like blood. Her eyes—cool and grey—seemed to read every secret I’d ever had.

“So,” she said, with an accent I couldn’t quite place. “You’re the wanderer.”

I tried to speak and failed.

I did manage a nodd though. That seemed to satisfy the requirement.

She glanced at a folder. “Twenty-one years old. No fixed address. Spent the past two years hopping from city to city, temple to temple, looking for what? Meaning? Ecstasy? Belonging? Which cliché are you, sweetie?”

I blinked. “I guess… all of the above.”

She didn’t smile, but there was a flicker of something amused in her eyes. “And now you’ve come to us. Do you know what FemU is, sweetie?”

I shook my head.

She stepped out from behind the desk and paced slowly toward me, her heels sharp on the tile. “FemU is not a school in the traditional sense. It is a forge. We hand out degrees but that’s hardly why so many women clamour to gain a space with us. No, we sculpt destinies. We take promising young women and hone them into goddesses. And we take broken, hopeful little young men and we…”

She stopped inches from me. Her perfume was heady and expensive and terrifying.

“…and we break them down into something useful.”

I trembled.

“It will not be easy,” she said. “You will cry. You will beg. You will fail time and time again and be punished for it. But if you persevere—if you surrender your mind and body completely to us—you may just find what you’ve been looking for.”

I swallowed hard. “That sounds like… an adventure.”

Dean Jade smiled for the first time. It was devastating. “That’s exactly what we offer.”

She handed me a stack of thick, cream-colored papers bound with a pink ribbon. Consent forms. Pages and pages of them—covering discipline, appearance regulations, emotional conditioning, orgasm control, financial guardianship, medical modifications, and more clauses I couldn’t believe but couldn’t stop reading.

“Sign, of your own free will,” she said simply. “Or leave. We’ll even pay for your ticket.”

It was entirely my choice.

And I signed immediately.

No hesitation. No fear. Just a strange peace, like every road I’d taken had somehow led here.

Dean Jade turned to Ashleigh. “As for you. You show promise. But you have never taken on a sissy before. Do you understand the responsibility?”

Ashleigh nodded solemnly. “Yes, Dean.”

“You will have full power of attorney. You will be expected to train, milk, punish, and feminize him to our standards. You will be evaluated weekly.”

“I understand.”

“You may discipline your sissy at will. But you must also care for her. She is your charge. Your clitpet.”

Ashleigh beamed. “She’s perfect.”

The Dean held out her own set of documents. Ashleigh signed with a flourish, her breasts rising and falling with excitement.

“Then it’s official,” the Dean said. “You are now his Owner, his Mistress, and his guide.”

Ashleigh turned to me, glowing with power. “Told you I’d make this fun.”

Before I could respond, Dean Jade raised a delicate, manicured hand. “One last thing.”

She extended one foot from beneath her desk, revealing a spiked black stiletto.

“Show your respect.”

I dropped to my knees instinctively. Kissed the tip of her shoe. The leather was cool, and I felt myself slip further under the spell of this place.

“You may go,” Dean Jade said, already dismissing me with a wave. “Report to the Sissy Clinic for intake.”

Ashleigh offered me her hand, pulling me up. “Come on, cutie,” she said brightly. “Let’s go get you waxed, caged and tagged.”

My stomach fluttered.

My clit throbbed.

And as we walked back into the sunlight, hand in hand, skirts swaying, I knew—I wasn’t running anymore.

I was exactly where I belonged.


Chapter 5: Caged

Still reeling from the surreal meeting with the Dean—from kissing her boots like a bitch and signing away four years of my life to Ashleigh’s authority—I stumbled through the doors of the FemU Sissy Clinic in a daze, my legs still weak from kneeling, my clit twitching in its lacy cage of borrowed panties.

The clinic looked nothing like the sterile medical offices I’d grown up dreading. No grey walls. No sharp chemical smell. Instead, it gleamed a pastel pink, like a candy shop made for sluts. Glittering chandeliers dangled from the ceiling, casting soft light onto glossy marble floors. White and blush latex curtains fluttered gently in the breeze of hidden fans, and pop music played softly over the speakers—each beat syncing embarrassingly with the pounding in my chest.

Nurses flitted from room to room in skin-tight white and pink latex uniforms so short they were practically belts. They giggled as they worked, teasing each other, adjusting their skirts as they rode up over pert, spankable asses. Their heels—towering pink platforms with heart-shaped buckles—clacked rhythmically against the floor, and every now and then one would bend over to retrieve a clipboard or a dropped pen, flashing smooth thighs and g-strings trimmed with bows. I didn’t know whether to faint or cum.

Ashleigh held my hand like we were on a date.

“Don’t be nervous, sweetie,” she cooed. “The first time is always the hardest. But trust me—you’re gonna love Elkie.”

“Elkie?”

“Doctor Elkie,” Ashleigh said proudly. “She’s a genius.”

We entered an examination room that looked more like a kink dungeon than a medical suite. Padded restraints on the walls. A pink gyno chair with sparkles embedded in the stirrups. Shelves full of plugs, creams, cages, and things I couldn’t even begin to identify. At the center of it all stood Doctor Elkie.

She was tall. Blonde. Swedish, maybe. Dressed in black lace lingerie that barely contained her pillowy tits, a white latex lab coat left unbuttoned, and hot-pink stilettos that clicked dramatically as she turned to face us.

“Välkommen,” she purred, her accent lilting and sexy. “You must be the little stray Ashleigh picked up.”

I swallowed. “I’ve, um, never seen a doctor like you before.”

She laughed, full and rich. “That’s the point. My job is to keep sissies desperate and dripping. I find it improves compliance. Speaking of... strip. Everything off.”

My heart stopped. “Here?”

Elkie raised an eyebrow. “Do you see another room?”

Ashleigh winked at me. “It’s okay, babydoll. I’ll be right here.”

Hands trembling, I stripped off the tiny pink skirt, then the soft white panties still damp with my earlier shame. I stood naked in the middle of the room, desperately trying to hide myself, but Elkie wasn’t having it.

“Hands at your sides. I need to measure your little clit.”

She walked over with a ruler that looked more like a toy, and before I could protest, she crouched in front of me, lifted my cock between two gloved fingers, and made a noise like she’d just found a worm in her salad.

“Oh my,” she said. “We’ve got a real thumbelina situation here.”

Ashleigh giggled. “Told you it was cute.”

Elkie squinted. “Fully erect?”

I nodded, cheeks blazing.

She measured with a theatrical flourish, then announced loudly, “Two-point-nine centimeters. Smaller than a pinkie, that puts it right between categories. Seeing as you’re this sissy’s mistress now, Ashleigh, would you like me to log that under ‘clit’ or ‘cocklet’?”

“Clit,” Ashleigh said with a wondrous smile. “Definitely clit.”

Elkie entered it into a pink crystal tablet and turned back to me with a smirk. “Alright, let’s get you smooth.”

Before I could brace myself, warm wax was being spread across my chest, my legs, my arms, even my ass. Elkie worked efficiently, tugging strip after strip off with little yanks that made me squeak.

“A good sissy,” she said casually, as she ripped a strip from my inner thigh, “is always soft. Always presentable. Some of our girls go in for laser, but I find regular waxings reinforce the dynamic they now exist in. Electing to put yourself through pain just to stay pretty, now that’ll keep you humble.”

I nodded, gulping.

Ashleigh leaned casually against the counter, watching every motion with a delighted gleam in her eye. “Can we do a heart?”

Elkie paused. “For the pubic patch?”

Ashleigh nodded. “A tiny heart. Just above the clit.”

“Of course,” Elkie said, smoothing warm wax across my mound. “We’ll make her adorable.”

“She?” I echoed. “You all keep calling me that.”

“Why are the pretty ones always the dumbest.” Elkie didn’t even look up. “Well, you’re certainly not a he. So unless you prefer ‘it,’ I’m going with she.”

I opened my mouth to argue—but didn’t.

The wax strip came off with a snap. I squealed.

“There,” she said proudly. “Perfect little love heart. Just in time for Valentine’s Day.”

Next came the cages.

Ashleigh was giddy. “Okay,” she said, clapping her hands, and pointed at one of the high up shelves. “I want to try these three.”

Elkie brought out a tray lined with velvet. On it sat three chastity devices, each more intricate than the last.

The first was a gleaming chrome one with thick rosegold bars. “Too generous,” Elkie said, fitting it loosely around my cocklet. “It rattles.”

Ashleigh giggled as I blushed. “She doesn’t need space. She needs a good reminder at all times, that she’s mine. Right, sweetie?”

I nodded. “Anything for you, Ashleigh.”

“Good girl!”

Next was a tiny inverted one that curled my clit inside itself like a collapsing telescope.

“That’s too tight,” I gasped. “I think it’s pinching—”

“Good,” Elkie said.

“Pain is nice and all,” Ashleigh frowned. “But I want frustration, not hospital visits.”

“I’m developing a cream,” Elkie said conversationally. “It shrinks everything. Eventually, we can get you down to a pea-sized nub. Makes locking easier.”

I gasped. “Is it permanent.”

Elkie chuckled. “Of course.”

I spun to stare at Ashleigh, my eyes pleading.

Ashleigh tilted her head. “Mmm, tempting. But I like her just like this. Still tortureable.”

“Very well,” Elkie said with a mild sigh, selecting the third option—a delicate, flower-shaped cage made of soft pink metal petals that enclosed my cocklet in a blushing bloom. It even had a tiny gold lock, shaped like a bow.

Ashleigh sighed dreamily. “That’s the one.”

Elkie clicked it into place and snapped the lock shut.

“There,” she said. “Petal-princess secured.”

Ashleigh held out her hand. Elkie placed the key in her palm.

Ashleigh clipped it to a chain around her neck and let it dangle between her breasts.

“You’ll never see or touch your clit again,” she said sweetly. “Not without my permission. Not without earning it.”

My knees went weak.

“Repeat it,” she said.

“I… I’ll never touch or see my clit again without your permission.”

“Good girl.”

Elkie handed her a small velvet pouch. “Lube. Cleaning swabs. Emergency code to get the spare key from the bank. But if she’s a good little bitch, you’ll never need it.”

Ashleigh took it with a nod. “She won’t be needing it.”

Elkie smiled and patted my testicles-hard. “In that case, welcome to the next chapter of your life, darling.”

I looked down. My clit—what used to be my cock—was encased in metal petals. My skin was hairless and glowing. A tiny heart above my groin marked me like a brand. I felt humiliated, exposed… and impossibly turned on.

Ashleigh ran her fingers through my hair.

“Come on, flower,” she said. “Let’s get you your uniform.”


Chapter 6: A Sissy Uniform

I followed Ashleigh to the clinic’s glass-paneled doorway, my bare, waxed legs trembling with every step, the pre-cum slick insides of my thighs brushing each other awkwardly with each motion. My tiny metal flower cage throbbed with a kind of helpless pressure, the petals clinking softly if I moved too quickly. My skin still stung from the waxing. My nipples tingled. And my thoughts were a fog of shame and arousal.

“Ashleigh…” I said, hesitating. I glanced out the one-way mirror window. The campus beyond the glass was bustling—gorgeous women laughing as they strolled down the sunlit pathways in breezy skirts or sheer tops, sipping iced coffees, chatting animatedly, living their lives like goddesses. “I—I can’t go out there like this.”

I looked down at myself: no clothes, no cover, just my blushing skin, my shaved chest, my heart-shaped pubic tuft, and the cruel pink cage locking up what little remained of my manhood.

Ashleigh smacked her forehead theatrically. “Golly, you’re right,” she gasped, wide-eyed and mocking herself with cheerful bimbo energy. “Jeez, I really can be such a ditz sometimes. Imagine forgetting your sissy’s leash on her first day!”

She disappeared with a playful twirl, leaving me to stew in my panic and exposed erectionlessness. When she returned, she was holding something pink and silky that dangled with ominous weight.

“Hold still,” she said sweetly, crouching and tying it not around my neck, not around my wrist—but around the base of my balls. The satin leash tightened snug, cinching just above my scrotum and under my cage, making the whole area throb immediately.

“There,” she cooed, giving it a light tug. “Perfect. You’ll be nice and swollen by lunch.”

I whimpered.

“Now we can go,” she chirped, straightening and giving the leash a gentle, possessive tug that sent a jolt of humiliation through my whole body.

We stepped out of the clinic and onto the white marble path that cut through the heart of FemU. The sun hit my bare skin immediately, the breeze lifting the hem of my short hospital towel. I was only just technically covered, and I could feel my exposed, caged clit swaying against the soft air. Ashleigh walked with confidence and grace, her heels clacking like a metronome of authority, while I stumbled behind her in bare feet, face crimson, my leash tugging with each step.

Women turned. Looked. Laughed.

“Oh my god, is that a new sissy?”

“Look how pink she is!”

“Where’d she find that one? So skinny. So bald.”

Ashleigh giggled and waved like a pageant queen. “First week!” she called brightly. “Be nice!”

I wanted the ground to swallow me. But my cock—my clit—leaked helplessly in its cage, a smear of fluid already making the petals shimmer.

We reached the storefront soon enough: a gorgeous black-and-pink boutique with swirling calligraphy that read

Sissy Stitch: Uniforms, Corsets, Collars & More.

I gulped.

Inside, the scent of perfume and leather hit me in a wave, heady and disorienting. The room was dimly lit with pink chandeliers and red velvet curtains, and the mannequins wore sheer maid outfits, glitter thigh-highs, sissy sailor suits, and body harnesses with dangling bells.

At the center of it all sat a gothic goddess with enormous tits spilling out of a ripped mesh crop top. Her skin was porcelain, her lips black gloss, and her waist cinched into a corset that could kill a man. One heel was propped on a low stool. Between her thighs knelt a submissive goth sissy, black lipstick smeared, tongue deep in her owner’s pussy, eyes glassy with devotion.

Ashleigh grinned. “Axel!”

The goth domme waved lazily, moaning as the sissy’s tongue did something particularly sinful. “You finally bagged one, huh?” Axel said, voice low and husky. “Good for you, Ashleigh. Took you long enough.”

Ashleigh beamed. “This one followed me home from Tokyo. Isn’t she adorable?”

Axel’s eyes raked over me. “Mm. Not bad. Maybe our girls can have a sissy playdate sometime. I’d love to see yours lick polish off mine’s toes while they’re both plugged and we sip cocktails.”

Ashleigh giggled. “Sounds perfect.”

Without asking, she handed over a slip of paper. “Here’s her measurements.”

Axel nodded and snapped her fingers. The sissy at her feet whimpered, kissed her thigh one last time, then crawled away on hands and knees through a side curtain. Axel stood, stretched luxuriously, and motioned for me to come forward.

“Up on the block, sweetheart,” she said.

I stepped onto a small velvet-covered dais, heart thudding, and held my arms out like a mannequin as Axel moved with surprising gentleness. First came the corset—thick, tight, bubblegum pink with rows of white lace and glitter. She tugged it around my torso, then began lacing it in the back, each pull forcing my posture straighter, my breath shorter.

“You’re lucky,” she murmured, working quickly. “Skinny girls like you corset like a dream.”

I gasped as the last pull cinched my waist in by what felt like inches. My ribs ached. My back arched. My chest puffed forward—and with the added padding inside the cups, I suddenly had cleavage.

“Oh my god, you’re giving her tits,” Ashleigh squealed.

Axel smirked. “Sissy starter boobs. Makes the other girls jealous.”

Next came the panties. They were lace-trimmed, white, and—distressingly—crotchless. Axel bent and slid them up my thighs slowly, her fingers dragging over my skin, making me shiver. When they were in place, the cage peeked through the opening like a caged jewel.

“Crotchless?” I whispered.

Axel winked. “For easy cage access. Don’t get excited, Sissy. Or do. It really doesn’t matter either way.”

Ashleigh was practically bouncing with joy. “She’s so pretty already.”

The stockings were next—sheer pink with garter tops that Axel clipped to loops inside the corset. She rolled each one up my leg slowly, massaging as she went, her long black nails grazing my calves, thighs, hips. Each new piece made me feel prettier. Smaller. More helpless.

Then the skirt. It was tiny. Barely a ruffle. More like the idea of a skirt. Axel zipped it into place, stepped back, and said, “Walk.”

I took a step.

The hem bounced and flipped up immediately, exposing the full curve of my ass and the exposed back of my panties. I squealed and tried to tug it down.

“This shows everything!” I gasped.

Ashleigh grinned. “I know. Isn’t it darling? All the sissies wear them.”

I stood there, flustered, pouting, panting through the corset while my caged clit twitched with every motion. Ashleigh stepped forward and added the final touches: a pink velvet choker, snug around my throat, with a golden bell that chimed when I moved. Then a matching headband with a tiny bow, which she settled gently into my hair.

“There,” she said. “You’re perfect.”

“Just needs shoes,” Axel said, producing a box and lifting out a pair of glittery pink platform heels that had to be six inches high. “She walks in these, or she crawls.”

She knelt, buckled them on, then helped me wobble upright. I felt like a cartoon character—my balance was shot, my clit was aching, my breath shallow, my ass totally exposed, and the bell on my collar jingling with every step.

The curtain behind us suddenly burst open.

“Nancy!” Ashleigh squealed. “Doctor Elkie will spank you pink if she see’s you out of the clinic during work hours!”

A breathless, blonde curly-haired nurse in a too-short medical dress rushed in, her white stockings twisted, clipboard clutched to her heaving tits.

“I’m such a dummy!” she gasped. “I forgot to find you before you left. Dean Jade says your sissy’s supposed to be in Sissy 101 right now!”

“Oh no!” Ashleigh gasped, mock-horrified. “We’re going to be late for her first class!”

Nancy giggled. “Don’t worry—I’ll drive you both.”

“Ugh, Nance, you might be a dumb little sissy, but you’ve got a heart as big as your rack,” Ashleigh turned to me and gave the leash a loving tug. “Come on, cutie. Time for your first lesson.”

I stumbled after her, blushing, bouncing, bell jingling, caged and dolled up and humiliated—and already aching to impress my new teachers.

This was turning into the biggest adventure of my life.


Chapter 7: Sissy 101

The classroom was smaller than I’d expected—more like a seminar room than a lecture hall—with velvet-lined chairs arranged in a semi-circle around a central table. The walls were lined with posters that illustrated things like Buttplug Maintenance and Gag Reflex Desensitization Charts, alongside infographics comparing the effects of different cage styles on leak volume and prostate sensitivity. A wide monitor displayed a looping slideshow of shaved, plugged sissies bent over desks with their cages dripping between their thighs.

At the front of the room stood Lady Saphire, tall and commanding in shimmering white latex. Her gloves stretched past her elbows, her heels were thin enough to stab someone, and her hair was done up in an elegant twist that made her look like a dominatrix queen straight out of a fantasy film. Her skin gleamed like polished obsidian under the lights.

“…and that’s why flat cages are the preferred choice for prolonged wear in tandem with scheduled milkings,” she said, gesturing gracefully toward a 3D model of a locked clitty on the screen behind her.

“Sorry we’re late!” Ashleigh panted as we burst through the door, dragging my leash behind her. “We’ve just arrived back from Tokyo.”

Lady Saphire turned to us, one brow arched. Her lips curled into a slow, knowing smile. “Mmm. Just in time for the demonstration.”

Ashleigh and I both froze.

Saphire gestured to the table at the center of the room. “We were just discussing the importance of milking and keeping a sissy’s hormones properly regulated. Would you two mind assisting with a visual aid?”

Ashleigh beamed. “Not at all.”

I couldn’t even respond. I was already trembling, my breath coming in shallow little gasps, my skirt still swaying from our hasty walk across campus. The eyes of every domme and every sissy in the room turned toward me—hungry, curious, amused.

“Put her on the table,” Saphire said.

Ashleigh led me up front and helped me onto the padded surface, arranging me on my hands and knees. My bell jingled. My cage glinted. My ass was bare and pink and already twitching.

“Sissies, dommes, please gather close,” Saphire announced smoothly. “Let’s get a proper look.”

The chairs squeaked as everyone got up and crowded forward. I heard whispers and giggles, the soft patter of heels, the scuff of platforms. I didn’t dare look up.

Saphire turned and produced a long, heavy object from a drawer. It was a black silicone dildo, thick and curved, with veins so realistic they made me whimper just looking at it.

“If I’d been born a man,” she said with a wry smile, holding it aloft, “this is the cock I would’ve had. I had it modeled to match my idealized phallus, based on computer extrapolation of my facial structure and pelvic bone density. Eight and a half inches. Curved to dominate. Veined for realism. Girthy for submission.”

Someone in the room gasped. A sissy whimpered.

Ashleigh leaned down and kissed my shoulder. “You’re going to do so well,” she whispered. “Be brave for me, okay?”

I nodded.

Saphire stepped behind me, smearing the dildo in warm lube. “Let’s begin the milking demonstration.”

The moment the tip touched my hole, I shuddered. It wasn’t violent—it was slow, steady, insistent. Ashleigh rubbed my back while the dildo slid deeper and deeper, the stretch making me moan like a slut in front of a packed classroom. My cage began to leak almost instantly.

“He’s so drippy,” Ashleigh giggled proudly, watching the pre-cum dribble out through the petal slit of the cage.

Lady Saphire chuckled. “She is an absolute anal slut.”

Another murmur of approval from the crowd.

“Let’s have some variety,” Saphire announced. “Who would like to try?”

Three girls stepped forward, giggling as they each got a turn gently fucking me with Saphire’s dildo under her supervision. One was a petite redhead with a cruel smile. One had a clipboard and lollipop and casually took notes as she moved the toy inside me. The third adjusted her gloves and made me moan so loud my bell jingled from how hard I clenched.

Then Saphire took over again, standing behind Ashleigh. “Your turn, girl,” she said. “Let’s do this together. I’ll handle the milking technique—you control the rhythm.”

Ashleigh took the dildo, eyes wide and sparkling. “Yes, Lady Saphire.”

With gentle guidance, she began to thrust while Saphire cupped and massaged my aching balls, her gloves slippery with lube and pre-cum.

“A countdown is very useful in the beginning,” Saphire said to the class. “It provides psychological structure. Anticipation increases yield.”

Then she slapped my ass, hard.

“On the count of one, you will release your disgusting sissy juice. Understood?”

I nodded frantically, my ass clenching around the dildo.

“Louder.”

“Yes, Lady Saphire! Please let me release my disgusting sissy juice”

Ashleigh kissed my ear. “You’re such a good girl.”

“Ten,” Saphire said smoothly.

“You’re making me so proud,” Ashleigh whispered, thrusting gently.

“Nine.”

“Good girls make cummies when they’re told.”

“Eight.”

“You’re such an anal slut, getting milked in front of all these beautiful women who wouldn’t touch your cock in a million years..”

“Seven.”

“Just a few more thrusts and you’ll be our perfect little drippy doll.”

“Six.”

I moaned, the feeling was all consuming as the dildo fucked my desperate hole and Saphire’s latex clad fingers played with my swollen sad little balls.

“Five.”

“Every sissy here is staring at you,” Ashleigh whispered. “Their cocks are locked and dripping, wishing they were you.”

“Four.”

“You belong here, sweetie. Just like this. Bent over, caged and milked.”

“Three.”

“When I’m finished with you, you’ll never even think of it as your cock ever again. You’ll forget what it feels like hard. You’ll forget what it looks like hard.”

Lady Saphire was grinning. “Two.”

Ashleigh bit my earlobe as the pressure mounted. I was so close as she whispered, “You’re mine.”

“One,” Lady Saphire said. “Make your sissy cummies, tiny clit bitch.”

With a gasp, a sob, a broken little cry, I came—hard and humiliated. The petals of my cage pulsed with the force of it, my clear sissy-cum spurting pathetically into the air, caught neatly by Ashleigh’s waiting soft manicured hand.

“Oh my god, she’s such a good sissy!” she laughed, then turning to the class, said. “Look, everyone! I’ve already taught her a cool trick.”

She held it out—her palm glistening—and turned to me.

“Go on, Sweetie. Just like on the ferry.”

I licked it. Every drop. In front of seventeen women and fifteen sissies. My own cum on my lips, still twitching from the dildo in my ass, every nerve on fire with embarrassment and submission.

“Does this sissy have a name yet?” Lady Saphire asked, dabbing her gloves clean.

Ashleigh nodded proudly. She gave the dildo one last twist and pulled it free with a slick pop that made me gasp and sag forward, dripping and empty and aching for more.

“I’m naming her Sweetie.”

I turned, eyes glassy, face flushed, lips sticky. “I love it, Goddess.”

Ashleigh pulled me into a kiss, deep and sweet and claiming. “I’m so happy I met you.”

“I’m happy too,” I whispered, though my ass was gaping and my clit dribbling down my smooth stockinged thighs, I knew I was exactly where I belonged.

Then the bell rang.

“Alright class,” Lady Saphire called out, her voice cool and commanding over the rustle of latex and heels. “I expect you all to milk your sissies before our next session in the exact same manner. Video submissions by Friday, and I will be grading on posture, precision, and the quality of your sissy’s moans.”

Chairs scraped, skirts were adjusted, and dommes gathered their notes as sissies crawled dutifully behind them. Saphire turned to me with a gloved hand resting on her hip. “You did well today, Sweetie. But your day’s barely begun. You’ve got clit reprogramming with Lady Ruby next—straight over from Nepal. Let me tell you, you do not want to be late for that class. She’ll make you cum with tears.”

Ashleigh tugged my leash gently. “And there’s sissy fashion class, and advanced anal practices,” she said with a little titter, eyes sparkling. “So let’s get going, straighten your skirt, and hustle. You’re leaking.”

I obeyed without hesitation, smoothing my skirt over my twitching, freshly-emptied ass, my cage still wet and throbbing beneath my panties.

After all, I was her sissy.


Book 2: I’m a Goth Sissy?

Teaser

Axel changed everything.

Instead of lounging on the beach, my cock was throbbing uselessly beneath the soft, black satin. I reached to cover myself instinctively, but Axel caught my wrists in both hands.

“You can’t hide how much you love this,” she said, kissing my fingertips gently.

She rose and reached for a box on the nightstand. From it she pulled a delicate choker, made of dark purple velvet and clasped with a heart-shaped lock. At the center was a dangling moon charm, identical to the image on the panties.

“This is yours now,” she said. “It marks you as my property, so I expect you to wear it at all times.”

She clasped it gently around my neck, then stood back, admiring her work. Her round, supple breasts heaving in her cinched corset.

“You look perfect.”

I whimpered.

“Now be a good girl. Sit up straight,” she said, firmer now. “Put your legs together with your hands on your thighs. Don’t forget to arch your slender little back.”

I obeyed.

“You’re going to be my little titty goth girlfriend,” she whispered. “You’re going to spend this week in panties and makeup and whatever else I decide. And you’re going to love it. Aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I breathed, helpless.

Axel kissed me—slow, deep, her hand cupping the back of my head—and when she pulled back, her lips brushed my ear.

“And if you’re very, very good,” she whispered, “I’ll let you fall asleep in my arms, with your cage locked and my legs around your waist.”

I shivered. “Cage?”

“Don’t worry about that just yet. Just know that I’ll take care of you,” she said. “You’re safe here. But you’re not going to be comfortable. Love is never comfortable.”

She took my chin in her hand, tilting it up and took me with a deep passionate kiss.

If I had to be a girl to stay with this Goth Goddess, then I would commit to being the best sissy girlfriend I could be. Anything, if it meant staying together.

But I’m getting ahead of myself.


Chapter 1: The Goth Goddess

The Caribbean sun was doing its best to fry my patience. I leaned against the rail of the resort's dockside bar, one arm draped lazily over a sweating plastic cup of mango slushie, the other clinging to the last threads of my sanity. Behind me, my frat brothers were hollering over ping pong rules and bikini straps, already four drinks in and somehow still getting louder. I didn’t hate them—I just didn’t want to be with them anymore. This trip had cemented that for me.

The resort was gorgeous, sure. The water was the kind of blue that only existed in desktop wallpapers, the air was thick with salt and sugar, and the drinks were bottomless if you smiled at the bartender just right. But it all felt wasted on me. I didn’t come on this trip to get laid or rowdy. I came because I’d been too shy to say no. Because I hadn’t touched another person in months. I was lonely, but I was terrified to make the first move. It's hard being a guy sometimes.

I’d just decided to go back to the room and pretend to nap when I saw her.

She stepped onto the dock like she owned the water. Tall and athletic, with legs that didn’t walk so much as glide, a bubble-goth angel dipped in sex and smudged eyeliner. Her black hair was streaked with violet and shimmered like oil when the sun hit it. She wore fishnets that clung to thighs too perfect to be real, a mesh crop top over some kind of strappy black bra that defied physics, and a pleated skirt so short I could see the curve of her hips from where I stood. Chunky boots with silver buckles clunked softly on the boards. There was a curious look in her eyes that made it look as though she was out shopping for a new outfit.

She saw me before I had the sense to look away.

“Hey,” she said, and her voice was low, friendly, and dangerous. “You look like you wanna be anywhere else.”

I blinked. “I—uh—yeah. That obvious?”

She smiled and stepped closer. Her lips were glossed and dark. “A little. I’m Axel.”

“Hi.” I paused. “I’m—”

“Doesn’t matter yet,” she said with a wink. “I can tell you’re sweet. And shy. And way too cute to be wasting time with guys who think cologne is personality.”

I laughed nervously. “I didn’t really want to come. They’re not really my… vibe.”

Axel tilted her head, appraising me with eyes that looked violet in the sun. “So what is your vibe, cutie?”

I looked down at my plain sneakers, my wrinkled tank top, the faint outline of my half-hard dick pushing against the mesh lining of my swim trunks. “Honestly? I don’t even know.”

She stepped even closer, so close I could smell her perfume—vanilla and ash and something like melted sugar. “Then maybe it’s time to try something new.”

I swallowed. “Like what?”

She grinned. “Like getting on my boat.”

I should have asked more questions. I should have thought it true. But when she held out her hand, I took it without hesitation. She was beautiful, and I was happy not to be the one making the first move for once.

The boat was a sleek little private thing with plush white seats and a cooler full of hard iced teas. She cast off like she’d done it a thousand times, steering us out into the deeper water with the practiced ease of a rich girl with secrets.

“You ever been to Femtopia University?” she asked over her shoulder as the wind picked up.

I shook my head, clutching the rail. “No. I’ve heard of it though, obviously. That’s that all-girls place, right?”

Axel laughed, throaty and slow. “Something like that. But they make exceptions. Sometimes. For the right girl.”

I looked around. “But I’m not—”

She held up a hand. “Shhh. Not yet.”

We drifted for a while, music low, sun warm. She talked about music—metal, mostly—and old horror movies and how much she hated boring boys. As a self-professed movie buff and metal head, it was basically heaven.

Eventually, she looked at me like I was something to unwrap.

“You ever worn fishnets?” Axel asked suddenly.

I blinked. “What? No.”

Axel reached into the seat beside her and pulled out a pair—black, soft, patterned with spiderwebs. “Try these. Humor me.”

I laughed. “Are you serious?”

“Deadly,” she purred, leaning closer. “They’d look so good on you. All that pale skin and those long legs. Just pull them on under your shorts. I wanna see.”

It felt like a joke. But I was lonely. And she was beautiful. And when I slipped into the cabin and slid them up my legs, a part of me burned with forbidden arousal. As I emerged, her eyes lit up like a fuse had been lit.

“God,” she whispered. “You’re hot.”

She kissed me before I could say anything. Just leaned over the seats, cupped the back of my neck, and kissed me like I was hers already. I gasped, and she deepened it, tongue teasing mine, lip gloss sticky against my mouth.

Her hand slid down. Into my lap. Past the waistband of my trunks.

“You’re hard,” she murmured, her palm pressing gently against me, cage still a distant threat. “You really like being pretty for me, huh?”

I whimpered.

She kissed my neck, my ear, her breath hot. “I bet you’ve never had your dick sucked in fishnets.”

I shook my head.

She smiled, pulled my shorts down just enough to free my aching cock, and slid her mouth over it with slow, devastating grace.

The boat rocked gently. The world blurred. The fishnets clung to my thighs. Her tongue was a miracle. Her lips were hungry and warm. She sucked me slow and sweet, moaning around me, one hand gently massaging my balls while her other stayed wrapped around my wrist.

I tried to hold out, I did. But I’d never felt anything like it.

When I came, it was with a sharp cry and a shudder that left me boneless. She caught it all, licked her lips, and squeezed my cheeks with a satisfied smirk.

“Good boy,” she whispered.

I was still panting when she leaned in and kissed me again, slow and filthy, my own cum swimming into my wanting mouth. It felt so wrong, so right. Even though I had just cum, I don’t think I had ever been harder.”

“Now,” she said, stroking my cheek, “how do you feel about spending the next week with me?”

I blinked, unable to believe my good fortune. “What? Really?”

Axel tilted her head. “Of course. I’m inviting you, aren’t I. I want a cute little partner to keep me company during reading week. Just one week. We sneak you in, and I promise to treat you like a princess.”

I hesitated. My heart was thudding. I could still taste her lip gloss.

“I—I-yeah,” I whispered. “I think I want that.”

Axel grinned like she’d just won a prize.

“Perfect,” she said, pulling me into her lap, her hand sliding under my fishnet-clad thigh. “But as you know, Femtopia University is an all-girls college. If you’re going to stay, we’re going to need to make some changes. Big ones. Okay, sweetie?”

“Whatever I need to do to stay with you,” I smiled. “I’ll do it happily.”

Axel bit her plump black lip. “Oh, princess, we’re going to make you so pretty.”

And just like that, I wasn’t on frat vacation anymore.

I was on hers.


Chapter 2: The Rules of Femtopia

The island shimmered in the late afternoon light, all silver palms and soft pink sky, the air heavy with the scent of frangipani and sea salt. Axel didn’t rush as she led me inland along a narrow stone path, winding past low, dark dorm buildings cloaked in vines and the occasional statue of a stern-looking domme carved in black granite, standing with her heel on a kneeling figure whose face was smooth and blank and beautiful. I didn’t know what I was walking into. But I knew I didn’t want to turn back.

She walked with a quiet sort of certainty—boots scuffing the stone, violet-black hair bouncing softly at her shoulders, one hand loosely holding mine, the other spinning a little silver key on a chain around her fingers like a toy. There was no one else around, but the stillness wasn’t empty. It felt watched. Held. Like the whole island was listening.

“We’re not going through the main gate,” Axel murmured. “That’s for real students. But I have my ways. And you—” she turned her head, smiling softly at me—“you’re mine for the week, which means the rules bend for us.”

I swallowed. “And the rules are…?”

She stopped in front of a side door, half-covered by creeping ivy, and turned to face me fully. Her expression was sweet and calm and devastating.

“Rule one,” she said, her thumb stroking gently across my palm, “is no boys.”

I blinked.

“You are not a boy on Femtopia grounds. Not even a little bit. I cannot overstate this, Princess, but there are no boys here. Only girls, and sissies. That’s it! If you want to stay—and I want you to stay—you agree to that.”

My cheeks burned. I looked down, then nodded.

“Rule two,” she said, voice still gentle, “is that you wear what I give you. No debate. If I say it’s time for lipstick, you ask which shade. If I say open, you spread. If I hand you panties, you thank me. It’s all to stop you from getting caught.”

“O-okay,” I whispered.

She smiled. “Good girl.”

Then she pushed open the door.

Her dorm room was dim and dreamlike, lit by strings of purple lights that hung from the ceiling like spiderwebs. The windows were wide, but heavy blackout curtains had been pulled across them, casting the whole room in a violet haze. There was a small desk, cluttered with makeup and candles and spiked collars. A tall wardrobe with fishnets hanging out the edge. And the bed—wide, low, draped in crushed velvet sheets the color of a bruise. It smelled like roses and cloves and something warm and skin-sweet.

“Sit,” she said softly, motioning to the edge of the bed. “Shoes off.”

I obeyed. I kicked off my sneakers, heart thudding in my chest.

“Shirt too,” she added.

I hesitated, then pulled my shirt off over my head. The air inside her room felt cool on my skin, but it was nothing compared to the warmth rising from somewhere deep inside me.

Axel opened her wardrobe and sorted through a drawer with practiced fingers. She took her time. Hummed to herself. And then pulled something out with the reverence of someone unsheathing a holy object.

The panties were black satin—but not just black. A shimmering, dark-oil sheen ran through the fabric, catching the light like ink in water. They were cut low, with a wide lacy waistband dyed a deep plum, so soft it seemed to float in her hand. The lace was embroidered with tiny silver bats, barely visible unless you were close enough to whisper. Across the back, in delicate violet script, it read: Property of a Goth Mommy.

But the real centerpiece was the front.

There, stitched into the satin was a silver moon, the same image as was tattooed on Axel’s wrist. A smooth bulge with a satin seam that curved down like a smile, built to cradle something small and useless. It wasn’t boyish in the least, totally divorced from anything I’ve ever worn. I should have had no interest in them. But when Axel held them out, I got instantly and completely rock hard.

“These,” Axel said, kneeling in front of me, “were made for pretty pets with shy little clitties. They don’t cover much. But that’s the point.”

She held them open.

“Step in.”

I did.

She slid them up slowly—over my calves, over my knees, smoothing them up my thighs, the fabric warm from her hands. She adjusted the pouch with impossible delicacy, cupping me through the satin, arranging me until my cock was held snugly in place, outlined, defined, and utterly mocked.

“There,” she said. “Look at you.”

I glanced down.

My cock was throbbing—uselessly—beneath the soft, black satin. I reached to cover myself, instinctively, but Axel caught my wrists in both hands.

“No hiding,” she said, kissing my fingertips.

She rose and reached for something else—a box on the nightstand. From it she pulled a delicate choker, made of dark purple velvet and clasped with a heart-shaped lock. At the center was a dangling moon charm, identical to the image on the panties.

“This is yours now,” she said. “It marks you as my property, so I expect you to wear it at all times.”

She clasped it gently around my neck, then stood back, admiring her work.

“You look perfect.”

I whimpered.

“Sit up straight,” she said, firmer now. “Legs together. Hands on your thighs. Back arched.”

I obeyed.

“You’re going to be my little titty goth girlfriend,” she whispered. “You’re going to spend this week in panties and makeup and whatever else I decide. And you’re going to love it. Aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I breathed, helpless.

Axel kissed me—slow, deep, her hand cupping the back of my head—and when she pulled back, her lips brushed my ear.

“And if you’re very, very good,” she whispered, “I’ll let you fall asleep in my arms, with your cage locked and my legs around your waist.”

I shivered. “Cage?”

“Don’t worry about that just yet. I’ll take care of you,” she said. “You’re safe here. But you’re not going to be comfortable. Love is never comfortable.”

She took my chin in her hand, tilting it up.

“You’re going to ache. You’re going to leak. You’re going to blush so hard you cry. And you’re going to thank me for every second. But if you want out at any moment just say ‘Frat Boy’ and we’ll have you home asap.”

I nodded, trembling.

“Good girl.”

She turned away, then paused.

“Oh—and rule three?”

I looked up.

“No cumming. No matter what. Not until I say. You can leak. You can whimper. You can beg. But you stay in those panties, and you stay denied.”

She smiled.

“I brought a cage for you. But I think we’ll have to wait until tomorrow. Because you’re not on any official register I’m going to have to call in a favour with my friend Nancy at the Sissy Clinic.”

“Sissy Clinic?” I gulped.

Axel giggled and sat beside me, pulled me into her lap, and ran her fingers through my hair tenderly.

“You’re doing so well already,” she whispered. “I’m proud of you.”

And for the first time in years, I felt like I belonged.

Like I was good.

Even if I had a shameful little tent in my gothy panties and a belly full of butterflies, I was hers.

And I didn’t want to be anywhere else.


Chapter 3: Nancy the Sissy Maker

It was the next morning when Axel woke me with a kiss on the collarbone and a whispered, “Time to get pretty.”

I was already hard beneath the satin panties, of course—aching and soaked from a night spent curled against her chest with my leg thrown over her hips and her fingers resting between my thighs. She hadn’t touched me, not really. Just let her breath warm the side of my neck while she whispered how good I looked, how sweet I smelled, how much she wanted to keep me like this forever.

With a borrowed black bathrobe, I followed her through Femtopia’s winding back paths, the panties clinging wetly to me with every step. We passed girls in impossibly short latex nurse uniforms, tiny pink dresses, and tight gymwear, collars flashing in the morning light, some of them dragging tiny pink suitcases or walking with plugs bulging beneath their shorts like it was just part of the dress code. I felt… wrong. I didn’t belong here. Not really.

Did I?

But Axel squeezed my hand and smiled at me without a word. And I believed her when she led me up the steps of a soft-pink brick building with gold-lettered doors that read:

Femtopia Sissy Clinic

Inside, everything was padded and perfumed. The light was gold and kind. Plush velvet benches lined the walls, and the air smelled like melted sugar and rosewater and whatever magic makes you feel like you don’t have to flinch when someone sees you in a woman’s underwear. A pair of sissies were kneeling in the corner on fluffy mats, licking each other’s cages clean while a tall domme painted her nails and occasionally flicked one of them with her crop for being “sloppy.” Jesus, this place was intense.

And then—there she was.

“Nancy!” Axel called cheerfully. “You free?”

From behind a beaded curtain drifted the floatiest, flounciest thing I’d ever seen: platinum curls pulled into bouncy pigtails, glossy pink lips pursed around a lollipop, and a white nurse’s minidress that shimmered with holographic hearts when it caught the light. She had ballet-pink platform heels, a heart-shaped name tag that said Nancy – Certified Cage Tech, and a glimmering bell on her collar that chimed with every hyper-exaggerated sway of her hips.

“Ohmigosh, hi Axel!” she squealed, hurrying forward and giving my new girlfriend a hug that mashed their chests together shamelessly. “It’s been like foreverrr.”

Then she turned to me, eyes wide, tongue flicking against her candy.

“Oh, and who’s this cutie? You didn’t tell me you’re sneaking in a vacation girlfriend!”

My face went red instantly. Nancy leaned down, placed one finger beneath my chin, and tilted my head up until our eyes met.

“You’re gonna be trouble,” she giggled. “I can already tell. You’ve got that guilty little drip-drip-drip energy.”

Axel grinned. “He’s mine for the week. She’s totally new and absolutely no training, so this has to be off the books, okay?”

Nancy bounced. “Omigod yes! I love first timers.” She looked back at me and winked. “Don’t worry, I’m like… super gentle. Mostly.”

Axel gave me a kiss on the cheek and whispered, “I’ll be right back, baby,” before slipping through a staff door labeled Mistress Elkie: Consult Only.

And I was left alone. With Nancy.

“Okay,” she said, clapping. “Off with the shorts, sweetie. Lemme see what I’m working with.”

I hesitated. She raised a sculpted brow.

“A girl doesn’t hide her shame from her nurse,” she said, voice sugary sweet but firm. “Now scoot.”

I peeled off my mesh shorts, cheeks hot. My cock was pressing visibly through the satin—pitiful and twitching. Nancy purred.

“Awwww,” she cooed. “You’ve got the tiniest tent I’ve ever seen.”

I started to cover myself, and she smacked my hand gently. “Nuh-uh. Let Nurse Nancy admire your clitty. That’s rule number one.”

She knelt down and pressed her cheek lightly to my inner thigh, inspecting me like a jeweler appraising a flawed but precious gem.

“You’re already leaking, and we haven’t even picked your lipstick yet,” she said, peeling the satin panties down in one smooth motion. “Axel’s gonna have her hands full with you.”

I whimpered as the cool air touched my cock.

Nancy set the panties aside with a little tut and opened a drawer in the mirrored station beside her. Out came a gleaming plastic tray filled with cages—black and pink, metal and silicone, some shaped like little flowers, others like abstract, humiliating art.

“Now let’s see,” she said, humming. “Do we go micro or nano?”

I choked. “There’s a nano?”

Nancy giggled. “You’d look so adorbs in a nano. But I think you’ll leak too much, and those are harder to clean.”

She finally selected one—sleek, flat black, shaped like a heart, with tiny cutouts that looked like bat wings along the sides. She held it up like a prize.

“This one’s new,” she whispered. “Just got it last week. Seals tight, doesn’t chafe, and it has these tiny spikes that remind you to be a soft, pretty girl at all times.”

She fitted me like she’d done it a thousand times, her gloved hands surprisingly clinical. She pulled me soft, placed me inside, arranged the cage, clicked the lock through, and snapped the heart-shaped charm closed.

Click.

I shuddered.

“There,” she said, standing. “All locked up and helpless.”

My cock pulsed uselessly behind the bars. I whimpered.

“Oh my god you’re blushing so hard,” she laughed. “You’re such a little perv. It’s adorable.”

She ruffled my hair and handed me a lolly from her cleavage. “Suck. It helps with the nerves.”

And just like that, I was caged.

●                     

After that, it was makeover time.

Nancy led me into a padded chair in front of a huge mirror framed in soft pink lightbulbs. I stared at myself—small, shy, bare except for the cage and the necklace Axel gave me. Nancy draped a satiny cape around my shoulders and ran her fingers through my hair.

“We’re going full flat0-chested-, tiny-titty, badass, sissy goth girlfriend, huh?” she said. “Mm. Love it.”

She washed and dried and flat-ironed my hair, then teased it out with gentle waves and sprayed it with a black cherry-scented mist. Then came makeup: primer, highlighter, violet glitter shadows that shimmered when I blinked, thick mascara, dramatic winged liner, and a glossy black lipstick that made my lips look full and kissable and sinful.

She pierced my ears with little silver bats. She gave me a spider-charm anklet. She painted my fingernails matte black and added tiny white pentagrams with a stamping tool while humming along to a pop remix of Death Ship playing in the background.

And finally, the dress.

It was a black mesh babydoll with velvet trim and tiny straps that crossed over my flat chest like ribbons on a corset. The skirt was short—so short it barely skimmed the tops of my thighs—and when Nancy pulled it down over me, she gasped.

“Oh no,” she said with mock horror.

I looked down.

There was a trail of precum dripping down my thighs. A tiny, ridiculous spurt of humiliation that wouldn’t stop leaking from my silly little cage.

“I—I'm sorry,” I said, mortified.

Nancy clapped both hands over her mouth and squealed. “You’re such a slut already!”

I covered myself. “I didn’t mean to—”

“Honey,” she said, “you’re wearing a goth babydoll dress with no panties and a cage. You don’t get to mean or not mean to leak. You just leak. It’s what sissies do.”

She handed me a pair of white thigh-high stockings and some boots with coffin-shaped buckles.

“Put those on, and then I’ll call your girlfriend. I think she’s gonna be so proud of her spooky little tramp.”

●                     

Axel entered the room five minutes later and didn’t say a word. She just looked at me—standing there in my dress, cage pushing out, cheeks burning—and walked over to take my hand.

“Spin,” she said softly.

I turned slowly.

She ran a hand up my thigh, stopping just short of my cage, and whispered, “You’re perfect.”

I felt my heart shudder.

Nancy giggled and blew me a kiss. “Take good care of her, Axel. That cage is gonna sing tomorrow.”

Axel grinned. “Oh, I know. Thanks for all the help, Nance! I owe you a caged orgasm.”

And then she led me out the door, her hand wrapped around my waist, whispering promises into my ear.

“Wait,” I gasped, squeezing Axel’s hand. “Nancy’s a sissy too?”

Axel laughed. “Of course she is! Why? Do you want to ask her for pointers on how to leak less in your cute whittle cage?”

I blushed. Thought as the pressure intensified, I began to think that wouldn’t have been such a bad idea.


Chapter 4: The Buzzing Girl in the Lingerie Shop
 

After a wonderful evening of teasing, being shaved from head to toe, eating popcorn, and watching classic movies, I awoke to find Axel already dressed.

“We’re going to get you some more close, Princess,” Axel chirped, fixing her black eyeliner. “My girlfriend deserves the very best and the very sluttiest money can buy. Quick, get dressed!”

I just nodded and slipped into the velvet black micro skirt she laid out for me on her bed, the hem so short I could feel the breeze brush the backs of my thighs every time I moved. Beneath it: a black thong covered in tiny little skulls with a string that barely covered my asshole. Beneath that, there was only smooth skin and the heart-shaped cage she’d locked me in the day before, still snug, still dripping every time she looked at me too long.

“Today’s about attitude,” Axel said, looping a silver chain around her neck and slipping into a pair of crushed velvet platforms with silver coffin charms dangling from the ankles. “I want to see my little goth girlfriend pout and preen and try things on like she knows she’s the cutest slut in the store.”

She handed me a lollipop and kissed my forehead.

“Be sweet. Or I buzz you.”

I didn’t even know what that meant, forgetting all about it when we were in the car, halfway down the winding tree-lined road into the Femtopia shopping district. Axel parked in front of a sleek black boutique with window displays of spike collars, corsets strung with velvet ribbon, and mannequins in mesh cutouts that didn’t even pretend to cover anything.

Inside, the air was dark and warm and smelled like leather polish and rose lotion. The lights were dim, the floors velvet-padded. Soft music pulsed low through the walls—something industrial and sensual, like the sound of a whip softened by perfume.

She led me past the chokers and pasties and harnesses straight to the changing stalls. No mirrors. No privacy. Just black curtains with silver tassels and a circular dais beneath a warm spotlight.

“Strip,” she said, sweet as syrup. “And bend over.”

I obeyed, trembling. She dropped to her knees behind me, her fingers cool as they spread my ass. I gasped. Her breath was soft against my skin.

“New rule,” she whispered. “This week, I want to know where you are at all times. And when you’re trying things on, I want you to know how good you look. So…”

There was a slick sound. Cold lube. Something round pressing against my entrance.

“This plug buzzes when I want you to move.”

It slid in slowly, stretching me open, then popping into place. I moaned, gripping the curtain for balance. The stem pressed perfectly against the inside of my cage. I could feel the pressure.

“And shocks when you don’t.”

Click. A soft hum. A vibration like a whisper passed through me, gentle but impossible to ignore. It buzzed once. I yelped.

“Now stand up straight,” Axel said, looping the remote onto her belt and tossing me a dress. “And show me how pretty you can be.”

●                     

The first outfit was a blood-red mesh slip that hung off one shoulder and clung to my hips like it was hungry. My cage made a tiny little bump beneath the fabric, clearly visible. I stepped out from behind the curtain and posed, one leg forward, hips tilted.

Shock.

I jolted, moaned, and adjusted my stance.

“Arch your back,” Axel called sweetly. “A good girlfriend would stick her ass out.”

I scrambled to obey, pathetically sticking my ass out like a complete whore and smiling like a dumb bimbo. Anything to make my new girlfriend happy.

“Better,” Axel said, tapping the remote, sending a wave of pleasure coursing through my crushed clit.

Next came a black velvet teddy with cutouts that framed my flat chest and split open just above the cage. Trying to please her, I spun slowly, looked over my shoulder, gave her a pouty little whimper.

Shock.

“A little more attitude,” she said.

So I giggled. Blew her a kiss. Bent forward slightly, hands on my knees.

The kind buzzing began to fill my tiny cage and I moaned as precum trilled from my imprisoned clit.

“See? Good girls get praised.”

She handed me jewelry—silver moon rings, a spiderweb waist chain that jingled across my hips, a bat-shaped harness that pushed my tiny chest together like I had something to show off.

Each time I changed, I had to perform. Step onto the platform. Pose like I loved the humiliation. Like I was proud to be hers. If I hesitated, the shocks came sharp and electric through my ass, never cruel, never angry—but relentless.

“I’m not doing this to punish you,” Axel whispered as she straightened the straps of a deep-v lace chemise that ended just above my cage. “I’m doing it to help you become the girl I know you are. I want you to look in the mirror and believe you deserve every pair of panties in this store.”

I nodded, blinking through tears.

She cupped my cage, thumb rubbing the slickness at the tip.

“You’re doing so good,” she whispered. “So, so good.”

Long story short, we bought everything. Axel had the staff pack up five bags of outfits, each one more humiliating than the last. She kissed my cheek as I tried not to squirm under the weight of the buzzing plug still seated firmly inside me.

Then she drove us to the green.

Femtopia Green wasn’t a park, not really. It was a wide circular stretch of manicured lawn where girls lounged on picnic blankets and strutted in heels and latex under the sun. Speakers hung from every lamppost, and you could stream your own music if you had access. Axel did.

She chose a mix of darkwave, synthpop, and heavy metal. She played it loud.

“Down,” she said softly, sitting on a stone bench beneath a copper statue of a domme with a boot on a man’s neck. “Knees. Now.”

I knelt in front of her, the hem of my skirt blowing in the breeze, cage damp and twitching, plug buzzing every few seconds in lazy pulses. Axel crossed one leg over the other and adjusted her boots—thigh-high black leather, matte and clean, with steel buckles and heels that could kill.

“Worship,” she said simply.

And I did.

I bent forward and kissed the top of her boot, lips trembling. Then again, lower. Then again, slower. She watched me, one hand resting casually on her thigh, the other holding the remote.

“Don’t hesitate. Show me what a good girlfriend does for her Mistress.”

I moaned softly and licked. The leather was warm from the sun. Tasted like polish and dust and her. I kissed the zipper. Sucked the tip of the toe. Ran my tongue along the edge where boot met skin.

Axel uncrossed her legs and set both feet flat on the grass.

Then she leaned back.

“Shoes off.”

I didn’t question it. I unlaced her boots, pulled them off with reverent care, and set them neatly beside me.

She wore black fishnets and tiny toe rings. Her feet were flawless—arched, pale, and perfect, with black-polished toenails that glinted in the light. She flexed them slowly, spreading her toes.

“Good girls kiss feet.”

So I did.

I kissed the top of her foot, then the arch, then lower. I licked between her toes. She moaned softly, grinding her free heel against my chest.

“Now the other.”

I obeyed.

When I hesitated again—just a second—the buzz came sharp and immediate, and I cried out softly into the arch of her foot.

“Don’t whine,” she said. “Just try harder.”

I kissed harder. Licked deeper. Let the humiliation soak into me as her sweat coated my tongue.

By the time I looked up, a few girls were watching. A domme in heels sipping iced tea. A blonde sissy in a corset, her own cage visibly twitching beneath her ruffled skirt.

I didn’t care.

Axel brushed her toes against my lips, then cupped my chin with one hand and made me look her in the eye.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “My wet little girlfriend, everyone watching with your buttplug buzzing as you worship a superior woman. Are you happy?”

“So happy,” I moaned, still on my knees, my ass and cage exposed to the gathering crowd of jeering goddesses and blushing sissies.

“You’re leaking for me, aren’t you?”

I nodded, panting. “Y-yes, Mistress.”

She tapped the cage with a toe. It felt like magic.

“Good Girl.”


Chapter 5: The Belle of the Ball

The night was alive before we even reached the theatre building.

Axel tugged me through Femtopia’s moonlit campus like it belonged to her—like she belonged to the night itself. Her black corset dress shimmered with threads of violet, and the heavy platform boots she wore clicked authoritatively on the cobblestones. The leash she clipped to my collar swayed lightly between us, and the plug deep in my ass pulsed with each step, as if counting down to something I wasn’t ready for but couldn’t escape.

Every girl we passed seemed to know her. Some waved lazily, others stared openly, possessively, with amusement or envy or quiet recognition. But none of them looked at me. Not properly. For that I was grateful.

Axel stopped in front of the doors. They pulsed with bass from within, stained glass glowing in shades of plum and rose.

“Ready?” she asked, her voice soft, but unrelenting.

I nodded, barely.

Axel kissed my forehead. “Good girl.”

Inside, the air hit me like steam. The space had once been a grand theatre, but now every surface was drenched in sensuality. Chandeliers made from melted stilettos and tangled lingerie swayed above the dancefloor, where girls in corsets, capes, and sheer skirts danced atop cages or rode sissies like ponies. Velvet curtains framed the stage, drawn back to reveal an enormous, heart-shaped bed surrounded by ropes, swings, and benches—each occupied. Some moaned. Some whimpered. Some just knelt, eyes wide, waiting.

A girl I recognized—Nancy, the bubbly nurse sissy from the clinic—bounced up and down with a tray of pastel shots, wearing nothing but a leather harness and a nurse’s cap, her flat chastity cage leaking down her thighs. She caught sight of Axel and beamed.

“I told them to save a spot up front for you,” Nancy said, then turned and winked at me. “Cute plug.”

I flushed crimson. Axel laughed and pulled me toward the stage.

It was already beginning.

Axel explained what I was watching.

Liza stood at the edge of the chaise lounge, holding a crop and glancing down at her trembling pet, Lollissia, who was already bent forward over the cushioned arm, panties pooled around her ankles. Her cage shimmered in the light, pink and tight and glistening. The strap-on Aliza wore looked thick and mean and deliciously black.

I couldn’t look away.

“I want you to watch,” Axel whispered, pressing herself against my back, arms around my waist, hands stroking the lace where my panties used to be. “I want you to feel it in your cage. Feel what happens when you witness sissies who know how to beg.”

Aliza didn’t warm her up. She lined herself up and shoved in with brutal elegance. Allissia cried out, a high-pitched gasp that dissolved into a moan that filled the whole room. Applause broke out like it was a performance, and I suppose that’s exactly what it was. The crop cracked. Liza’s hips snapped forward again.

And my plug buzzed with pleasure.

I nearly buckled. Axel caught me, grinning, and reached under my dress to flick the base of the plug, sending another jolt through my core.

“You want that, don’t you?” she murmured. “You want to be taken like that. In front of everyone. In a pretty dress and heels and your cage dripping.”

“I—I don’t know,” I stammered.

Axel sucked in a breath like it physically hurt her how cute I was when I squirmed. “I think you do.”

She tugged me toward the stage, walking me past the crowd. Every step made the plug thrum in time with the music, every heartbeat synced with embarrassment, arousal, dread, delight. A spotlight found us. I flinched.

“Up,” she said.

I hesitated.

Her voice didn’t rise, but it hardened. “Now.”

I stepped onto the stage.

Gasps. Laughter. A few whistles.

Axel stepped beside me and whispered, “Strip for me.”

I obeyed.

The dress slid down my shoulders. The mesh top peeled from my chest. I stood in just my fishnets, collar, boots, and cage. My whole body trembled. The plug buzzed again, longer now, constant. A soft moan escaped before I could stop it.

“Pose,” Axel said.

I tried. One hand on my hip. Head tilted. One boot popped forward. I felt like I was on fire.

“Smile, baby,” Axel purred. “Be proud of that little cage. Let them see what a good girl looks like.”

I smiled. Or something like it. My lips trembled too much to tell.

“Good girl.”

She kissed me then, full and slow, claiming my mouth in front of everyone. My knees nearly gave. When she broke it, she turned to the crowd.

“This one’s mine,” she said into the mic. “You can look. But don’t you dare touch.”

She sat on the throne behind me. Snapped her fingers. I dropped to my knees.

“Worship.”

I crawled forward and began kissing her boots, one slow, reverent press at a time. The rubber was still warm from her walk. The scent of her leather mingled with sweat and perfume. The crowd faded. The music blurred. There was only her and the heat and the buzzing between my legs.

She reached down and stroked my hair.

“That’s it, baby,” she whispered. “That’s all I want. A sweet, obedient goth sissy at my feet.”

I kissed higher. Her ankle. Her shin. The top of her boot. She lifted her boot, offering me the dirty underside of her heels.

“Be a good lil titty goth girlfriend.”

I hesitated for half a breath, then leaned in and licked a slow line up and down her dirty shoes, savouring the eyes of the audience and the pride in my new Mistress’s eyes.

And I kept licking.

I felt the trickle down my thigh before I even realized I was leaking. The cage trembled. My whole body ached.

Axel looked down at me, eyes glowing with mischief and pride. “You’re dripping, baby.”

“I’m sorry—”

“Don’t be,” she said, threading her fingers through my hair. “That’s what good girls do when they know who owns them.”

The music surged and Axel laughed and kissed me with her entire being.

And I wasn’t even close to cumming.


Chapter 6: Humiliated and Loving it

I don’t know how long we stayed at the party.

At some point, the spotlight drifted away. The music slowed. Allissia was carried offstage in Aliza’s arms, her cheeks tear-streaked, her cage still glistening. Girls danced in loops, sissies were massaged or milked or simply curled up asleep with their heads in a domme’s lap. Nancy winked at me again before vanishing into a velvet-curtained side room with a pair of giddy redheads and a tray of glimmering pastel strapons.

And I was still kneeling at Axel’s feet.

She stroked my hair lazily as I kissed her boots, slower now, not from instruction but from need. My lips ached. My thighs were soaked. The plug inside me had stopped buzzing, but its ghost lingered in every nerve. And when she finally stood and pulled me up with a soft tug of the leash, I stumbled forward like a fawn just learning how to walk.

She smiled. Her voice was low, secretive, like the air between lovers under blankets. “Come. I want you somewhere quiet.”

I followed without question.

Out into the cool night, through twisting garden paths slick with dew, past silent fountains and glowing dorm windows where silhouettes danced on walls. She led me by leash and hand and the heat of her presence, and I followed her through the edge of the campus and into the woods beyond—past the shimmer of the last fairy lights and into wild, tangled dark.

The trees were tall and close, their branches bowing in soft arcs overhead. Moss lined the trunks. Ferns brushed against my calves. I could still feel the beat of the music in my bones, but here it was muffled, distant, like a memory already being claimed by the forest.

And then I saw it—orange flicker through the trees.

A bonfire.

It crackled in a small clearing, the flames high and hungry. No one else was there. Just logs arranged in a circle. A blanket folded on the moss. A bottle of something dark. Axel turned to me, eyes wide and soft, her goth lip gloss smeared from earlier kisses, her cheeks pink from wine and smoke.

“You’ve done so well for me, baby,” she murmured. “You’ve earned something.”

“What—what is it?” I asked, voice barely audible over the fire.

She stepped closer. Her hands found my hips. She kissed me slowly, then pulled me down by the collar until I was kneeling again, this time on damp moss, the fire warming one side of my face, the earth cold beneath my knees.

“I want you to worship me properly now,” she said. “Not boots. Not heels. Me.”

My breath caught.

She hiked up her dress—layer after layer of mesh and satin, until her thighs were bare and her panties were gone and the sweet, dizzying scent of her filled the air between us like incense.

“Hands behind your back.”

I obeyed.

She stepped one leg over my shoulder, straddling me with her thighs pressed to my ears. The fire lit her skin like gold. She was soaked. I could see it. I could smell it. My cage pulsed so hard it hurt.

She rested one boot behind my head and pushed me forward. “Now. Use your mouth, sweetheart. Show me how much you love being mine.”

I whimpered.

And I began.

Her folds were slick and warm, already glistening for me. I kissed them first, slow, reverent kisses like prayer. Then licked gently, experimentally, until she gasped and tightened her thighs around my face. Her taste was sweet and sharp, like wine and metal and the wild tang of desire. My tongue moved in slow figure-eights, circling her clit, teasing it, then pressing flat against it, until she moaned and rolled her hips forward.

“Just like that,” she breathed. “Don’t stop.”

I didn’t.

The fire roared beside us, casting shadows across her body as she ground against my mouth. My arms trembled from holding still, but I wouldn’t dare move. Her thighs squeezed my head like a vice. I could barely breathe. My nose was buried in her, my mouth open wide, tongue flicking and lapping and learning her body with desperate reverence.

“Good girl,” she groaned, fingers in my hair, grinding now with real need. “God, you’re such a good little slut.”

I moaned into her. The vibrations made her buck.

She was close. I could feel it. Her thighs shook. Her voice broke. The fire danced behind her like a demon’s halo, and her hands clutched at my collar like she wanted to choke me and kiss me at the same time.

“Don’t you dare stop,” she gasped.

I didn’t.

When she came, it was like a storm breaking open. She cried out, head thrown back, boots digging into the moss, her entire body trembling against my face. I licked her through it. Tasted every spasm. My cage throbbed so hard I thought I might faint. I leaked onto the ground, helplessly, unable to do anything else but kneel there and drink in the moment.

When she finally pulled away, she collapsed onto the blanket beside the fire, panting, her skin glowing with sweat and triumph. I stayed where I was, still on my knees, tongue out, eyes dazed.

“Come here,” she said gently, pulling me into her lap.

She kissed me again. Slowly. Deeply. Her tongue tasted herself on mine.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered. “My perfect little goth girl.”

I pressed my face into her neck. She stroked my hair.

We sat like that for a long time, wrapped together in the scent of fire and sex and moss, the stars wheeling overhead. My cage ached. My thighs were wet. My plug buzzed once—just once—as if to remind me who I was now.

And I didn’t want to be anywhere else.


Chapter 7: I’m a Sissy Goth Girlfriend

We woke tangled on the blanket, the fire long since turned to embers.

Her arms were around me, her breath warm on the back of my neck, one thigh hooked casually between mine. The plug was still inside me, resting quiet but impossibly present. My cage was sticky with leaked arousal and morning dew. Her fingers traced slow circles on my stomach, and I didn’t dare move—I just lay there and let the moment hold me.

“I dreamt about you,” she whispered, her voice raspy and low.

I turned, blinking against the light.

“You were in a glass box,” she said, smiling, kissing the tip of my nose. “Pretty and trembling and all mine.”

I flushed. “Was I… happy?”

She nodded. “You were smiling. Even when I locked the box shut.”

We lay like that for a while, kissing, whispering, watching the sun filter through the trees. My whole body ached in the most perfect way. I was sore, wet, filthy, and vibrating from the inside out.

Eventually she stood and stretched, her tits pressing up under the gauzy mesh of her dress, her thighs catching the light like silk. She looked like a forest nymph dipped in sex and eyeliner, barefoot now, her boots dangling from her fingers.

“Come on,” she said. “One more surprise.”

She led me out of the woods, still naked except for the collar, the cage, the plug, and the leash. I followed, half-dazed, heart pounding.

We returned to her dorm—our dorm—sneaking in through the side entrance. The hall was empty. Early still. Girls were sleeping off last night’s parties, sprawled out across beanbags and faux-fur throws. I saw Nancy curled up on the hallway rug like a kitten in her harness, snoring softly.

Inside the room, Axel lit incense. She lit a few candles. She turned on her speaker and let music trickle in—slow, sensual metal layered with female moans. Then she turned to me, eyes glowing.

“Strip the last of it off, baby.”

I hesitated.

She stepped forward, gently resting her hand on the cage. “You trust me, don’t you?”

I nodded.

“Then take it all off.”

With shaking fingers, I reached back and slowly pulled out the plug. I gasped as it left me, trembling, hole twitching. She took it from me, kissed my forehead, and set it gently in a velvet-lined box.

Then she knelt and unlocked my cage.

The second it came off, my cock twitched, leaking again already, but not fully hard—just drippy, sensitive, aching. She didn’t let me touch it. She didn’t even let me look down.

“Lie back,” she said, voice soft but final.

I obeyed, lowering myself onto her bed, the sheets cool against my skin, my limbs splayed open and desperate.

She undressed slowly.

She peeled her dress off one shoulder at a time, revealing black mesh over bare nipples, silver chains resting between her breasts. The skirt slid to the floor. Then she reached into her drawer and pulled out the strap-on—deep black, double-ended, gleaming.

I whimpered.

“You’re going to ride it,” she said, crawling up between my legs. “You’re going to ride me until you’re a mess, and then I’m going to fuck you until you leak through the sheets.”

She lubed the toy, guiding the smaller end inside herself with a practiced shiver. Then she looped the harness and adjusted the straps until it sat perfectly, the thick end pointing at me, glistening.

“Do you want it?” she asked.

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Say it properly.”

“I want you to fuck my sissy hole, Axel. Please.”

She kissed me, deep and claiming, then positioned herself between my thighs and pressed the tip of the toy against my rim. My legs shook.

“Breathe,” she said.

I did.

She entered me slowly. Inch by inch. My mouth fell open. I gasped, moaned, trembled. Her cock filled me in waves, stretching me, pressing into that deep, aching place no one had ever reached before. My hands clutched the sheets. My cock twitched, soft and useless, already leaking again.

When she bottomed out, she bent low and whispered, “You’re my sissy goth girlfriend now.”

I moaned, louder this time.

“I’m your goth domme,” she said. “And you’re my soft, desperate, whimpering little sissy goth girlfriend.”

She pulled out slowly. Pushed back in. The toy ground against her clit with every thrust, and I could feel her shuddering above me.

She started fucking me in earnest, hips rolling, cock plunging deep over and over, slow at first and then faster, as my body opened for her, adjusted to her, needed her. I writhed beneath her, tears welling in my eyes, not from pain but from the overwhelming rightness of it.

Axel reached for the wand.

She didn’t ask. She pressed it directly to the base of my cock.

I screamed in pleasure.

The vibrations ran through my entire lower half, shaking me from inside my ass to the tip of my leaking cage-free cock. I couldn’t even get hard. I could only leak and twitch and gasp as she fucked me harder and faster, her thighs clapping against mine, her nails clawing into my hips.

“You feel that?” she whispered, voice ragged. “You’re such a good sissy that you’re not even hard. But you’re mine. You’re gonna cum just from this. Just from me.”

I nodded frantically, sobbing with pleasure.

She turned the wand up.

My whole body arched off the bed. I clutched at the sheets. My pathetic soft cock pulsed—soft, twitching, drooling.

And then it happened.

I came.

I came without being hard, without touching myself, without even thinking. I cried out her name, shaking and sobbing, leaking onto the sheets in pathetic spurts that soaked her thighs and my stomach and the mattress beneath us. My asshole clenched around her strap. My mouth was open in a perfect, ruined moan.

Axel slowed, then stopped, holding me, her cock still buried deep inside.

When the shaking passed, she pulled me into her arms, kissed my forehead, and wiped my tears away.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “That’s what being mine feels like.”

I collapsed against her chest.

Loved.

Claimed.

Rewired.

Her fingers stroked my hair until I fell asleep in her arms.


Chapter 8: Epilogue

It was late afternoon when I pressed send on the email.

The acceptance was official. The credit transfer is confirmed. The old frat boy, the old major, the old life—it was over. I was transferring to Femtopia University, effective immediately. The message to my old school was short, polite, and final: I won’t be returning.

I didn’t feel fear. I didn’t even feel nervous.

I felt… right.

I turned to Axel, who was lounging on her bed in a fishnet bodysuit and black lipstick so dark it looked purple in the shadows. She was sketching me, legs spread, her bare breasts pressed tight under mesh, and her strap-on already affixed like it was part of her skin. The dildo glistened faintly with lube. She looked up when she saw me watching and smiled, lazy and wolfish.

“Did you do it?” she asked.

I nodded.

She produced a cherry vape, took a long drag, and passed it to me. “Say it out loud, baby.”

I inhaled, coughed, giggled, and said, “I’m transferring. I’m going to be with you. For real. Forever.”

She purred, setting the vape aside. “That’s my girl.”

I crawled to her without even thinking, dressed in nothing but a black mesh crop top and matching fishnets, the new custom cage she’d chosen for me snug and glittery pink, a tiny heart-shaped charm swinging from the base that read GOTH SLUT. My cheeks were painted. My lips were black. My ass was always gloriously sore. But my soul—that sissy little thing was glowing.

Axel kissed me hard.

“You have no idea how happy that makes me,” she whispered against my lips. “My own shy little goth girlfriend. Forever.”

I beamed.

She fucked me then with her perfect strapon, putting me in my place with her slow, grinding, loud humping until my cage leaked so much the sheets were damp and her thighs were slick with sweat and the song looped again and again. And when I looked at her, pupils blown with lust and lips swollen from kissing, I didn’t see just a domme.

I saw my future.


Book 3: The Sissy Clinic

Teaser….In the Sissy Clinic

I thought I was transferring to a different Med School, not enrolling in a Sissy Clinic.

But now here I am, strapped down, with the two sexiest women I have ever set eyes on, prepping me under Doctor Elkie’s strict orders.

The worst part? I had signed up for all of it.

And I was beginning to crave even more.

Trixie kissed my cheek, marking me with her cherry-red lipstick.

“Don’t worry sissy, the pain is the best part!”

The wax was warm and sensual, but the removal?

Absolutely brutal.

Missy, not to be outdone, lowered herself to my navel, brushing my belly with her lips before sliding the needle with a soft pinch through my bellybutton and attaching a dangling charm—a little pink heart that swung just above my achingly ignored untouched cock.

I whimpered.

‘Embarrassed?’ Trixie whispered, cupping my swollen balls.

‘Nope, this little slut is loving every second,’ Missy corrected, licking the head of my leaking pathetic cock. ‘He loves it. His little clitty is soaked.’”


Chapter 1: Transferred to Doctor Elkie’s Care

It was October 3rd on the day I transferred to Femtopia University. I had no idea what I was getting myself into as I walked the grounds with my eyes as wide as a forest doe’s. I had never been overly confident; at my old university I was a final-year med student, top of every class, on track to take the medical world by storm.

But I had been bored. Back home, I was relatively invisible, and my luck with girls was non-existent. So, I kept to myself, studied hard, and mostly avoided sex…no the only person touching my dick on a regular basis was me. I needed a change.

When I got the option to transfer to Femtopia's School of Medical School I took it without a second thought. Sure, I mean, it had a reputation….but how crazy could it be? I’d read the disclaimers three times. “Progressive,” they said. “Experimental.” Words like integration of identity with medical training and discipline-based healing. I was desperate enough to shake things up that I managed to convince myself it sounded legit.

The student housing didn’t help.

Tucked away at the corner of the campus, the “Free-Range Accommodations” was designed like a Scandinavian dollhouse. Pastels, velvet chairs, and gold-accented chandeliers. The walls were soft pink. The scent of lavender and leather hung faintly in the air.

My jaw was halfway open when she appeared.

“Room 4B?” she asked, scanning a tablet with gloved fingers. Her voice was smooth, clipped, and professional. She didn’t bother to introduce herself.

Elkie Andersdotter. The my roommate.

Elkie stood at least six feet tall—lean, statuesque, and beauteously intimidating. Her white coat was tailored perfectly, and beneath it she wore a tight black crop-top, showing off ample breasts, taut stomach, and narrow waist. Her skin was pale, and her platinum hair was pulled into a stern ponytail. Her presence was clinical, cold, and absolutely terrifying.

“That’s me,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

Elkie didn’t smile. “You’ll be staying under my care with all the other trainee-nurses. As a med transfer, I’ll be expecting you to adjust quickly to the protocol. I’ll oversee your rotation schedule, conduct performance evaluations, and monitor your... hygiene.”

I blinked. “Hygiene?”

“Physical and sexual,” Elkie said plainly, already walking. “Come.”

She didn’t wait. I scrambled to follow, dragging my suitcase behind me like a deer in headlights.

Elkie walked me through the complex like she was leading a surgical tour. “There’s the mock examination room. You’ll be conducting practice intakes by week three. Note the anatomical models—full-spec, with gender variance options.”

I nodded, swallowing hard.

“Communal showers are at the end of the west hall. Yes, they’re co-ed. We value anatomy knowledge greatly at Femtopia University.”

I nearly tripped over my own feet. I’d get to see naked girls every time I showered? I was practically drooling at the thought!

Finally, we arrived at our shared suite. Inside, she tapped her thumb against the door panel, and it clicked open.

“Your room,” Elkie said, gesturing without ceremony.

I stepped inside and promptly forgot how to breathe.

It was pink. Not subtle pink. Violently pink. Bubblegum curtains, heart-shaped pillows, glitter-stamped bedding with little nurse hats printed in a repeating pattern. A vanity with a lighted mirror sat against one wall, flanked by a towering shoe rack. Not a single pair was flat.

“I, uh…” I turned to her. “Is this—mine?”

“Yes,” she said. “The decor is standard for trainees. It promotes compliance, creativity, and it’s cute as hell. All medically relevant.”

My cheeks burned. “But I’m not—”

“You’re here, aren’t you?”

Elkie turned and left.

For a while, I just stood there, stunned. I unpacked slowly, setting my textbooks beside a lace garter someone had left on the shelf. There was a full-length mirror on the closet door. I caught sight of myself—flushed, sweating slightly, already half-hard in my slacks—and turned away.

Later, I made my way to the common area. It was quiet, the sun glowing through gauzy curtains. I sank into a velvet couch, turned on the immense TV, and opened the streaming options.

There was a tab labeled “Educational Femdom.” I stared at it for a long moment.

Just one episode, I told myself. I was curious. Besides, Elkie had left it out, maybe this was the kind of thing they studied here?

An onscreen title read: The Locked Nurse: From Cock to Clit.

The screen buzzed as the Femtopia logo flitted on screen.

In a small clinic, a dominant woman who looked like a slightly younger version of Elkie wore a sheer latex apron and wielded a stethoscope like a riding crop. The submissive was slim and pretty for a boy. Twitching and whimpering, he had his pathetic cage wired to a shock device labeled “Compliance Monitor.”

On reflex, my hand slipped into my pants.

I told myself it was just idle playing. I wasn’t actually into this kind of thing, was I?

But the humiliation of the sub on screen as he was turned from man to sissy. I couldn’t deny it’s effect on me.

“You’ll thank me for your denial,” the domme on-screen whispered, pressing a paddle to the boy’s pinkened thighs. “A clitty like this has no business being treated like a cock.”

As she said that, I came quietly, biting my fist.

But I came too hard.

I fell asleep with my pants around my ankles, the screen still glowing with the image of a teary-eyed sissy being fitted for a smaller cage.


Chapter 2: Caught and Humiliated

“What in the name of God are you doing?”




The voice shattered the quiet like a popped balloon.

I jolted upright, heart pounding, vision blurry from sleep and shame. My laptop was still glowing on the ottoman, looping a paused frame of the domme pressing her stiletto into the whimpering sissy’s cage. The image flickered against the dark room—and against Elkie, who stood above me, backlit like some vengeful goddess of discipline and hygiene.

She was in her lab coat. Fully dressed and immaculate. Not a single platinum strand of her tight bun out of place.

Meanwhile, I was naked. Fully. Not to mention drenched in my own pathetic cum.

My stomach twisted. My thighs were sticky. My cock—what little there was—was soft, glistening, twitching in a pathetic after-spasm of climax.

“Doctor Andersdotter, I—I didn’t hear you come in—” I scrambled to cover myself with a cushion, as if that would make any difference now.

Her arms crossed slowly. Her eyes moved down, cataloguing the scene like a coroner reviewing a body.

“This is unacceptable.”

“I—I’m sorry,” I stammered. “It was a mistake, I wasn’t thinking, I just—”

“This is my clinic suite. My home. My rules.” Her voice was ice. “Do you think I completed two postdoctoral residencies to come home to find a half-erect trainee ejaculating on my velvet divan?”

I wanted to vanish into the floor. Tears pricked the corners of my eyes.

“Please,” I whispered, “I’ll do anything. I don’t want to get expelled. Please.”

Her expression shifted. Not softer—colder, more focused. Like something had clicked into place behind her eyes.

“Anything?” she repeated, stepping forward. Her heels tapped deliberately on the polished wood floor. “You say you’ll do anything, but you don’t even understand what that means.”

“I—I mean it,” I said, gulping.

She stopped in front of me, towering over my crumpled form on the couch. Slowly, she peeled off one glove with a wet snap and tossed it aside.

“I never wanted a boy assistant,” she said, slipping a gloved finger under my chin and lifting it until I was forced to meet her gaze. “I wanted a girl. And failing that… something in between. Something I could refine.”

My cock, traitorous as ever, twitched.

She looked down and actually scoffed.

“That?” Elkie said flatly. “That’s what caused all this mess?”

My face flamed.

Elkie let loose a low chuckle. “Pathetic. Absolutely medically insignificant.”

She moved with practiced precision now—clinical, controlled. She pulled a small measuring tape from her coat pocket and crouched down like she was inspecting a specimen. The air was cold on my naked skin. I bit my lip, humiliated beyond words, as she wrapped the tape around the base of my soft shaft.

“Girth: 2.3 centimeters. Length: four-point-one when semi-erect. That’s below the minimum medical threshold for adult penile functionality in every country on earth. I could do a case study on your sad little clit and probably fund my research for years to come!”

She stood back up, peeling her glove off with a snap and dropping it into a waste bin. Her bare fingertip—cool and steady—began to tap gently against my now-quivering cock.

Tap. Tap. Tap.

I jumped to attention. So demeaning, but it felt so damn good.

“Even stimulus-response is exaggerated,” she said, almost to herself. “Hyper-reactive. Poor stamina. Inappropriate arousal triggers.”

She kept tapping, almost lazily. Like she was testing a reflex. Tap. Tap. Tap.

I whimpered. Oh god, please, help me hold it together.

“Wait,” Elkie beamed. “Are you going to-”

Then, with a final tap, I came again. My whole body convulsed with the suddenness of it, a single pitiful spurt landing right on her palm.

There was a long silence.

“Disgusting,” she said flatly. “Utterly revolting.”

I began to wilt. “I didn’t mean to—”

“Silence.”

She raised her slick hand, turned it so the light glinted off the viscous mess, and held it in front of my mouth.

“You made it,” Elkie said. “Now clean it.”

I hesitated for half a breath too long.

Her eyes narrowed.

With trembling lips, I leaned forward and slowly began to lick her palm clean.

The shame… the heat… it was unbearable and addicting all at once. Her skin was smooth and cold beneath the salt of my own release. I swallowed everything. Every last ounce of cum. All for this Nordic Goddess towering over me.

“Good,” Elkie said at last, retracting her hand and wiping it dry with a sterilized cloth from her pocket. “Now get dressed. Not in that. You won’t be needing your boy clothes anymore.”

“I—I don’t have anything else,” I said helplessly.

“You will,” she replied coolly. “We’re going to my clinic. Immediately. If you’re going to stay here, we’re making changes.”

She walked to the door without waiting for a response.

“Medical integrity demands transformation,” Elkie said over her shoulder. “You’re no longer a med student. You’re a project.”

I swallowed, my whole mouth tasting of my own humiliating cum.

“But first,” Elkie said, breaking her professional demeanor for half a second. “I’m going to introduce to to Trixie and Missy!”


Chapter 3-The Sissy Clinic

The clinic wasn’t what I expected.

It wasn’t even really a clinic.

Where I’d imagined harsh lights, clinical metal surfaces, and the quiet coldness of a medical facility, what I was led into instead felt more like a cross between a vintage beauty parlour, a high-end fetish spa, and the most sinister little dollhouse imaginable. Everything was pink. Not the soft, tasteful blush of department store makeup counters, but a deeper, wetter pink—the pink of tongues and anal toys, latex and blushing cheeks. The walls shimmered slightly under the warm, diffuse lighting, and the air smelled of vanilla, cherry antiseptic, and something floral I couldn’t name. It made my mouth water.

And then I saw the nurses.

They weren’t just women. They were visions. Living, breathing fantasies molded into crisp, form-fitting latex uniforms in immaculate white, trimmed with pastel candy colors—Trixie’s in mint green, Missy’s in soft baby pink—both of which clung to their bodies like second skins. The dresses ended so scandalously high on their thighs that the tops of their glossy stockings were on full display, and every time they moved, the latex squeaked just slightly, and I could see a flash of their tiny lace thongs.

Trixie was all glamour and edge, with platinum blonde curls twisted into a perfect vintage updo, lips painted a sinful red, lashes thick and winged to hell. She looked like she belonged on the hood of a 1950s Cadillac, or tied to a cross, smirking.

Missy, by contrast, was darker and softer on the surface, with long, midnight-black hair that fell in a sleek ponytail down her back, glossy pink lips, and an air of mischief that was far more dangerous than Trixie’s theatrical menace. Her smile was all sweetness until you looked too closely and saw the sadism hiding just behind her teeth.

“Well well,” Trixie purred, as I was brought into the reception area like a stray lamb. “Is this our new patient?”

“Doctor Elkie’s new project,” Missy corrected with a giggle that sent a shiver down my spine. “Oh, he’s trembling already. Isn’t that adorable?”

They didn’t take my hand so much as claim my arms, each slipping one around me as if I were already theirs, leading me deeper into the clinic with the practiced elegance of women who knew how to walk in six-inch heels and own every inch of the floor they touched. I couldn’t tell whether I was being escorted or paraded, but I stumbled along with the stunned, aching obedience of someone who had no choice and didn’t want one.

We stopped at a pair of ornate double doors, glossy white and embossed in pink script: CONSENT & COMPLIANCE — NO BOYS BEYOND THIS POINT.

Missy opened them with a dramatic flourish, the scent of sugar and submission spilling out like perfume.

“Welcome to your intake, sweetie,” she said.

The room beyond was quieter, softer, but somehow even more overwhelming. The walls were upholstered in pale pink padding, like the inside of a jewelry box, and in the center of the room stood a low, padded bench beside a vanity covered in instruments, bottles, brushes, and tools I couldn’t identify but that all gleamed in the light like weapons meant for pleasure—or punishment.

Trixie took the clipboard from a shelf and handed it to me with a glittery pink pen. “Time to be a big girl and sign your life away.”

At the top of the page, written in bold cursive, were the words: Consent to Sissification, Obedience Training, and Public Use. The list beneath it was exhaustive and horrifying and erotic in the extreme: body modification, identity restructuring, orgasm denial, public nudity, oral servitude, forced feminization, humiliation therapy, and—far down the list—“symbolic renunciation of masculinity through ritual hair and cage treatments.”

I couldn’t stop reading.

“Initial at the bottom like a good sissy bitch. Come on, I can see your little clit twitch,” Missy said sweetly, brushing her fingers along the waistband of my pants. “You can’t say you weren’t warned.”

With a trembling hand, I signed. I didn’t hesitate nearly as long as I should have.

“Good sissy,” Trixie whispered.

And then they began.

My clothes were stripped away with clinical detachment, folded and discarded like evidence. I was led to the bench, gently pushed down onto the padded surface and strapped at the ankles, wrists, and waist, my body stretched open and helpless beneath their careful, attentive hands.

Missy warmed the wax while Trixie inspected my body, her nails grazing my thighs, her eyes flicking with mock curiosity from my nipples to my belly to the pathetic little bulgefully erect cock.

“A little bigger than I expected,” she said dryly, “but not by much.”

“I like his nipples,” Missy chimed in. “So pink and sensitive. We should do something with them later.”

The wax was warm and sensual but the removal? Absolutely brutal. I gasped with each rip as they slowly, systematically erased every inch of hair from my body—legs, chest, arms, even my ass. My hole burned with the sting of the final strip, and Trixie giggled as she rubbed cooling cream into the bare skin.

“Much better,” she said. “Smooth is feminine. Smooth is good. All good sissy nurses are smooth”

Then came the hair.

Missy clipped away what little I had while Trixie held up a swatch book. “What shade screams housewife-slut?” she mused, tapping a painted nail against her lip.

“This one,” Missy said, pointing to a color called Vintage Doll Blonde.

I said nothing as they extended, preened, and dyed my hair, massaging it in while telling me how pretty I’d look with curls and ribbons and a head full of bimbo thoughts. I tried to hide the way my cock twitched at their words, but I was dripping precum by the time they rinsed me out and began to blow dry the waves into place.

While my hair dried, they did my nails: soft pink on my fingers, glittery polish on my toes, the kind of perfect little pedicure that made my legs look longer, smoother, sluttier.

“You’ll be Elkie’s finest sissy yet!” Missy squeaked.

“Now let’s get you pierced,” Trixie said gleefully. “After all, what's a girl without her jewelry?”

Trixie marked my earlobes carefully and pierced them with delicate gold hoops that sparkled under the overhead light. “You’ll wear pink gems for your birthstone,” she said with authority, ignoring my protest that it wasn’t actually my birth month. “Pink suits your soul better.”

Missy, not to be outdone, lowered herself to my navel, brushing my belly with her lips before sliding the needle through and attaching a dangling charm—a little golden heart that swung just above my achingly hard cock.

I whimpered. They noticed.

“Embarrassed?” Trixie whispered, cupping my swollen balls.

“Aroused,” Missy corrected, licking the head of my leaking pathetic cock. “He loves it. His little cocklet is soaked.”

And I couldn’t deny it.

My nipples were hard. My thighs were clenched. My face was flushed with humiliation.

And I had never felt more seen.


Chapter 4-Finishing Touches

I was still strapped to the padded bench, my skin flushed and tingling, every inch of my body betraying me with heat and need. The scent of wax and perfume clung to my smooth legs, the soft waves of my freshly dyed blonde hair brushed against my shoulders, and my cage—oh, my poor, aching little cage—sat proudly on display between my legs, glistening with need and humiliation.

Missy and Trixie were circling me now, like artists admiring their canvas, murmuring small notes to one another as they adjusted the lights, smoothed out wrinkles in the pink towel beneath me, and dabbed just a touch more gloss to my lips.

“His eyes are perfect when he’s like this,” Missy said, brushing a stray hair from my cheek. “All big and dumb and desperate.”

“And look at how the blush rises up his chest,” Trixie murmured. “That’s the color of surrender. We should capture this.”

I blinked, dazed. “C-capture…?”

Trixie didn’t answer. She simply retrieved a vintage instant camera—pink, of course—with glittery stickers on the back and a custom heart-shaped flash. She positioned it carefully over my body, tilting my chin just so and tugging the towel slightly to expose more of my pink twitching clit and the delicate curve of my newly pierced navel.

“Say I’m a dirty little nurse-in-training,” she cooed.

“I… I’m—”

FLASH.

The photo slid out with a soft mechanical whir, and Missy snatched it up, shaking it as it developed.

“Ooooh, it’s perfect,” she said with a giggle that made my stomach flip. “We should frame it for the wall. Maybe next to Marabelle or Diamond?”

“The little dick loser deserves a whole plaque,” Trixie added, already pulling a pink glitter frame from the shelf. “Our first patient this season.”

They slid the photo in and clipped it to a hook on the wall above the vanity, between two other blushing, helpless sissy portraits. Beneath it, they wrote:

Day One. Bright Future. Tiny Clit.

And still, they weren’t done.

Missy retrieved something from a small black velvet pouch, and when she held it up, I squirmed against the restraints with a squeak I couldn’t contain. It was tiny. Gold. Glittering.

A bell.

“I thought…” Missy said, voice syrupy sweet, “since we already have his ears and belly… maybe we could give him something special down there too. Something festive.”

Trixie’s eyes sparkled. “Holiday cheer, all year round.”

I whimpered. I gasped. I begged with my eyes.

They ignored it completely.

Missy disinfected my entire cock while Trixie held my thighs apart, gently tracing the curve of the small, exposed tip through the hole at the end.

“This will only sting a little, sissy,” Missy whispered, and before I could protest again, the needle slid through.

A flash of shock, then there was only the sound of a bell ringing softly at the tip of my tiny penis, and forever in my soul. I moaned, half from the sting and half from the unbearable rightness of it. When they stepped back and let me see, the tiny gold bell was dangling from the very tip of my cock, swinging lightly with every breath I took, catching the light, catching the eye, catching everything.

And I knew in that moment, nothing about me would ever be hidden again.

I was decorated, claimed and I was marked for life.

Just then, the doors to the intake room opened with a soft hiss, and a new presence entered—sharp heels against tile, crisp perfume, and silence that demanded obedience.


Chapter 5-Sissy Inspection

Elkie arrived like a storm in silk.

I heard her heels first—sharp, decisive clicks echoing through the sterile corridor like a countdown to something inevitable. When the door opened, I actually gasped. She stepped in with the slow, deliberate grace of a woman who knew she owned the room before she’d even spoken a word.

She wore a sheer black bodysuit beneath a pristine white lab coat left unbuttoned. Delicate lace hoisted up her full breasts, her cherry-red nipples just visible through the gauzy fabric. A garter belt clung to her hips, holding up impossibly elegant thigh-high stockings with intricate floral embroidery that disappeared beneath tall, glossy black heels. This woman was a fully qualified doctor?

I didn’t really care. I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t blink.Just the sight of this goddess had me drowning in lust.

“Good afternoon, girls,” Elkie purred.

“Miss Elkie,” chimed Trixie and Missy in perfect unison, stepping aside like proud students awaiting their teacher’s praise.

Elkie’s eyes settled on me—strapped naked to the exam chair, my body smooth and tingling from their earlier attentions, still freshly waxed, my pierced clit pink and throbbing. Her gaze was cool, clinical, but undercut with something hungry.

She circled me slowly, inspecting me like a sculpture.

“I see you’ve both done thorough work,” she said, tapping her manicured nail gently against my peirced ear. “Hair extensions look natural. Skin’s silky. And the pedicure’s adorable.”

Trixie giggled. Missy winked.

But then Elkie’s eyes dropped between my legs. The smile faded slightly.

“Oh,” she said flatly. She bent down, so close I could feel her breath on my freshly locked genitals. “You pierced the nub?”

Missy laughed. “We thought it was cute! It jingles!”

Trixie added, “He got hard when we picked the pink stone. Didn’t even flinch when the needle went in.”

Elkie raised an eyebrow. “Still, it limits our options. We’ll need to avoid any cages that are too roomy. Too much space could cause issues. Hmm.”

She turned her full attention to me then, standing upright, towering over me. Her voice hardened.

“Do you understand what this clinic is for?” she asked.

My mouth was dry. I shook my head slowly, dazed.

“For fun?” I said, trying to break the tension.

I failed.

Elkie smirked. “This isn’t a spa. This is a training facility. We don’t just pamper boys like you—we fix them. This is where we make obedient, pretty, utterly pliable little sissy nurses. The kind who can hold a stethoscope and work a double-ended dildo with equal grace.”

I swallowed hard. My cock twitched, and the bell on the piercing gave a shameful little chime. Elkie noticed. Of course, she noticed.

“To be more precise,” she went on, crossing her arms beneath her breasts, “we create nurses, assistants and students for Femtopia University. And every sissy nurse must be soft, silent, and submissive.”

She let the silence hang, heavy.

“You,” she said at last, “don’t belong here.”

My heart dropped.

“You broke the rules. You snuck into restricted areas. You came without permission. You embarrassed me and ruined my couch. You are not what we look for.”

I opened my mouth, trying to stammer some kind of apology, but no sound came.

She leaned in. “So tell me,” she whispered, “should I expel you?”

“No,” I managed, breathless.

She tilted her head. “No?”

“I want to stay. Please. I’ll do anything.”

Trixie raised an eyebrow, intrigued. Missy bit her lip, clearly enjoying the show.

Elkie’s smile returned—this time, darker. “Anything?” she echoed.

I nodded fast. Too fast. “Yes. Please.”

She sighed theatrically, then walked to the side wall where a small black tray waited. She picked it up and returned, holding it just above my eye line.

“Then prove it,” she said, and lowered the tray into view.

There were cages. Dozens of them. Each one small, cruel, demeaning. All glitter and color and humiliation. Some were shaped like hearts. One had dangling charms. One was powder blue and locked with a cock-shaped key. But the one that drew my eye—horribly, irresistibly—was pink.

Bright pink. Soft silicone. Shaped like a pussy.

I flushed. My breath hitched. I could feel Elkie watching me.

I knew what she wanted me to choose. I wanted so bad to please her.

So, I reached for it with trembling fingers.

Elkie laughed. Not cruelly—no, with genuine delight.

“You do have potential,” she said, taking it from my hand and holding it up like a trophy. “And such good taste.”

She slipped the key from the tray and, with slow, deliberate precision, clipped it onto the thin gold chain around her ankle. It glinted in the fluorescent light. With every step she took from now on, the key to my pathetic little clit-cage would swing at her heel.

“From now on,” she said, looking me square in the eye, “this is yours. Your fate, your place, your pretty little prison—and you’ll wear it until I decide you’re worth more than denial.”

She stepped forward and tapped the cage gently against my cock before fitting it on, locking me into the newest symbol of my submission. The bell jingled again—so much louder now that it echoed inside my head.

“Welcome to the sissy clinic,” she whispered. “You’ll start training immediately. Missy, Trixie—get her something white and tight to wear. No more boy things.”

I wanted to cry. Or cum. Really, both.

But mostly, I wanted to please her.


Chapter 6-Punishments for All

“You two bimbo bitches never got my approval for a clit piercing,” Elkie said as she led me down the hall, her heels tapping a steady rhythm of dominance against the polished floor. Her voice was calm, but edged with steel. I followed closely behind, still squirming in my new cage. Every step made the soft silicone rub against my tender tip. It was maddening. Delicious.

We turned the corner into a mirrored chamber labeled Correction Suite. Inside, Trixie and Missy were already waiting, sitting primly on a padded bench, their latex nurse dresses glistening under the overhead lights.

“But Doctor Elkie!” Missy beamed. “Did you not like our work?”

“That hardly matters,” Elkie folded her arms and arched an eyebrow. “No one asked you to pierce her.”

Both girls stiffened.

“Oh no,” Trixie moaned, biting her pump lip seductively. “Are we bad girls?”

“I didn’t ask for jewelry. I gave very clear instructions,” Elkie continued, walking to a small cabinet and withdrawing a long, sleek paddle made of polished pink acrylic. “And now you’ll show me just how obedient you really are.”

Missy and Trixie glanced at each other, then giggled with a nervous thrill. “Yes, Miss Elkie.”

“Elbows on the bench,” she ordered, patting her palm with the paddle.

They bent forward in sync, presenting their perky asses—Trixie’s barely covered in ruffled white panties, Missy’s full and round and framed by her miniscule thong. Both looked positively eager to be punished.

“Ten each,” Elkie said, turning to me. “Count for them. Loud and clear.”

I nodded, throat dry. Watching them wiggle their hips in anticipation, I couldn’t help staring, eyes wide, lips parted. My clit throbbed in its little cage, the bell jingling softly.

SMACK!

Trixie let out a squeal and moaned, “Thank you, Miss Elkie. I love being punished!”

“One,” I whispered.

SMACK!

“Two!”

Each strike left a red mark blooming on their tender skin. Trixie wiggled, Missy gasped, but neither held back their joy. They moaned and praised Elkie between blows, voices thick with arousal.

“I need this, Miss Elkie,” Missy purred after her fifth. “I love when you spank us for being bad little sluts.”

Trixie giggled. “I’m your dirty girl. Punish me harder!”

“Ten!” I called, my voice catching.

Elkie looked back at me, amusement flickering in her eyes.

“You’re enjoying this,” she said flatly.

I opened my mouth to deny it, but the bell gave me away.

She handed the paddle to Missy. “Hold this.”

Then she turned to me and gestured to the bench. “Bend over.”

“What?”

“Five swats. For ogling. And for thinking with your clit.”

I hesitated—then obeyed. The bench felt warm from the girls. I braced myself.

SMACK!

I gasped. The sting was sharp, immediate, electric.

“One!” Trixie shouted gleefully. “Good girl!”

SMACK!

“Two! Oh my God, she’s blushing!”

Each strike stung more, but the humiliation stung deeper. My caged cock pulsed uselessly, leaking slightly against the soft silicone.

SMACK!

“Elkie’s little painslut,” Missy cooed. “Aren’t you?”

SMACK!

“Yes,” I whispered.

Elkie leaned close, her breath hot against my neck. “Say it properly.”

I swallowed, trembling. “I love being Elkie’s painslut.”

She smiled and gave the final swat.

SMACK!

“Thank you,” I moaned, craving more.

“Good girl,” she whispered.


Chapter 7: Sissy Training

After my punishment, I was taken to the dressing room. Soft lighting. Velvet chairs. A full wall of lingerie and uniforms. Missy handed me a pair of pink lace panties that barely covered anything. They slid on like a second skin, the soft fabric hugging my smooth, sensitive skin.

“You’ll need these,” she said, holding out matching pink stockings. “A proper sissy nurse needs proper slut attire.”

I sat as she rolled them up my thighs, her nails grazing my now silky smooth skin. When she finished, she gave my thigh a light smack and tossed me a pair of stilettos—blush pink with delicate ankle straps and six-inch heels.

“You’ll thank me later,” she smirked. “Makes a sissy’s ass look extra juicy.”

I wasn’t sure how to react to that, but struggled into them regardless.

We stepped-I teetered- into the courtyard, where the clinic’s other trainees were lounging in the sun: a few sissy nurses chatting on benches, a couple of dominant female patients smoking lazily, all of them dressed like they’d stepped out of a fashionably wicked dream.

“Up straight. Shoulders back. Hips first,” Trixie instructed, clapping sharply. “You need to learn how to glide like a princess, not stomp like a boy.”

I tottered forward, my hips swaying awkwardly.

“Loosen your knees! Walk like you want someone to spank you and fill your hole!”

I flushed, adjusting my gait as my caged clit began to leak anew. Of course, the bell chimed with every step. The courtyard was wide and open, and all eyes turned to watch me. Some of the girls catcalled.

“Oooh, she’s fresh!”

“Look at those shaky little legs!”

“Someone’s clit is locked and leaking!”

Each shout made my skin burn. But beneath it all—I felt seen. Desired. Controlled. I walked again, this time smoother. The sound of my heels on the stone was addicting. Every sway of my hips was a step deeper into my new role.

“That’s better,” Trixie said with a wink. “Now turn around. Show them your pretty cage.”

I turned, slowly, and bent over just a little. The courtyard erupted in whistles and mocking applause.

Back inside, the dressing suite glowed like a candy-colored dream—soft pink walls, velvet benches, racks of uniforms, and shelves of lingerie sorted by shade and shame. Missy stood waiting, one hand on her hip, the other already sifting through hangers with a mischievous sparkle in her eye.

“There you are,” she purred, turning to face me with a grin. “Time to dress our little dolly.”

I swallowed. My thighs rubbed together instinctively, the stockings silky and warm. My cage throbbed against the lace of my panties.

Missy walked slowly down the line of uniforms. “Let’s see… we want something nurse-adjacent, something you can work in… something breathable…” She stopped and pulled out a sensible white dress, crisp and plain. “Or,” she said flatly, “we could pretend you’re here to continue trying to be a big manly doctor?”

She held it up against me and smirked. “No cleavage. No slit. No fun.” She tossed it aside without another word.

The next option was navy blue, sleek and formal, with silver stripes. “Mmm, very proper,” she said. “But you’re not exactly head nurse material yet, are you?” She gave my cage a flick, making the bell ring. I squeaked.

Trixie giggled from across the room, then went back to filing her nails.

“No,” Missy said. “You’re not a leader. Not yet. You’re a little helper. A submissive sweet thing who fetches and files and begs for praise.”

She reached to the back of the rack and pulled out something barely qualifying as a uniform—a frilly white mini-dress trimmed in pale pink lace. The hem was scandalously short. The neckline plunged deep. The sleeves puffed at the shoulders like something out of a vintage doll wardrobe.

Missy turned it to show the back: a heart-shaped cutout right above the ass.

I blushed. My cage pulsed.

“Getting warmer,” she said with a grin.

She helped me step into it slowly, inching the soft fabric up my thighs, letting her fingers graze my skin just long enough to make me shiver. The material clung to my hips as she zipped it up behind me.

“Hmm.” She stepped back and tilted her head.

“Too obvious?” I asked.

Shit why was I engaging with this insanity?

“No. Too modest,” Missy said, scandalized. “We can do better.”

She unzipped it again, pulling it down over my chest inch by inch, her fingers grazing my sides. I was half hard the whole time—or rather, as hard as my poor clit could get, leaking uselessly into my panties. She peeled the dress off me and kissed my nose.

“Let’s try a few more,” she whispered.

A vinyl pink-and-white dress came next—tight as sin, shiny enough to reflect light. She struggled to zip it over my chest, then laughed when the neckline split open again. “Your nipples are too sensitive for this one,” she said, pinching one gently. I gasped. She left it unzipped and moved on.

Then a powder blue romper—complete with a cartoon syringe embroidered over the heart. Missy nearly doubled over laughing. “Okay, this one’s adorable, but it’s giving cartoon clinic. You’d get spanked before you even handed out a lollipop.”

Eventually, Missy stopped, turned, and sighed dramatically.

“Alright. I wasn’t gonna show you this one yet…” She pulled out a hanger with reverence. “But you’ve been such a good little sissy.”

She held it up: a soft white satin mini-dress with candy-pink trim. The fabric shimmered faintly in the light. The neckline plunged to the sternum, framed by delicate lace, while the skirt flared sweetly around the thighs with layers of gauzy underskirt beneath. 
In girl cursive across the ass, stitched in cursive pink thread, were the words:

Sissy Nurse-in-Training.

It was perfect. Ludicrous and hot. Ridiculous and irresistible. Once I would have paid anything to fuck a woman wearing something like that. But today the only slut wearing that uniform, would be me.

I bit my lip. “I  guess we could try it?”

Missy smiled. “I thought so.”

She guided it over my head, taking her time. As she buttoned the front, she tugged the neckline open a little farther.

“Chest out, sweetheart. Let them see how helplessly feminine you are.”

I obeyed. The fabric hugged my torso, accentuated my waist. She tugged the hem higher to show off my silky smooth thighs.

“There,” she said, stepping back. “Now you look like the useless little pleasure nurse you’re meant to be.”

She added the finishing touches: a dainty apron that barely covered the front of the skirt, trimmed gloves, and a tiny nurse’s cap perched on a headband with pink bows. She knelt, slipped a collar around my neck—powder pink with a bel that matched the one on my caged clit—and gave it a loving tug.

“Every sissy nurse needs to accessorize,” Missy murmured. “So your Dommes always know when you’re coming.”

Then came the final touch: the name tag.

Property of Elkie.

Missy clipped it right over my left breast.

I looked at myself in the mirror. I didn’t recognize the person staring back—doe-eyed, trembling, flushed, dressed to humiliate and heal. My cage pressed visibly through the panties beneath the skirt, and I could already hear the bells, not to mention the laughter of patients outside.

Missy stepped close behind me and rested her chin on my shoulder. “You’re a doll,” she whispered. “A perfect little sissy nurse.”

Her hand slid down my side and cupped my caged clit. “So pretty. So pathetic. I could eat you up.”

I whimpered again, and she giggled, kissed my cheek, and pulled out her phone.

“Say cheese, sissy!”

The camera clicked. She looked at the screen and beamed.

“You’re going to make so many patients feel better.”


Chapter 8: What are Sissy Nurses For?

Doctor Elkie stood beside the examination chair, clipboard in hand, glasses perched on her nose, hair tied back in a no-nonsense bun—except for the stray curl that fell against her cheek, almost giving her the illusion of a laid-back doctor on her break. Almost.

Elkie tapped the pen against her lips as she studied me, legs trembling in my too-short nurse dress, thighs pressed together, heart racing.

“Every sissy nurse here learns two essential medical procedures,” she began, circling me. Her tone was precise, practiced, but brimming with wicked delight. “Number one: how to relieve a Domme’s stress. And number two…” she smiled, pausing behind me, “how to milk a desperate little sissy.”

I whimpered. She didn’t acknowledge it.

She snapped her fingers, and Trixie and Missy stepped either side of me. Their soft fingers were playing with my blonde girly hairdo. I had to suppress a moan.

“Procedure one,” Elkie said crisply. “Oral soothing.”

She stripped off her gloves, then reached down and slowly pulled her lace panties aside, revealing her glistening, perfectly tight pussy. “Kneel.”

I dropped instantly, the bell on my dicklet chiming.

Elkie sat on the edge of the table, spread her legs, and tilted her hips toward me. “Begin.”

Miss squeezed my swollen balls and Trixie pressed my head forward.

I didn’t need the encouragement. I was desperate to taste this dominant queen. I leaned in, uncertain about how to go about this but eager, and tentatively brushed my tongue against her folds.

ZAP.

A sudden jolt sparked from the base of my cage. I yelped.

“Sloppy,” Elkie tutted, adjusting a dial on the remote in her hand. “Try again.”

I pressed my face in closer this time, slower, more deliberate. I traced the length of her slit with my tongue, gently circling her clit, trying to remember everything I'd ever imagined or watched or dreamed of. The taste was dizzying—clean, wet, slightly sweet. Divine.

“Better,” she murmured, stroking my hair. “But don’t make me think about it. Make me feel it.”

I moaned, eager now, tongue working faster, circling and lapping, pressing into her heat with everything I had. Every time I slowed or missed a beat—

ZAP.

My caged clit twitched helplessly, dripping. The cage was soaked. My thighs trembled with exertion and need.

“Focus, nurse,” Missy purred. “This is about her, not you.”

I licked harder, deeper. Her thighs tensed around my head, pulling me in. My nose pressed to her clit as I sucked and swirled and gasped for breath.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Keep going. You’ll stop when I’m finished.”

Her moans grew louder, more guttural. I could feel her legs trembling, her hand fisting in my hair. The room blurred into scent and sound and heat.

When she finally came, she did so with a cry that echoed through the clinic—sharp, wild, victorious. She clutched my face to her pussy as she pulsed against my tongue, grinding and riding until she sighed and pushed me back with a sticky pop.

She stood, breathless but composed, smoothing her skirt.

“Procedure one: complete.”

I collapsed to the floor, my face flushed, my cage soaked and pulsing.

Elkie turned to Trixie and nodded. “Get the bench.”


Chapter 9: Sissy Rewards

Moments later, I found myself strapped into a gynecological milking chair—legs spread wide, pedicured feet secured, moisturised and pink-nailed hands fastened in cuffs above my head. My skirt was bunched around my waist, my panties now gagging my mouth. The pussy-pink cage around my clit glinted under the overhead light, dripping with saliva and precum.

Missy wheeled in the fucking machine with a dramatic flourish. The dildo was at least nine inches long, realistic down to the veins.

Elkie stood beside me with her clipboard again, now wearing a fresh set of gloves. My God, had anyone ever been this beautiful? I doubted it.

She tapped the machine’s dial, checking the speed. “Procedure two: sissy milking.”

She leaned in. “This is very important. A well-milked sissy is an obediant sissy. And you, sweet thing, are long overdue.”

Trixie knelt behind me and lubed my hole with practiced, clinical precision. I moaned into the panties stuffed in my mouth.

The dildo was thick, so much thicker than my own pathetic cock. It buzzed slightly as they pressed it to my twitching, hungry hole. I moaned in anticipation.

“Ready?” Elkie asked.

I whimpered and nodded. Eagerly.

She flipped the switch.

The dildo pushed inside me, slow and deliberate, spreading me open. Filling me. Stretching my desperate hole like the whore I was. My back arched. The stimulation was overwhelming. I shook in the straps.

Elkie began the countdown.

“Ten,” she said, her Nordic voice smooth as silk. “Who’s a good sissy nurse?”

Missy leaned over me. “You are,” she whispered. “You’re our good little girl.”

“Nine,” Elkie continued, watching the machine slide in and out of my ass. Fuck it, my sissy hole, with calculated grace. “You will cum on command, bitch.”

My body shook. My cage throbbed.

“Eight. Your sissy hole is so greedy. Maybe taking my cock is what you were really made for.”

The dildo plunged deeper. The rhythm quickened.

“Seven. If your cock leaks, we’ll make you drink it up. If it squirts, we’ll cover your face in it.”

The pressure in my sissy hole was unbearable. My body was trembling, sweating, trying to move—futile in the straps.

“Six,” Elkie whispered, now crouched beside me. “What will you say when you cum?”

I sobbed into my gag.

“Five. I’ll tell you what you’ll say. You’ll thank me. You’ll thank me for milking your filthy, feminized little body.”

“Four. You’ll admit you love being used.”

The machine buzzed louder, faster.

“Three. You’re dripping, sissy. Everyone’s watching.”

“Two,” Missy breathed, licking the tip of my ear. “Beg.”

I whimpered, arching, vibrating. My whole body was ready to explode.

Elkie leaned in close, her lips brushing my cheek.

“One.”

She tapped the base of the cage—and my body detonated.

I screamed into the gag as my hole spasmed around the toy. Cum shot into the cage, trapped and pooling. The dildo didn’t stop. It kept fucking me through the spasms, dragging the orgasm out until my legs were shaking and I was a wreck of moans and slick and shame.

When the machine finally stopped, Elkie pressed her gloved fingers against the dripping cage and smiled.

“There,” she said, triumphant. “Milked. Just the way a nurse should be.”

Missy kissed my cheek. Trixie giggled.

And I sobbed, shaking, smiling behind my gag.

Ready for my next lesson.


Chapter 10: My New Life

The bench was warm beneath me, still sticky with my own ruined orgasm. I lay there limp, caged, legs spread, thighs trembling. The scent of sex clung to the air—mine, Elkie’s, the clinic’s humid perfume of latex and compliance.

Missy leaned down and scooped the pooled cum from the rim of my cage with her gloved fingers, humming cheerfully. “She’s a messy one today.”

Trixie held my jaw and opened my mouth with two fingers. “Say ah.”

I moaned faintly, barely resisting, as Missy’s fingers pressed the glistening white mess onto my tongue. It was salty, humbling, and thick with humiliation. I swallowed without being told. That was what good sissy nurses did.

“Very well,” Elkie said, her voice composed and clipped. “You’ve completed your initial intake, sissification protocol, sexual obedience screening, and your first oral stress relief cycle.”

She stepped into view, clipboard in hand, her expression unreadable.

“What comes next,” she said smoothly, “is the rest of your life.”

I blinked, still dazed.

Trixie unstrapped my wrists. Missy gently massaged my calves as she unbuckled the padded stirrups. I tried to sit up, but Elkie pressed a gloved hand to my chest, pinning me to the bench.

“No. Listen.”

Her gaze was hard. Beautiful. Terrifying.

“Your contract covers four years of training. During this time, you will not orgasm without permission. You will not wear trousers or male-coded clothing. You will not leave the medical suite without heels, collar, and cage. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Miss Elkie,” I whispered, the bell on my clit giving a pathetic chime.

“You will be trained in medical assistance, feminine presentation, domestic servitude, patient obedience, anal discipline, and oral excellence.”

She ticked each item off with her pen.

“You will keep your hair dyed, your skin smooth, and your makeup perfect. If you slack, you will be punished. If you cry, you will be recorded. If you beg, you may be rewarded. But you will never be a man again.”

The words struck like scripture. I could feel them seeping into my bones.

“You will be paraded. Inspected. Re-trained. Fucked.”

Missy leaned in, whispering against my cheek. “And you’ll love it.”

Elkie folded the clipboard with a snap.

“Your studies will include anatomy, submissive nursing, slut etiquette, orgasm denial theory, and forced feminization practicum. Clinical hours will be logged with select Dommes on rotation.”

Trixie giggled. “There’s a waiting list. They all want to try the new nurse.”

I moaned—low, involuntary, deliciously weak.

Then came the sound.

Heels.

The door creaked open, and all three women stood up a little straighter.

A new figure stepped into the room.

Tall. Elegant. Absolutely devastating.

She was dressed in a sheer red blouse with a ruffled collar, high-waisted black latex pencil skirt, and spiked stilettos that clicked like a metronome of doom. Her dark hair was pinned in a smooth chignon, her lips painted crimson.

A pair of glossy leather gloves hugged her arms up to the elbow. A riding crop hung at her side.

And her voice—when she finally spoke—was French music dipped in a threat.

“Is this the new trainee?”

Elkie nodded once. “Yes, Mademoiselle. Freshly milked. New, untrained, but I think obedient.”

The French Domme looked down at me like I was a shiny new toy.

She didn’t speak. She just raised one eyebrow, extended her gloved hand, and pointed between her polished red heels.

“Lick,” she said simply, the word heavy with menace.

I dropped to my knees, every nerve ending blazing.

And I obeyed.


Chapter 11: 6 Months Later

Six months later, I awoke at nine sharp—no alarm needed. Beauty rest was not just encouraged at Femtopia University, it was mandatory. A proper sissy nurse needed to be fresh, glowing, and flawless. I stretched languidly in my pink satin sheets, one manicured hand brushing the little bump of my clit cage through the hem of my sheer sleep slip. It pulsed helplessly, already aching, already thankful.

The dorm suite smelled like strawberry lotion and sweet girl sweat. Light filtered in through the gauzy curtains. Missy had already left for the massage labs. Trixie was still snoring lightly under her canopy bed, one leg draped over a body pillow shaped like a strap-on.

I padded into the bathroom, my bell collar jingling softly, and lingered in the shower. I used my favorite rose-sugar body scrub and took my time shaving. Smoothness was discipline. I shaved my legs until they gleamed, armpits until they were pure and soft, and finally, carefully, tenderly, carved the perfect little heart into the soft blonde triangle of pubic hair just above my cage.

The cage, of course, was pristine: silicone, petite, in the shape of a pussy. Feminine perfection. Flat and decorative, like a seal on an envelope that would never be opened again. I could barely remember what it looked like free—just a useless, ugly little thing that had held me back. Now, it was tucked away, locked behind the identity Elkie had sculpted for me. Her masterpiece.

After showering, I toweled off with delicate little pats—our towels were monogrammed, mine read NANCY in cursive pink—and began dressing. My stockings came first: white, silky, and precious, gliding up my bare legs until they hugged my thighs. I clipped them to my garter belt, standing on tiptoes as I admired the way the lace hugged my hips.

Next came my shoes. My glorious, six-inch white platform heels, polished the night before and waiting by the mirror like obedient pets. They clicked on perfectly. I wiggled my toes, each freshly pedicured and painted a glossy baby pink, and stood with my hips cocked. The mirror adored me.

Then the uniform.

I stepped into my white latex nurse skirt, so short it hardly qualified as a garment. With each step, it rode up, leaving my unpantied cage visible to anyone who cared to look—which was the point. I loved that feature. It kept me humble. It reminded me I was a slut first, a nurse second, and a property always.

The matching latex crop top barely held my soft chest, and the zipper down the front stopped right at my collarbone, giving just enough of a tease for the Dommes who preferred a little anticipation.

I applied my lipstick slowly—strawberry gloss today—and fixed my platinum-blonde curls into soft bouncy waves. A little perfume behind the ears. A little shimmer on my collarbone.

I winked at myself in the mirror, grinning at the reflection: blonde, feral with lust, addicted to obedience, perfect in every way.

I was the best sissy nurse on campus.

And I was still just an intern.

A lipstick mark now bloomed on the mirror. I kissed it, my bell jingling.

“Nancy!” came Elkie’s voice from the hall, firm and patient. “Are you ready?”

My heart jumped. Mistress Elkie. My mentor. My sculptor. My savior. Every day she remade me a little more. And I loved her for it.

“Coming!” I called.

I grabbed my clipboard, checked that my gag case and kneepads were in my tote, and trotted to the door, the soft click-click of my heels echoing off the tile like a song of service.

As I opened it, Elkie was already waiting—tall, composed, perfectly cruel in her tailored skirt and glossy black gloves.

Her eyes roamed me. Slowly. Silently. She smiled.

“Good girl,” she said. “Today’s a full schedule. Seven Dommes on the docket, two medical demonstrations, and a disciplinary oral exam with the Dean.”

My cage twitched.

“Think you can handle it, Nurse Nancy?”

“Yes, Miss Elkie,” I breathed, glowing. “A Sissy Nurse is ready for anything.”

She cupped my cheek. Her glove was cold and wonderful.

“Of course you are,” she said. “I made you that way.”

And she had. She’d fixed me. Shaved me. caged me. Trained me. Loved me.

She had turned the lost, pathetic thing I once was into a tool of service and joy—a pretty, polished, eager little sissy who knew her place and adored it.

I was a sissy nurse.

A slut.

A toy for use.

And I was so, so proud to be exactly that.

Elkie turned and walked, and I followed her, hips swaying, heels clicking, cage aching with gratitude.

My name was Nancy.

And I had four more glorious years of training ahead.
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