
        
            
                
            
        

    
	CHAPTER 1 - TRANSFERED TO DOCTOR ELKIE'S CARE

	 

	[image: Image]t 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 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.[image: Image]

	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.

	[image: Image]"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. 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."[image: Image]

	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.[image: Image]

	"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 labelled "Educational Femdom." I stared at it for a long moment.[image: Image]

	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 labelled "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 l?

	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

	 

	[image: Image]hat in the name of the Gods 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—l'm sorry," I stammered. “It was a mistake, I wasn't thinking, I just—"

	[image: Image]"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."[image: Image]

	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: two-point-four centimetres. Length: four-point-one when semi-erect. That's below the minimum medical threshold for adult penile functionality in every country on earth. It is in fact technically a micro penis. 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."

	[image: Image]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.[image: Image]

	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 demeanour for half a second. "I'm going to introduce you to Trixie and Missy!"

	 

	
CHAPTER 3 - THE SISSY CLINIC

	 

	[image: Image]he 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 moulded 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 195Os Cadillac, or tied to a cross, [image: Image]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?"[image: Image]

	"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 jewellery box, and in the centre 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.[image: Image]

	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 bulge of my fully 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 colour 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 jewellery?"

	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

	 

	[image: Image]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 [image: Image]desperate."

	"And look at how the blush rises up his chest," Trixie murmured. "That's the colour 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–“

	[image: Image][image: Image]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

	 

	[image: Image]Ikie 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 [image: Image]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 pierced 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.[image: Image]

	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.[image: Image]

	"Then prove it," she said, and lowered the tray into view.[image: Image]

	[image: Image]There were cages. Dozens of them. Each one small, cruel, demeaning. All glitter and colour 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— [image: Image]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

	 

	[image: Image]ou 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 labelled 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 jewellery. 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."[image: Image]

	"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."

	"Five swats. For ogling. And for thinking with your clit."[image: Image]

	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 pain slut," Missy cooed. "Aren't you?"[image: Image]

	SMACK!

	"Yes," I whispered.

	Elkie leaned close, her breath hot against my neck. "Say it properly."[image: Image]

	I swallowed, trembling. “I love being Elkie's pain slut."

	She smiled and gave the final swat.

	SMACK!

	"Thank you," I moaned, craving more.

	"Good girl," she whispered.


CHAPTER 7 - SISSY TRAINING

	 

	[image: Image]fter 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-coloured 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.[image: Image]

	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 minidress 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."

	[image: Image]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."[image: Image]

	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 bell 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?

	 

	[image: Image]octor 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 laidback 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.

	[image: Image]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 [image: Image]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

	 

	[image: Image]oments later, I found myself strapped into a gynaecological milking chair—legs spread wide, pedicured feet secured, moisturised and pink-nailed hands fastened in cuffs above my head. My skirt was bunched around [image: Image]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.[image: Image]

	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."[image: Image]

	She leaned in. "This is very important. A well-milked sissy is an obedient 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.

	[image: Image]She flipped the switch.

	The dildo pushed inside me, slow and deliberate, spreading me open. Filling me. Stretching my desperate hole like [image: Image]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?"[image: Image]

	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."[image: Image]

	"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 1O - MY NEW LIFE

	 

	[image: Image]he 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.


EPILOGUE - 6 MONTHS LATER MORNING ROUNDS

	 

	[image: Image]ix 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 favourite 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.

	[image: Image]After showering, I towelled 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?"[image: Image]

	My heart jumped. Mistress Elkie. My mentor. My sculptor. My saviour. 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.[image: Image]

	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?"[image: Image]

	"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.[image: Image]

	A slut.

	A toy for use.

	And I was so, so proud.

	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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