
        
            
                
            
        

    



DISCLAIMER

Author: Sofía Bacon
Content Warning

Feminized by My Girlfriend is a work of dark erotic fiction that explores themes of forced feminization, public humiliation, psychological submission, and aesthetic transformation. This story is not a gentle fantasy—it is a descent into glittering degradation, a ceremony of obedience, and a love letter to those who ache for surrender beneath heels and lipstick.

This book contains:

	Graphic sexual content and adult language. 
	Non-consensual or coerced feminization and gender role enforcement. 
	Intense psychological manipulation, obedience training, and humiliation. 
	Elements of exhibitionism, degradation kink, and aesthetic control. 
	Hyper-stylized depictions of power, submission, and identity deconstruction. 


All characters, events, and institutions in this book are purely fictional. Nothing depicted should be interpreted as a reflection of real-life practices or relationships. These narratives are designed to awaken taboo desires and push the boundaries of erotic storytelling within the safe realm of fantasy.

Reader discretion is advised.
If you’re drawn to stories where gender is rewritten with a smirk, where dominance is delivered in stilettos, and where pleasure and shame dance in perfect rhythm—then welcome home.

For mature readers only.
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Chapter 1: The Half-Closed Blind

The room was wrapped in that intimate twilight only half-closed blinds knew how to create. Outside, the world went on, indifferent. But inside, everything came down to two bodies, two breaths, two quickened pulses: Stella and Monique.

Stella sat on the edge of the bed, her cosmetics scattered like mystical relics, tools of a ritual transformation. In front of her, Monique watched with a mix of nervousness and desire, dressed in borrowed lingerie, her breath uneven, the blush on her cheeks betraying her anxiety.

Monique leaned in slowly, brushing Stella’s chin with her long, meticulously painted nails.
"Shhh, my Stella..." she whispered with a feline smile. "You’re beautiful today. Look at you. That lace is hugging you... and those little eyes of yours, oh, begging to be something more. A little slut? Yes?"

Stella trembled, but didn’t pull away. Not anymore.
Monique looked at her with the perverse devotion of someone who had seen the other's soul laid bare. She remembered clearly the day Stella left the drawer slightly open. The stockings, the smudged lipstick, the toy hidden among the socks. No words were needed. The silence screamed everything.

"Do you know what I felt when you confessed it to me?" said Monique, leaning just enough to brush her lips without kissing her. "Pride. Desire. The urge to help you bloom, like any good little girlfriend would. Because you’re not alone, love. You’ve got a woman who wants to see you on your knees, in your best miniskirt, with that little ass offered like a promise."

With firm fingers, she lifted Stella’s chin, forcing her to look up as she traced a precise line with eyeliner, black as a secret.
"You’re becoming a little slut, my love… and seeing you like this gets me so wet. But you’re not there yet... You need to obey. Let go. Beg. Can you picture it? When you’re not just Stella in secret, but my Stella. My property. My well-trained little toy."

Their breaths mingled, hot and slow, but the kiss still didn’t come. Only words, only the sweet edge of a voice that knew how to dominate.
"Do you want me to teach you? To do your hair, dress you, train you… until you forget what it was like to be a man. Until all you know is how to obey with your legs open and your ass ready."

She stepped back and, like throwing down a challenge, tossed a thong even smaller than Stella’s will.
"Put it on. Walk for me, Stella. And tell me what you really are."

Stella obeyed. Of course she did. Because Monique had that crooked smile, those shining eyes, that confidence that stripped more than any hand. And when Stella tried to wipe off the makeup, clumsy and rushed, Monique just watched her, legs crossed, chin in hand, savoring the moment.

"Oh, my Stella… so conflicted, so delicious when you surrender, and so tender when you try to resist."

The outfit change was theater neither of them believed in. Stella’s usual clothes no longer fit right. Like a lie that starts to squeeze.

"Do you really think I still see you as a man? After the way you moaned last night with the clamps on your nipples… after the way you begged me with your face drenched in my juice..."

Monique stood up, a dangerous silhouette in motion. She walked over with that mix of tenderness and threat only confident women know how to wield. She took Stella’s face in her hands.
"It doesn’t matter if you dress as a boy or as Stella… because I can already smell you differently. You smell like a sissy. A confused little pup. A sweet little slave who drools just because I call her a slut."

Her lips brushed against her ear.
"And I love you more like this, you know? When you dance for me in those panties, like the world is just you, me… and my laughter, the kind that gets you wetter than any sweet word."

The front door sounded in the distance. Her parents. They were back. But Monique didn’t move. Her hand remained on Stella’s waist. Her gaze, fixed.

"Do you want me to help you hide it again, Stella? Or would you rather I make you keep the lipstick on… even if they’re just on the other side of the door?"

Stella didn’t answer.
She couldn’t.
Because Monique already had her.
And she knew it.

The office felt distant, functional, dull. Typing keys clattered, phones buzzed in bureaucratic loops. But among papers and poorly pressed suits, Stella was there. Sitting in her cubicle, shirt buttoned up to the neck, back straight, voice forced into a masculine tone that didn’t belong to her. Just another disguise, an everyday one.

But Monique saw her.

She knew how to read the details with the precision of a lover and the cruelty of an owner. That morning, Stella wasn’t wearing boxers. Under her pants, humiliatingly tight, hid a black thong Monique had made her put on in the bathroom, under the cold lights and the mirror fogged with restrained desire.

“Good job on that report, Stella…” Monique whispered as she passed by her desk, in a voice low enough that only Stella could hear, and sharp enough to run down her spine like a silk whip.

She didn’t use her legal name. She used the real one. The one that pulsed in her chest every time it was whispered in her ear. Stella swallowed hard, lowered her gaze. Monique knew, without touching her, that she was wet. Drowning.

But that week, Monique had been coming home late. With a different perfume on her neck—more woody, more aggressive. With marks on her skin: visible bites, like furious signatures. Stella didn’t ask, but she squirmed in her seat every time she caught the scent of that other one.

The truth was simple. Monique had gone back to him. To HIM. The ex. The one who called her a bitch without tenderness, but still made her scream. The one with big hands and a filthy laugh. The one who knew how to fuck her with fury, without asking for permission.

And while Monique felt the hood of the car against her back, her throat gripped in his hands, her body shaken with brutal pleasure… she thought of Stella. How she’d be at home, on her knees, carefully doing her eyeliner, with the dildo still warm from the last time. Not knowing whether Monique wanted her as a girlfriend… or as a maid.

Maybe both.

“What if I introduce you to him?” she’d once said, almost casually. “What if he sees you dressed up? What if I let him decide what to do with you?”

Because Monique didn’t want to hide her anymore. Maybe she wanted to display her. Maybe she wanted to see her kneeling before her man, lips painted and ready to serve, while she watched from the couch with a calm, cruel, unmistakably possessive smile.

The office buzzed with anticipation. On the walls, crooked posters announced Friday’s costume party. Music, open bar, masks. But for Stella, the party wasn’t a game. It was a sentence.

That night, in the bedroom, Monique laid the costume across her crossed legs: an obscene nurse outfit. Surgical white, red details like dried blood. The skirt barely a whisper. Heels that felt like punishment.

Stella squirmed on the bed.

“I can’t,” she murmured. “It’s work… everyone knows me…”

Monique leaned in, knees between hers, lips to her ear.

“With that corset and that cute little ass in the air, no one will know who you are. You’re going to be my little nurse. Sexy, obedient. And you’re going to enjoy it. Because I’ve seen you, Stella… I saw how you moaned my name while touching the padding of the bra in the mirror.”

Getting dressed was an act of surrender. Each garment, a confession. White stockings climbing up her thighs. Heels that forced her to teeter like a debutante. The corset gripped her ribs with fierceness. The padding protruded. Stella was no longer Stella. She was a desire wrapped in lace.

Monique made her up with surgical precision. Feline eyeliner, lips red as sin, post-orgasm blush. And when she was done, she looked at her the way an artist admires her masterpiece.

Night fell. The party began. Music, laughter, drinks, disguised faces. And then, they arrived. Monique, confident. Stella, trembling and radiant. Both dressed as nurses, but one was the hunter, the other, the prey.

Stella walked beside her, heels clicking uncertainly, Monique’s hand gripping hers firmly. Heads turned. No one recognized her. Everyone wanted her.

“Come on, love,” Monique whispered, with that blend of venom and tenderness, “Don’t stop. You look perfect. You look delicious.”


Chapter 2: Costume Party

The music throbbed like a heart out of control, each bass beat pounding against Stella’s corset with a rhythm of its own, as if branding her. Monique pulled her toward the bar, her fingers interlaced with hers with the firmness of someone who doesn’t ask, but commands. She handed her a drink—scented with gin and filthy promises—and her lips brushed her ear in that low voice that unraveled her.

“And tonight, Stella…” she whispered, her warm breath making her nipples tingle inside the tight corset, “...I’m going to reward you for your bravery. But only if you act like the little slutty nurse I know you are.”

Stella swallowed hard. Her heart pulsed between her legs, her gaze fixed, lips slightly parted. She could only nod—obedient, submissive, trembling.

The dance floor was an altar, and she, an offering. With each sip, her body loosened, opened, moved as if it had been waiting for this moment ever since she learned to walk in heels. The lights licked her. Eyes followed her. And Monique, behind her, smiled like a goddess at her private shrine.

“That’s it, my love… look at you. You’re the star tonight. No one suspects. They all want you,” she whispered, stealing a sip from the glass before dragging her onto the floor like the night belonged to her.

The sound of heels echoed shamelessly. Stella’s stockings brushed like invisible tongues, her skirt rising with each spin, each laugh a flash of freedom. She was beautiful. Euphoric. Lost.

And then, Monique let go.

Just for a moment.

A faster song. A bolder rhythm. She wanted to see her shine… alone.

And Stella did.

She danced like no one was watching. Like she danced for Monique in the shadows of their room, lips parted, hips saying things words wouldn’t dare. Her eyes closed, arms in the air, makeup slightly smudged from sweat and ecstasy.

Until she opened them.

And the world stopped.

There was Monique… but not alone.

He was holding her. Her ex. His hand firm on her waist. Monique’s mouth dangerously close to his. Laughing. Comfortable. As if Stella didn’t exist.

And Monique… wasn’t looking at her.

But he was.

His eyes landed on Stella. Traveled down her sculpted legs, her tight corset, the firm fake breasts, the painted face now slightly smeared.

He looked at her like someone who recognizes. Or worse: like someone who knows.

Monique smiled.

“Stella, come here, darling,” she said, shameless, her voice floating over the beat like a dagger wrapped in velvet. “Look who came to the party. Don’t you think you two should get to know each other… intimately?”

Stella couldn’t move.

Frozen in the center of the dance floor, white stockings trembling, heels pinned to the ground, breath short-circuiting. A broken doll with her soul exposed.

Then someone, with the slurred voice of alcohol and the cruelty of onlookers, let out a laugh:

“Monique! Where’s your boyfriend?”

The murmur rose like a poisonous tide.

And Stella… was naked in another way.

Ethan—yes, that was his name, and no name could suit better the brutality he embodied—placed his hand, open and shameless, on the firm curve of Monique’s ass. It wasn’t a brush. It was a declaration. A public claim. A slap without fingers.

And Monique… laughed.

She laughed hard. A sharp, insolent cackle that sliced through the music for one eternal second. Even the DJ flinched. Monique’s voice vibrated in the air like glass on the verge of shattering.

She arched toward Ethan with deliberate languor and planted a filthy kiss on him. Long. A kiss you could hear. That you could feel. That could be tasted from the entire dance floor. Her tongue was a dagger. And Stella… was right on its edge.

When Monique pulled away, her lips were smeared, her makeup running, and her eyes lit with that kind of malice only someone who once belonged to you can wield without guilt.

“What? You think I’m cheating on him?”

Her gaze dropped like lead onto Stella.

And suddenly, everyone was looking at her too.

The whole room turned to her. The lights now colder. Faces—masks warped by morbid curiosity and judgment.

“But she’s right here!” Monique shouted, theatrical, venomous, pointing at Stella with a red fingernail like she was some tainted trophy. “My ‘boyfriend’! Take a good look at her! My darling Stella! So divine in that little slut skirt and the heels I lent her!”

Laughter exploded like perverse fireworks.

A muttered "no fucking way" passed through clenched teeth. Someone clapped—slowly, like at a public execution. Ethan just smiled. And it was that smile—dry, twisted, satisfied—that broke something inside Stella. Because he didn’t need to say anything. That smile had already stripped her bare.

“You thought I didn’t know?” Monique continued, raising her voice. “Please! I do her makeup! I dress her! I taught her how to walk like a whore!”

Every word was a lash. And the crowd—her coworkers, her neighbors, her witnesses—held a thirsty silence.

“She’s not my victim! She’s my creation!”

And then… they no longer saw Stella.

They saw the character. The costume. The joke.

They saw the ridiculous corset under the white light. The padding, so obvious now. The ruined mascara. They saw the mask slipping… and the truth beneath it, trembling, shattered.

Ethan stepped forward.

Slowly. Like someone who no longer needs to hurry—because he knows the prey won’t run.

“So you’re Stella, huh?”

His deep voice grazed the name like he was licking it.

“And what else can you do, besides dressing up pretty?”

Silence turned thick. Viscous.

Stella didn’t answer.

Her lips—red from desire and shame—trembled. The music had returned, but it was a distant murmur. The only real things were her unsteady legs. The glossy floor. And those two pairs of eyes undressing her.

And Monique… wasn’t finished.

She stepped closer. One step at a time. Her heels fired off in Stella’s mind like gunshots.

“You’re not going to run, my love…” she whispered, her voice sharp as glass. “Not after everything we’ve shared. After what I did to you last night while you cried with my finger in your ass.”

A murmur. A gasp. A stifled moan.

Then, Ethan laughed.

Not with humor.

With hunger.

His eyes had already decided.

“On your knees, Stella.”

Three words.

And the entire universe shrank to them.


Chapter 3: Public Humiliation

Ethan’s words were not a shout nor a threat.
They were prophecy.
"On your knees, Stella."

He didn’t yell it. He didn’t demand it.
He said it like the night itself had whispered it in his ear.

And to Stella, it sounded like a commandment. A divine order written in the secret language of desire.

Her legs gave in. Not from weakness. Not from fear.
From surrender.
From a silent urgency vibrating between her ribs.

Everything weighed: the corset, the stares, the humiliation…
But nothing hurt.
Because for the first time, someone had seen her. Not as a costume, not as a joke.
As what she truly was.

“Stella,” Ethan had said.

And her name, in that cruel mouth, sounded more real than ever.

Ethan leaned down slowly. Took her chin between firm fingers. He didn’t ask permission. He didn’t need to.
He studied her face like someone appraising a stolen jewel.

“You’re prettier than I expected,” he said, in that deep voice.

His thumb brushed her lower lip. She trembled. I watched.
Proud.
Aroused.
Lit like a candle in its final flare before dying out.

“We’re taking her home, right?” he asked. But he didn’t look at me. He didn’t have to.

Monique nodded. Naturally. Instinctively.
As if we’d been waiting for this scene for years.

A willing Stella.
Shared.

Monique’s nails tangled gently in her wig, like a ribbon that would never come undone. She leaned in to her ear.

“Get ready, my love,” she whispered, her lips barely grazing her skin, “Tonight you’re not just mine…”

And it was then—right then—that the world broke.

No sound.
Just a silent vibration in her chest. A pressure in her throat. Like swallowing glass.

Everything around kept moving: the music, the bodies, the heat.
But Stella… Stella was coming undone inside.

The laughter sliced through the air like blades.
Monique’s red finger pointed at her again.
The stares licked her.
The cameras flashed.

“What a show!” someone yelled.
“Did you see her legs?” someone else whispered.
“Photo, photo, photo,” a third said shamelessly.

Stella tried to speak. Nothing came out. Her chin quivered.
The eyeliner mixed with tears.

And then—she was held.

Monique wrapped her in her arms like silk on a snowy night. Pulled her trembling body against mine.
Kissed her cheek. Felt her breathe for the first time since it all collapsed.

“Shhh… my precious Stella,” she whispered. “It’s okay, sweetheart… look at me.”

She looked at her.
And there, in those broken eyes, she saw the purest beauty that exists.

“You’re okay. You’re with me. And I… I love you more than ever.”

The tenderness was a knife wrapped in velvet.
Monique’s fingers slid down her back, caressing the exposed skin, the tense bones under the corset.
She smoothed her hair.
Kissed her temple.

“Look at you, my sweet heart… you’re so beautiful. So brave. Don’t cry, love. Don’t give them that power. You are exactly where you’re meant to be: in my arms. With me.”

And then, the interruption.

“What… what the hell…? Stella?”

Arianna.

Her voice was bewildered. Not cruel.
She approached with unsteady steps, her drink nearly slipping from her fingers. Her eyes traveled from Stella’s heels to the corset, pausing on every crack in the disguise.

“I can’t believe it… you… you liked me…”

Stella wanted to disappear. But Monique wouldn’t let her.

She laughed.
Oh, how she laughed.

“Oh, Arianna, darling!” she sang, in a siren’s voice. “Of course she liked you. You’ve always had that sweet little slut streak that drives her wild.”

Arianna froze. A pink flush crept up her cheeks.
Confused. Flustered.

Stella tried to cover herself. But I held her tighter.

“But don’t worry,” I said, smiling like a wolf. “If you want, I’ll allow it. A double date—what do you think? You, me, Ethan… and my Stella. Legs crossed, mascara perfect.”

Arianna didn’t answer.
But she didn’t leave either.

And in her gaze… there was no longer only judgment.

There was curiosity.
Desire.

And for the first time… Stella saw it.
The possibility of no longer hiding.


Chapter 4: The Altar

The party didn’t stop.
It twisted.

The music returned with more force, as if it knew it had survived a tragedy.
Laughter burst in corners, aimless and shameless.
Comments floated like black butterflies—poisoned, erratic—searching for ears willing to catch them.

Stella was still there.
Clinging to Monique’s perfume.
To her warmth.
To her presence like a broken anchor.

But Monique was no longer fully there.

She kissed her forehead, soft as a final caress.
Her gaze sparkled—promise, threat, or both.

“I love you, Stella… but tonight is mine too.”

And she left.

Back to the dance floor.
Back to him.

Ethan.
The ex.
The old owner returned like a shadow with flesh.
He grabbed her by the waist like picking up something forgotten, and slid his hand under her skirt with the shamelessness of someone who knows no one will dare to stop him.
He kissed her with ferocity.
Bit her.
Devoured her.

And Stella… watched.

From the bar.
From the margin.
From that place where invisible women are pushed—those who don’t quite fit, not even in their own skin.

The glass in her hand was empty.
Her lips, dry as a throat after screaming in silence.
The white stockings gripped her trembling legs while the murmurs kept dripping like acid down her back.

“Didn’t know that guy was that much of a perv…”

“And did you see how his girlfriend dresses now? She’s crazy.”

She didn’t look at them.
She couldn’t.

Her entire vision was a tunnel that ended at Monique’s body arching over Ethan.
At her laugh, which was music.
At her gasp, which was a declaration of war.

And then… Monique looked at her.

Winked.

As if she knew the wound no longer hurt.
As if she knew it hurt so much… it now aroused.

“You okay, sweetheart?” she shouted over the beat, while Ethan pawed at her corset like it belonged to him. “Want more wine… or more show?”

And Stella, broken and beautiful, still didn’t know if she wanted to cry… or fall all over again.

The lights flickered.
As if the room knew something was ending.
Bodies dissolved into shadows.
Goodbyes were slow, drunk, improvised.
The music smelled like closure.

Stella thought about escaping.
A crack. A shadow. The corner of a bathroom.
Tearing off her clothes.
Wiping off the makeup until she forgot who she was.

But then…

“Hey!” a voice boomed. Elegant. Dripping with power and expensive liquor.

Marlene.

The department boss. The one in gray suits and tight lips.
But tonight… her eyes sparkled.

“How about we keep the party going at my place?” she smiled—tilted, dangerous. “I’ve got good whiskey. And I want to get to know… our hidden talents a little better.”

The laughter was immediate. Almost grateful.
As if no one wanted to admit it was already too much.

“I’m in!” shouted Arianna, raising her glass. “But only if the little nurse comes too…”

Ethan let out a deep, thick laugh, like his chest applauded.

And Stella…

Stella stepped back.

“No… I don’t… think I should—”

But she wasn’t allowed to finish.

Monique’s hand found her wrist again.
Firm.
Painted nails like sweet claws.
Monique’s gaze burned.

“We’d love to come,” she said. Her voice was a caress with an edge. “Right, my love?”

So soft.
So sweet.
As if she were doing her a favor.

But Stella knew.
That wasn’t sweetness.
It was power.
Wrapped in velvet.

And so, the little nurse with the white stockings, the smeared lips, the tight corset…

Kept walking.
Toward the next circle.

With trembling heels.
And an airless soul.


Chapter 5: The Show

Marlene’s house wasn’t a home.
It was a declaration of power.

The air smelled of expensive wine, new leather, and ambition distilled into walls of abstract art and carpets that begged to be walked on in silence.
The books were arranged with surgical precision—decor only. Never touched. Never read.

And in the middle of it all… Stella.

A sweet stain.
A delicious mistake in a room where everything screamed success and structure.
A precious, broken creature, clashing like a cursed note in a symphony far too perfect.

Marlene watched her from the bar. Glass in hand. Brow arched.

“But look at her…” she said, as if narrating a decadent play. “Who needs hired dancers when we’ve got this?”

Arianna let out a clean, cruel laugh, seated on the sofa, legs crossed, her dress hiked just enough to look like an accidental temptation.

“She’s cute,” she admitted. “Seriously. I never thought a little girl with that much flavor was hiding under those gray suits.”

Marlene nodded, sipping slowly.

“We should make it a tradition… Stella Fridays. What do you think?”

The laughter was automatic. Sophisticated. Dangerous.

Stella didn’t respond.

She was standing.
Rigid.
The corset was no longer erotic—it was a cage.
Her stockings slid slowly down her thighs, as if they, too, wanted to surrender.

In front of her, on the main sofa, Monique and Ethan reigned.
A shared throne.
His hand on Monique’s knee—not resting, but gripping. Claiming. Possessing.

And her…
As much goddess as witch.
With a glass between her fingers and a smile that could ignite or freeze.

Ethan looked at her.
At Stella.
And he smiled.

That crooked smile that never quite reached kindness.

Monique didn’t speak.
She simply looked.
Measured her endurance like someone watching a crystal right before it shatters.

And when she saw it—because she saw it—she lifted her glass.

“To you, sweetheart.”

The toast.
The sentence.

Marlene tossed a cushion to the floor, like a private joke shared among cruel adults.
“Relax, princess. You can sit on the floor. Like a good pet.”

Arianna doubled over in laughter. Ethan laughed too.
As if the game had already been written.
As if she had arrived only to play her part.

And Stella…

What could she do?

Her feet refused to move.
Her dignity was a ghost.
Everything she had ever been—professional, composed, firm-voiced—was dissolving like cheap paint in the rain.

Marlene raised her glass again, her laugh sharp as crystal, announcing the show had only just begun.

“Didn’t know reports came with a thong and a wig.”

Arianna spit wine from laughing too hard.

But Monique…

Monique didn’t laugh.
She acted.

She took her hand.
With poisoned softness.
Like someone stroking a precious marionette before using it.

“Come, sweetheart… come with me.”

And Stella went.

Her skin burned.
The corset strangled her.
Her heels pierced like blades with every step.

But she went.

Monique settled beside Ethan like the couch was an altar.
He, unmoved.
As if he already knew everything belonged to him.

Then, without warning—

SMACK.
A spank.
Loud. Clear. Cruel.

“Heeyy!” someone shouted, drunk on voyeurism.
“That nurse needs urgent treatment!”

Marlene raised a brow. Arianna whistled.

“Mmm… Monique, you lucky bitch.”

But Monique only smiled.
As if the plan was just beginning.

And Stella…
She was there.

Trembling.

Monique tugged her arm.

But not to her lap.
Not to her side.

To her feet.

To her knees.

Before the altar of power.
Before them.
Before herself.


Chapter 6: Midnight Nurse

The floor was cold.
Her bare knees felt it like a sentence. The leather of the sofa, so close, carried the scent of expensive wine, warm sweat, and French perfume. A profane altar.

Above her, Monique and Ethan kissed.
It wasn’t sweet. It wasn’t love.
It was an act of possession. A shared drink in the middle of the storm they’d built atop Stella’s body.

She heard Monique’s gasp—not pleasure, but power. That particular moan that exists only when you know someone is watching from below.
“Mmm, mon amour…” Monique whispered, her voice clinging to Ethan’s breath, every syllable a deliberate caress meant for Stella’s ears.

Her fingers trailed down to Stella’s head, sliding over the wig with perverse tenderness. Not a comforting touch. The kind you’d use on an obedient trophy.
Stella looked away.
She couldn’t hold their gaze.

She made herself small. Invisible. But they all saw her.
And how they saw her…

“How sad,” Arianna murmured from the couch. “All that effort… for this.”
“Too bad,” Marlene added, her smile like a sharpened blade. “Though you’re right—in heels… she’s divine.”

The words were soft daggers. They didn’t hurt at first. But they cut.
Stella felt the weight of loss. Not rage. Not pride. Just a brutal emptiness. There was nothing left to protect. Not her job. Not her name. Not the relationship.

She wasn’t someone anymore.
She was something.

Monique spread her legs.

Ethan touched her. Brazenly. Hungrily. She arched, gasping with venomous theatrics.

And you, Stella, were there.
On your knees.
Receiving touches that weren’t desire—just reminders of your place.

“You’re so quiet, cariño…” Monique murmured, dripping with lust. “Does it hurt too much… or do you like it too much?”

Stella didn’t answer.
She couldn’t.
Words felt distant, unreal. As if she no longer lived inside her own body.

The night dragged on, long and cruel. Makeup melted. Sweat mixed with shame. And still… no one let her leave.
Because she wasn’t a person anymore.
She was the spectacle.

Ethan stood with a calm that weighed heavier than any scream.
“Alright, that’s enough. I’ve got to go.”

Monique rose with him, her heels marking the final act. The others turned, as if awaiting the last line of a play.
She stretched—beautiful and vulgar, lips still swollen from kisses.

“Thanks for tonight, mi macho…” she said softly, but clear. For everyone.
He gripped her waist. Kissed her.
Not a goodbye kiss.
A branding kiss. A wound. A claim.

When they parted, Monique laughed.
And looked at Stella—still kneeling, still trembling.

“Don’t worry about my boyfriend. No danger here…” Her smile sliced through the air. “He’s more of a crossdresser than a man.”

A burst of laughter.

Marlene laughed into her wine glass. Arianna gasped in faux scandal.
"Monique, for God's sake...!" Arianna giggled, "But you're not lying."

Ethan left.
And with him went the last thing remaining in Stella's stomach: hope.

Monique returned.
Without guilt. Without shame. As if she hadn't just exposed herself, surrendered herself, shattered Stella into a thousand pieces.
"Come on, sweetheart," she said with hollow sweetness, "Time to make you pretty again."

But she didn't go alone.
Marlene took her by one arm.
Arianna by the other.
They dragged her gently, with elegant yet firm hands, like cleaning a dirty rag that might still be useful.

The bathroom was an operating theater of white lights. The mirror showed no mercy.
And there she was.
Smudged eyeliner. Faded lipstick. Loose corset. Misplaced padding. A broken figure... still pretending at beauty.

"You look like a doll," Arianna laughed.
"One that still works," Marlene countered, opening the makeup case.

Monique crouched down.
Lifted Stella's chin with a single fingernail - that tender, power-laden gesture.
"Look at me, my love... Let's make you beautiful again."

And they did.
They painted.
They adjusted.
They trapped her body back into the corset until she couldn't breathe.

The blush burned like a slap. The stockings smoothed like artificial skin. The heels readjusted.
Arianna gave her ass a playful pat.
"Perfect for serving."

And Stella...
Stella didn't protest anymore.
Because she wasn't herself now.
She was a doll.
A utensil.
A thing that could still shine... if handled properly.

When Stella emerged from the bathroom, she was no longer a guest.
She was an offering.

Marlene was the first to mark the change: she placed a tray in Stella's hands with a satisfied smile, like bestowing an inverted scepter. Arianna cheered with sparkling laughter:
"Oh, the nurse looks so sexy!"

The laughter multiplied.
And Monique... Monique reclined on the sofa with an empress' elegance. She crossed her legs, raised her glass, and with calculated precision—

SMACK!

A sharp slap to the ass.
"More liquor, please," she said, her smile dripping with dominion.

Champagne-bubble laughter erupted. A voice from the crowd called out:
"That nurse is going to quench my thirst!"

Stella began to walk.
Tray in hand.
Heels wobbling. The corset stealing every breath. The stockings clinging to legs that could barely support the weight of their desire.

The stares were knives.
“So, how much does the nurse charge?”
“Is this inclusivity policy or a crossdresser show?”
“Friday night drag, love it.”

Every phrase unraveled her. Yet it also reinforced her.
Because Stella no longer existed as she once had.
Now, she was a role.
A fantasy.
A service doll wrapped in white stockings and obedience.

Monique snapped her fingers or clapped softly to summon her.
“Come on, Stella! Don’t keep your superiors waiting.”
And she went. Without hesitation.
She no longer knew how not to.

When Monique handed her an empty glass, she looked at her with sharp tenderness—that sweet cruelty only she could wield. Stella took it, nodded, and turned away.
She wasn’t the same anymore.
She was the party’s crossdresser nurse.

The air smelled of wine, sin, and powerful women’s perfume. Stella ended up on her knees at the center of that profane altar, her skirt barely covering desire, her corset sculpting a false waist that seduced with brutal honesty. The stilettos were blades beneath her feet.
And she didn’t move.

Marlene, Arianna, and Monique chatted, laughed, reigned. Among them, Stella was jewel, doll, living creation. Exactly where they wanted her.

Then, a man’s rough voice cut through the murmur:
“Damn…” he slurred, shirt open, gaze locked. “That crossdresser nurse is fucking hot. She’s been teasing us all goddamn night.”

Laughter.
Whistles.
Another voice, thick with want:
“What if she’s into it? ‘Cause I can’t hold back anymore.”

Stella felt the tingling. Not fear.
Electricity.

Her breath turned erratic. Lips parted. Eyes down. Not from shame.
From hunger.

And Monique—oh, Monique.
She laughed with that cadence that dictated the rules of the game.
“Teasing them? Of course… my little doll was made for just that.”

She stepped closer. Bent down. Brushed her long fingers against Stella’s painted cheek—a touch that tasted like clove wrapped in silk.
“Sweetheart… do you want to be a good hostess? Do you want to give them more than just drinks?”

Trembling. Submissive.
“That’s what I thought.”

Monique turned her slowly. One hand on her back. The other sliding down her waist.
She positioned her on all fours atop the salon’s carpet.
A crossdresser nurse, offered up to desire.

Stockings tugged. Skirt lifted. Her underwear framing what no one could ignore.
Monique dragged her fingers over the fabric.
Smiled.
“Mmm… you’re so wet, my love. That’s not fear. That’s hunger.”

Arianna doubled over laughing.
“Such an obedient doll… now that’s how you make me wanna get married.”

Marlene stepped closer. Her hand came down without warning.
Clap!
A sharp, dry smack that cracked the air.
“One more… in case she forgets her place.”

Stella whimpered. Barely a whisper.
But she didn’t move.
Didn’t protest.
She was right where she wanted to be.

“Let’s take turns,” Arianna said, standing up. “See who can make her moan the most.”
She took one of the men’s hands like choosing the first player in a wicked game.

And meanwhile, Monique…
Monique combed Stella’s wig with dark devotion. Bent low, cradled her face, and whispered:
“Easy, darling… it’s alright. This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”

The room throbbed with laughter, desire, and raised glasses.
And at the center of it all knelt a gorgeous nurse.
Exposed.
Not forced.
Chosen.

And the best part?
It was only just beginning.


Chapter 7: Stella Unfolds

Arianna picks him like selecting a gleaming crystal toy from a display case. Her poisoned smile glows as she takes the hungriest one by the hand—the man who’s already spent minutes fumbling impatiently with his belt.

She leads him toward Stella with slow, theatrical steps.

“First turn’s yours,” she says, the words a venomous sigh. “Don’t be gentle… she’s ready.”

And he knows.
He doesn’t ask. Doesn’t hesitate.

He kneels behind Stella, grips her hips with firm, deliberate hands. Pulls her into him like someone who already knows the worth of what he’s about to claim.

Her panties slip down with a tug, sliding aside like a loose ribbon on carelessly wrapped gift. His erection presses against her—warm, throbbing—and Stella feels that heat right where fear and desire entwine.

The white stockings strain.
Her heels dig into the carpet.

And she… sighs. The trembling in her legs isn’t hesitation anymore.
It’s want.

Marlene, from her throne of wine and control, raises her glass and claps. Her nails click like a flamenco of castanets.

“Yes! Come on, bitch! Show us what you were born for!”

And then he pushes inside.
Not gently.
Hungrily.

Rough. Harsh. Deep.

Stella doesn’t scream.
She moans.

Her mouth falls open in an expression that could be prayer or surrender, her body arching as that first thrust punches the air from her lungs.

And right then—there’s Monique.
Kneeling beside her.

But she isn’t conquered.
She’s upright. Regal. A queen among shadows.

She cups Stella’s face between her hands. Presses her forehead to hers, eyes blazing with ferocious tenderness.
“I know, my heart…” she whispers in that honeyed witch’s voice. “It hurts because you’re breaking the last shell. You’re being born. You’re Stella. My girl. My perfect little nurse. The one who opens herself even when she trembles.”

Her fingers wipe away smeared lipstick with a touch like absolution.

Behind them, the man groans. Hips slamming. His hands grip her with savage devotion.
“Yes, my love… look at me. Only at me,” Monique murmurs, erasing the world.

The applause, the laughter, the euphoria—all of it fades.
Only they remain.
Her and Stella.

“You’re so beautiful… so open…”
She kisses her. First the forehead. Then the nose. Finally, just a brush of lips against hers, like consecrating what’s already hers.

“That’s it, darling… say it… tell me what you are…”
Stella shudders. Her voice is a gasp.
“I-I’m… your whore, Monique…”
“Louder, my love. Let them all hear.”
“I’m your whore! I’m a doll to be used!”

The room erupts.
Marlene claps between raucous laughter.
Arianna raises her glass as if toasting the stars.
The man behind Stella roars with pleasure. Hauls her back with bruising force. Worships her with every thrust.

And Monique never lets go.
She envelops her.
Shields her.
Guides her.
Like a goddess with her most cherished creation.

“You’re my Stella,” she whispers as the room trembles around them. “And this… is only the beginning.”


Chapter 8: The Morning After

Stella melted onto the carpet like a sugar cube in the rain, her body trembling, her back arched in a sublime curve. Barely held up by her arms—more willpower than strength—she clung to Monique, her goddess, her everything.

Monique’s hands gripped her firmly, one at her waist, the other at the small of her back, guiding her gently so she wouldn’t collapse completely—even as another body, foreign and dominant, made her shudder from within. She felt invaded, overwhelmed, but not broken. The opposite. Full. Seen.

A thick, deep heat surged through her like lava beneath her skin, and her parted lips released a new sound—a mix of shuddering and surrender. The stockings slipping down her knees were proof of her submission. And still, there was no mercy.

Then Arianna appeared. Silent, with that cruel elegance of someone who knew exactly what they provoked. Her sharp, delicious eyes locked onto Stella, and with an almost imperceptible gesture, she summoned another.

The second man didn’t hesitate. Didn’t ask. He simply obeyed Arianna’s gaze.

He was younger. Stronger. Hungrier.

And he entered.

Like a forbidden secret. Like a long-restrained desire finally unleashed.

Stella screamed—the kind of scream that can’t be faked, as if her soul were escaping between ragged gasps and shameless moans. The floor shook with every thrust, but her world, her anchor, was still Monique.

Kneeling beside her, Monique—her white skirt crumpled on the floor, her lips brushing Stella’s ear—whispered sweetness that wrapped the pain in love. She caressed her with soft fingers, as if Stella were porcelain, even as her body was rocked with violent rhythm.

"Shhh… my sweetheart… that’s it… so beautiful… breathe… just breathe… my precious girl…"

Every word was a thread holding her together.

Behind them, Arianna watched with a glass in hand and a crooked smile, savoring the moment as if Stella were her masterpiece. Her little nurse. Her jewel.

"That’s it! That’s our Stella!"

The new body panted against hers, hard hands gripping her waist, sinking in with a ferocity that sent tremors through her with every heartbeat. Stella didn’t resist. She couldn’t. Because in that chaos, she’d found meaning. In that act, in that skin, in that force, the shadow of what she once was had been erased.

And in its place—she bloomed.

“Moniqueee… I love it… I’m… I’m yours…!”

Her voice cracked, but she didn’t pull back. She was free. She was pure.

“I’m your doll… your happy doll!”

Monique held her tight, pressing her cheek to Stella’s, wrapping her in the warmth of someone who loves without limits.

“Yes, you are… my Stella… my beautiful girl… my surrender… I love you like this… free… alive…”

And then—a second spasm tore through her.

Deeper.
Darker.
More perfect.

Stella felt everything. The heat. The spill. The final moan.

And then—silence.

A beautiful silence.

Stella trembled. Dripped. Smiled.

And cried.

But from pride. From bliss.

Monique, serene in her beauty, cradled her face like something sacred. Kissed her lips with endless tenderness.

And whispered, voice like a vow:

“You’re not my boyfriend anymore. You’re my doll. And I’ve never loved you more.”

“Ready for another round, slut?” Marlene asked, no longer bothering with pretense, as she picked up another glass and licked her lips.

Stella didn’t answer with shyness this time.

She dropped to all fours again—
as if she no longer knew how to live any other way.

She arches.
She offers herself.
Her hips move on their own, seeking the next invasion.

Monique, now seated on the couch, doesn’t intervene.
She just watches.
Observes with pride.
With soft lust.
Like a twisted mother who’s finished molding her creation.

Arianna snaps her fingers, calls for the next.
A third man—quieter, but already hard, already waiting.
He doesn’t speak.
Just positions himself behind Stella and enters her without ceremony, without warning, without a hint of empathy.

And Stella… moans.
But not like before.
Now it’s forceful. Joyful. Desperate.
“Yes! Ahhh… yesss…! More! Harder!”

She doesn’t need to be held up.
She keeps herself steady.
Knees firm.
Back arched in perfect submission.
Mouth open, drooling.
Eyes shut as if in a trance.

Every thrust from the third man wrings louder, freer moans from her.
Marlene claps again.
“Now that’s a real slut.”

Arianna laughs, settling beside Monique, crossing her legs with a sigh.
“She’s exquisite. Can I take her home someday?”

Monique smiles.
“She’s not mine alone anymore… but she still sleeps at my feet.”

And so she will.

The night dissolves, little by little.

One by one, the guests leave.
Some with drunken smiles.
Others with their cocks still wet.

The house falls silent, save for Stella’s final gasps as the third man finishes inside her with a low, final groan.
She stays there for a moment—panting, body trembling, hot semen dripping down her thighs.

And then… she crawls.

Slow. Obedient. Satisfied.

To the sofa.

Where Monique has already unfolded the pull-out bed, still in her nurse costume but with the relaxed posture of a victor—of someone who has shaped a man into what he was always meant to be.

Stella curls up at her feet.
Like a perfect pet.

She doesn’t ask for permission.
She just waits.

And Monique, voice soft, tells her:
"Go on, my kitten… you may kiss my feet. You’ve earned it."

Stella takes Monique’s white-stockinged feet, kisses them slowly.
One.
Then the other.
Nuzzles her face against them like a contented cat, purring soundlessly.

Monique strokes her hair with a tired, satisfied smile.
"Sleep, darling. Tomorrow you’ll be my little bitch again. And the day after… and always."

And Stella—lips pressed to Monique’s feet, body spent, insides still warm with pleasure—closes her eyes.
And sleeps.

As what she is.
As what she chose to be.

Nobody’s crossdresser nurse.
Monique’s obedient little whore.


Chapter 9: Stella’s Chores

The world didn’t stop after the party.
It didn’t care what Stella screamed. Or how they filled her up.
It didn’t hear her pleasured sobs or her ragged moans.
The world kept spinning.
But she… no longer spun with it.
Now she orbited Monique.

Sunlight slipped in like a spy through the half-open curtains.
On the carpet, Stella lay face down, still squeezed into the corset cinching her false waist, her skirt hiked up, revealing stockings dirtied at the knees—by hands, by foreign milk.
And on the pull-out sofa: Monique.
Naked except for one stocking. Leg dangling, arm stretched across the sheet, her neck branded with a bite mark still fresh.

Stella woke by instinct. Not by sound.
She crawled in silence.
Dried makeup tugged at her skin. Her mouth tasted of stale saliva.
But when she reached the edge of the mattress, her soul caught fire again.

“Good morning, my heart,” Monique whispered without opening her eyes, stretching her leg toward her doll’s mouth.
Stella didn’t hesitate.
She kissed the stocking-clad foot.
First one. Then the other.
Chapped lips, devout, grateful.
Monique laughed—low, satisfied.

“Don’t make a sound, love… good Stella always starts quiet.”

Later, in the kitchen, steam curling from coffee and thighs sticky inside, Stella heard the words that would change everything:
“You’re moving in with me.”

Stella stared at her, chipped nail polish gripping the mug.
“What? My apartment? My parents?”
Monique stepped closer, lifting Stella’s chin with a red-tipped nail.

“Do you really want your mother to see you cleaning up cum with your lips? Or your father to find your collection of thongs and those USB-charged dildos?”

Silence.

“You’re mine now. And if you’re going to live as Stella, you’ll be Stella. Full-time.”

The move was quick.
One suitcase. One backpack. A bag of makeup.
Nothing else.

Monique arranged everything.
And of course… Stella dressed as she was told: a little black schoolgirl skirt, a tight blouse with one extra button undone, and stockings—new this time, unspoiled.

On the way, Monique made a stop.
Bakery.
“You go,” she ordered, handing her the money. “And make sure you bend over properly when you pick up the bag.”

Stella obeyed.
The baker stared, slack-jawed.
An old woman muttered under her breath.
A young man asked if she was on TV.
And Stella… dripped.

Monique’s building was older, more exposed.
Neighbors in windows.
People in the doorway.
One of them, a young man in a hoodie, watched them enter.
He whistled.

“What’ve you got there, Monique? A cousin?”
“No. A very obedient guest,” she replied without looking back.

And Stella felt the weight of those words like a caress that leaves a mark.

Inside the apartment, Monique showed her her new space.
No bed.
Just a mattress at the foot of Monique’s.
A water bowl.
A box of lingerie.
And a handwritten note:

"Be useful. Be pretty. Be a slut."

Stella dropped to her knees automatically.
She looked up.
Monique stroked her cheek.
Then fastened a ribbon collar around her neck, adorned with a tiny heart-shaped charm.

“You already live here, sweetheart. And tonight… I’ll give you your list of chores.”

The mattress at the foot of the bed became the only place Stella was allowed to rest.
Monique always woke her the same way: with a foot.
She’d nudge Stella’s cheek with the tip of her stocking, caress her chin like polishing a jewel.

“Get up, sweetheart. There’s work today.”

Stella no longer asked, “What kind of work?”
She just knelt, ready.
The routine was set.

Task #1: Bread in Pantyhose
The skirt was optional.
Monique handed her a white shirt that barely covered her crotch.
White pantyhose. Low heels.

“Cross the street slowly.”

Stella obeyed.
The baker said nothing—but his eyes never left her.
An old woman in line shoved her with an elbow.

“Where’d you crawl from, doll?”

Stella just smiled.
On the walk back, she felt the wind lift her shirt.
A car honked.
She didn’t cover herself.
Just clenched her thighs. She was wet.

Task #2: Condoms, Please
Monique gave her a fake shopping list.
At the bottom, scrawled in red ink, was the real order:

Box of condoms, XL.
—Lube.
And a wink at the cashier.

Stella walked in wearing tight shorts, no bra under her sheer blouse.
The clerk—young, flustered—stammered as he read the list.
“Uh… are these for you?”

Stella bit her lip.
Nodded.
“Yes. Hopefully this time… they’ll last.”
She winked.
The boy fumbled the price scanner.

And when Stella turned to leave, the condoms jutted conspicuously from the bag—on purpose.
At the door, a neighbor watched her exit.
Said nothing. Just stared. Then… looked away.

Task #3: Obscene Ice Cream

Saturday.
Town square.
Crowds.

Monique took her downtown in a short dress and lace panties visible beneath.
Bought her a strawberry ice cream.
“Now lick it like you do alone in my room.”
“Here?”

Monique leaned in, breath hot on her ear:
“Shy, Stella? How strange. I thought you were my little slut.”

And Stella obeyed.
Swirled her tongue around the cone, lips glistening, eyes shut.
Children giggled.
A man nearly walked into a lamppost.
A mother muttered, “Disgusting…”

But Stella whimpered softly with every lick.

Days passed.
And someone was always watching.
The neighbor across the street.
Perched on his balcony.
Cigarette in hand.
Eyes fixed.

Monique noticed.

One evening, as Stella returned from shopping in a pink bodysuit and open coat, he nodded at her.
Stella shivered.
Monique smiled.

“You like being watched, don’t you, darling?”
“Yes…”
“Then you’ll go to his door. Tell him you want to know him better.”
“But what if—?”

Monique didn’t let her finish.
“Say you’re wet. Say you don’t care if he uses you. That you’re mine… but I’ll share.”

First Visitor

That night, Stella knelt in the entryway.
Monique fastened a thick collar around her neck—leather.
A black thong.
Nothing else.

The neighbor, Miguel, walked in with a nervous laugh.
But when he saw Stella in that position, something shifted.
He wanted her.
He took her.

Monique watched from the couch, smoking.
“Slow at first, Mike. She’s well-trained.”
And so it went.
Mike fucked her with hunger.
Stella screamed at first.
Then moaned.
Then begged.
Not to stop… but for more.

“I’m such a little slut, Monique! Thank you… thank you for sharing me!”
And Monique smiled.
“Good girl. That’s how it’s done.”

Stella no longer walked with shame.
She walked with hunger.
For stares.
For fingers.
For orders.

Next time, she’d wear a hidden toy.
The time after, she’d serve drinks half-naked.
And soon…
The neighborhood wouldn’t ask who she was.
They’d all know.

She was Monique’s little crossdresser slut.


Chapter 10: The Office Whispers

Returning to the office after the party was like stepping back into a crime scene… but with a shorter skirt and a more shattered smile.

Stella arrived early. Always early.

The slacks were tight.
Too tight.
Beneath them, the pink bra Monique had picked out that morning peeked through her white button-down.
Her nails, freshly painted a "subtle" coral shade.
And the perfume… sweet, cloying, a floral trail that lingered in meeting rooms like a promise.

Monique had told her at the door:
"Today, you’re Stella. No one will know…"
(Then kissed her on the lips, leaving no doubt that everyone would know.)

The stares began with her second step.
Two boys from IT exchanged glances.
One smirked. The other bit his lip.
Stella pretended not to notice. She walked to her desk, crossing her legs the way Monique had taught her—back straight, chin high.

Arianna was the first to approach.
Coffee in hand, hair in a high ponytail, and that sly, curious smirk.
"Mmm… good morning, Stella."
She said it quietly. But she said it.

Stella blinked, tense.
"What… what did you say?"

Arianna leaned over the desk, letting her cleavage dip just a little lower than necessary.
"No one’s going to forget. Not with your shirt buttoned up, not with that little-girl perfume." She winked. "And trust me, it suits you better this way."

Stella stayed silent. But under the desk, her thighs pressed together.
She was getting wet.
Again.

The hours passed like razor blades.
Every male voice behind her felt like a threat… or a fantasy.
The new intern couldn’t take his eyes off her.
A supervisor "accidentally" brushed against her back.
And Marlene, the department head, watched everything from her glass office—like a queen waiting for someone to drop to their knees.

And someone did.

It was one of the sales guys.
The same one who’d taken her the night of the party.
The same one who’d finished inside her, on the carpet, while Monique stroked her hair as if she were giving birth to a new breed of creature.

That day, he cornered her in the hallway—wordless.
Stella felt him behind her.
"Remember me?" he murmured against her ear.
She didn’t answer.
She didn’t need to.

He took her hand.
Pulled her gently into the empty conference room.
Pinned her against the soundproofed wall.
And she… didn’t resist.

Then—the door opened.

Marlene.
No gasp. No outrage.
Just laughter.
"Again? Didn’t you get enough at the party?"

He froze.
But didn’t let go.

Stella, lips bitten raw, breath ragged, said nothing.
Just clung to his neck like she needed it to keep from dissolving.

Marlene crossed her arms.
"Well, as long as you don’t stain the reports for Monday’s meeting, carry on."
A pause. "Be gentle with her. She’s more whore than secretary now."

The door clicked shut.

When he finished inside her again, Stella didn’t cry.
Didn’t even moan.
Just whispered, legs still shaking as she straightened her skirt:
"Thank you…"

Stella wasn’t a rumor anymore.
She was an open secret.
A fetish with silicone tits.
A doll who walked like she still had some dignity left.

And she loved it—
more every time.


Chapter 11: Meeting with Human Resources

The email arrived on a Monday.

Subject: Urgent meeting with HR. Mandatory attendance.

Stella read it with trembling fingers over the keyboard.
She knew it couldn’t last.
That the whispers, the stares, the stifled giggles… it all had to blow up eventually.

But it was Monique who sealed it.
When she got to the department that night, Monique handed her a carefully folded outfit:

A black pencil skirt.

A pink silk blouse.

Stockings.

Patent leather heels.

A padded bra, with matching panties.
And her ribbon choker, with the heart-shaped pendant.

"Put it on, sweetheart. Tomorrow’s your debut."
"To the board meeting… like this?"
Monique kissed her on the lips.
"Of course. It’s time for the company to meet its real human resource."

The next day, Stella walked into the building as a contradiction.
Long legs.
Hips forced into shape by the corset.
The scent of sweet perfume.
Painted lips.
False eyelashes.

The receptionists stared at her, jaws tight.
Two employees from Finance watched her all the way to the elevator.
One of them muttered:
"No fucking way… she actually came like this. To the meeting."
"She’s done for."

But Stella didn’t stop.

Click. Click. Click.
Every step, a challenge.
Every step, wetter.

The boardroom was packed.
The head of HR, three supervisors, Marlene, Arianna, and a handful of coworkers.
Most had seen her like this before…
but never in an official context.

Stella walked in.
Stood at the front.
Crossed her legs.
Smoothed her skirt.
And smiled.

“Good morning. I’m Stella.”

Silence.
A long one.
Uncomfortable.
Voyeuristic.

The HR boss swallowed hard.
“Uh… we’re here to… address certain workplace concerns. Some complaints… rumors…”
“About me?” she interrupted, voice soft, posture flawless.
“Yes… well… about… this… new… style of yours.”

Arianna snorted.
“Style? Please, call it what it is. She’s the office slut-secretary.”

Marlene raised her hand like she was motioning in a town hall.
“I’ve got a simple solution: install a gloryhole in the bathroom and put her on sucking duty—rotational filing.”

A burst of laughter.
One guy fake-gasped. Another clapped.

The HR manager tried to calm the room:
"Enough! Please… this is a serious matter—"

Stella took a step forward.
Lifted her chin.
Smoothed her skirt.
And spoke.

"I have nothing to hide.
I’m a crossdresser.
I’m Stella.
And if any of you want to laugh, do it now."

Silence again.
This time, thicker.
Heavier.

A coworker in the corner—one who’d never spoken to her—raised his voice:
"What if we don’t wanna laugh? What if we’d rather you suck us off after lunch?"

Laughter.
Marlene nodded.
Arianna bit her lip.
"I’ll get in line."

Stella closed her eyes.
And smiled.

They didn’t fire her.
They didn’t scold her.
They didn’t protect her.

They accepted her.
As a fetish.
As an object.
As the office slut.

And that… thrilled her.

That afternoon, Monique waited in the lobby.
Stella strutted toward her like a runway model.
Monique hugged her, whispering in her ear:
"It’s done. No more pretending, my love."
"I know," Stella said.
"And? What did they say?"
Stella grinned.
"They’re installing a gloryhole for me."


Chapter 12: Full Life

The stockings no longer came off at bedtime.
Her lips were always painted, even at 7 a.m.
The fruity perfume with a musky base had become part of Stella—like her waxed legs or her newly softened voice.
And the bra… always padded. Always visible beneath flimsy blouses.

It wasn’t an act anymore.
There was no closet left.
No doors.
Just heels clicking across Monique’s apartment floor, dishes washed with her ass on display, and the certainty that each day would bring a new task…
a new command…
a new man.

House Visits
The first time was a Friday.
Monique arrived with four coworkers from the office, beers in hand, laughter thick with complicity.
“She knows what to do, boys. I’m stepping out with Ethan for a bit. Just keep the place clean, yeah?”
And she left.

Arianna took the armchair like she owned it.
Marlene poured wine without asking.
Stella stood alone with the three men.
One shoved her against the wall.
Another slid a hand under her skirt.
The third was already unbuckling his belt.

Arianna laughed like she was watching a movie.
Marlene remarked:
“And to think, a few months ago she wore a tie… Look at her now, face full of dick.”

Stella didn’t resist.
She dropped to her knees.
Panties pushed aside.

Mouth Open.

Muffled moans between thrusts.
And when one finished inside her, the next was already pushing her onto the dining table.

“I’m your little slut!” she cried, her voice trembling now. “The office slut!”

Arianna applauded.
Marlene slapped her with a cock.
“That’s how you talk, Stella. A real whore.”

In the Neighborhood

Walks down the street became parades.
The baker no longer greeted her—just winked.
The woman on the second floor stopped calling her “young man” and started saying “mami.”

And one of the new neighbors, Paul—a mechanic with grease-stained hands and a dirty stare—began flirting.
“You live with Monique, right?”
Stella smiled, lowering her gaze, swaying like a schoolgirl.
“Yeah…”
“And you always dress so… sweet?”

Monique heard it from the balcony.
She didn’t get angry.
She came down.
Took Stella’s hand.
“Paul, come. She’s got something for you.”

And there, in the hallway between the elevator and the maintenance room… Stella knelt.
Monique unzipped his pants.
And put him in her mouth.
“Suck him good, baby. Make him feel it. Make him come back.”

And she did.
With spit.
With hunger.
With a tongue trained to obey.

When Paul finished, panting, his fingers tangled in her wig, Monique only said:
“If you want a repeat, knock twice on my door. And if you see her in the elevator, you can pull her collar.”

Stella no longer had an identity outside of this.
She was “her.”
The “crossdresser who gets on her knees.”
The one who opens her mouth and closes her eyes.
The one who cooks, cleans, and sucks without asking.
And she loved it.

Monique planned dinner with surgical precision.
She invited five neighbors from the building—three of them men who’d already made lewd comments after seeing Stella climb the stairs in pantyhose, grocery bags in hand. The other two were an elderly couple who pretended not to notice… but never stopped staring.

The dining room was set with candles, wine, and laughter.
And Stella…
Stella was the center of it all.

She wore a sheer black babydoll, nothing underneath.
Her stockings climbed to her thighs, barely held up.
Red heels, matching lips, and a tray in hand.
Her choker was tight, with a new pendant: “Stella.”

“Who wants more wine?” she asked in a sugary voice, eyes downcast, as the men stared straight between her legs.
One slapped her ass.
Another slid a hand up her thigh to her crotch.
And Monique said nothing.
She just sipped her wine, smiling.
She knew what was coming.

Stella served the plates with measured steps, back straight, ass tilted high.
But with each round, the hand of the neighbor from 3B—a bearded man with a filthy gaze and an absent wife—grew bolder.
First a graze.
Then a squeeze.
Then… a whisper:
“This little slut gets wetter every time I touch her.”

Stella trembled.
Not from fear.
From heat.
She was dripping.

Monique stood.
Tapped her glass softly with a spoon.
“Stella, my love… come here.”

Stella stepped forward.
Monique took the tray from her hands.
Grabbed her by the collar.
Spun her around to face everyone.
Then bent her over onto all fours on the dining room carpet.

“Tell them, sweetheart. Tell them what you are.”

Stella took a deep breath.
Her lingerie strained with every heartbeat.

“I’m… a happy maid.”

“Louder, doll.”

“I’m a happy maid! An obedient little slut!”

Applause.
Laughter.

Then Monique turned to the bold neighbor.
“Want to take her to my bed?”

The man stood without a word.
Grabbed Stella by the hair, yanked her up from the floor.
Monique whispered in her ear:
“Go with him, darling. Make him feel at home.”

Stella was dragged to the bedroom, legs forced apart with every step, her babydoll pushed up.
The bed still smelled of Monique and Ethan.

And there—without words, without witnesses but the distant laughter—she was penetrated.
Hard.
Without tenderness.
The neighbor’s hand around her throat, her moans muffled into the pillow.

She didn’t scream.
Didn’t beg for help.
She came.

And when the neighbor finished, leaving her facedown with cum dripping down her thigh…
Stella wiped herself with the sheet.
Got on her knees.
And returned to the dining room.

“Anyone want dessert?”


Chapter 13: Proposal and Ceremony

It was a Friday.

The boardroom had a thick, heavy air, as if everyone already knew what was about to be said.
Monique walked in wearing razor-sharp heels, a tight ivory blouse, and that smile of hers that always heralded disaster… or pleasure.
Stella was already seated.
Short skirt, white shirt with the top buttons undone, a ribbon choker with her pendant, crossed legs that fooled no one.

“I have an announcement,” Monique said, glass in hand. “I’m getting married.”
A ripple of murmurs, then stifled giggles.
Arianna clapped as if she’d known all along.
Marlene let out a low whistle, her drink materializing as if by magic.
Stella’s eyes widened.
She didn’t dare turn around.
She didn’t ask who.

Monique leaned toward her, tracing Stella’s chin with two long, glossy nails.
“And you, my love… won’t be my wife.”
Silence.
Stella shivered.
Bit her lip.
“You’ll be our maid. Mine and Ethan’s. And on the wedding day… you’ll sign yourself over.
Legally. Emotionally. Completely.”

Something inside Stella shattered—
and something else grew damp.

The Ceremony

It was held in a private hall, rented for “unconventional” occasions.
The walls were white, the floors gleamed, and every table had wine, glasses… and dildos as centerpieces.
The altar: a small pedestal draped in red velvet.
Atop it: Monique, resplendent in a white lace dress, her back bare, lips red as fresh blood.

Ethan stood beside her, in a tailored suit, his gaze possessive, one hand resting on his belt like he was caressing an invisible whip.

And Stella…
Oh, Stella.

Stella, kneeling before them in a white lace maid’s dress, matching panties, garter belt, and sheer stockings.

“Ready to sign, doll?” Marlene’s voice rang clear from the microphone.
She was officiating the ceremony, with Arianna beside her reciting the vows… of ownership.

Stella nodded.
The contract was brought to her—an official document.
One where she renounced her legal name.
All autonomy.
Any claim to partnership.
She agreed to serve Monique and Ethan as a sexual, domestic, and emotional servant.
No right to refuse.
No right to say no.

And she signed.
In pink ink.
With her pulse throbbing between her thighs.

Arianna fastened the ceremonial collar around her neck—white leather with silver studs.
Marlene took the leash and handed it to Monique.
“Yours.”
“Ours,” Monique corrected, glancing at Ethan.

The audience applauded.
One of the girls from work shouted:
“Fuck her right there on the spot!”

But Monique raised a hand.
“No. First, she must make her vow.”

He bent her over on all fours, right in front of the altar.
Hitched up her little dress.
Everyone saw her soaked panties.

“Go on, my love… say it so the world can hear.”
Stella swallowed hard.
Tears were already streaming down her cheeks—but not from sadness.

“I’m… your maid. Your servant. Your whore. Yours. Forever.”

The applause was deafening.
And Monique, with perverse tenderness, wiped away a tear with her thumb.
“There now, sweetheart. At last… you’re officially our little bitch.”

The New Life

From the moment Stella crossed the threshold, she knew her life no longer belonged to her.
The house smelled of sweet incense and polished wood, its serene elegance brooking no doubts or questions. It was Monique and Ethan’s home, but soon it would become something more: her temple, her stage… her velvet cage.

The first morning dawned with golden light filtering through white sheer curtains. Stella rose without being summoned, as if her body already knew the schedule. The uniform awaited her: a short black skirt, a high-necked button-up blouse, a lace apron, and white garters holding up her thigh-high stockings.
Monique had chosen every piece with the precision of an artist designing not just an outfit, but a role.

“My little maid,” she murmured, tightening Stella’s collar, her lips curling into a promise.
The uniform spoke its own language. No explanation was needed—Stella already knew her place.

The routine was flawless.

First, breakfast: Stella served hot coffee, toast with orange marmalade, and the morning paper folded neatly beside Ethan’s plate. Monique preferred fresh fruit and grapefruit juice, with a single flower on her tray. Stella moved in silence, her low heels clicking softly on the marble, head slightly bowed, hands gentle and diligent.

Then, the cleaning.

The house had to shine.

Stella drifted through the halls like an obedient ghost, feather duster in hand, a constant blush on her cheeks. Not from the effort… but from what she knew would come later.

When Ethan wanted her, he didn’t ask for permission.

Monique was the one who prepared Stella for him.

She would sit her down at her vanity mirror, with the tenderness of a lover and the authority of a tamer. She lined her eyes with precision, painted her lips a glossy pink, and tied a small ribbon in her hair.

“You look beautiful today,” she’d whisper, as Stella trembled under her touch. “He’s going to use you like the doll you are.”

And then… she would hand her over.

Ethan didn’t speak much. He simply took her.

Sometimes in the study. Sometimes against the terrace door. Always unhurried, merciless, with nothing but desire carved into his brow. And Stella accepted all of it. As she should. As she wanted to. As she’d been molded to do.

At night, when the house sank into shadows, Monique reclined in the marital bed, beautiful and serene among white sheets.

And Stella descended like a worshipful animal.

She knelt at her feet. Settled onto the floor, nestled between plush pillows and the warmth of her owner.

That was where she slept. Always.

Sometimes with her head resting on Monique’s ankles, sometimes curled up like a loyal dog. And before closing her eyes, Monique would reach down to stroke her hair—soft, slow, the way you pet something that will never be returned.

“My perfect maid…” she murmured. “My good Stella.”

And Stella would smile, her lips still painted, her body exhausted, blessed by the routine, the surrender, the sweet weight of belonging.

Stella no longer thought about before.

There was no "before." No other name. No other body. Only the now: the exact moment when she would gracefully kneel, without anyone asking. Without anyone demanding.

Simply because it was meant to be.
Because this was who she was.

Her thoughts no longer tangled in doubt, nor did her lips ever again form a masculine word. The phrases she once spoke—those that had once made her uncomfortable—now felt foreign, stale, like another language. Now, her voice was soft, refined, always modulated to obey, to please.

And she had learned to love one word above all others:

"Serve."

Every time she heard it, her body responded with an involuntary shudder. As if something deep, chemical, resonated within her. To serve wasn’t just a verb. It was a calling. An identity.

Monique had always known.

From the very first day she laid eyes on her, she had imagined her like this: surrendered. Prostrate. Loved.

And now, Stella was all that and more.

At gatherings of Monique’s inner circle, Stella was part of the furniture… and part of the entertainment. Always beautiful, always willing. She moved from one knee to the other, tray in hand, corset tight, the collar around her neck engraved with her name: "Stella."

And when Monique decided to share her, she did so without drama, without jealousy.

"She’s mine," she’d say with exquisite pride. "But I can lend her. If you know how to handle her properly."

Stella never resisted. Because there was nothing to resist.

Every glance made her smaller.
Every caress, more obedient.
Every night, more theirs.

The final scene arrived on an unmarked night. Because dates no longer mattered.

Stella was alone in the guest room. Though that word—"guest"—no longer belonged to her. This was her room now. Her corner. Her corner to wait.

Monique had left her a simple command.

"Put it on."

And there, by the mirror, Stella found it—a set of black lace lingerie, delicate yet daring, sheer enough to reveal everything while hiding just enough to tantalize.

She dressed in silence.
Without hesitation.
Without trembling.

The tulle skirt clung like a caress. The bra barely contained her curves. The garters marked her thighs with precision. And the collar… the collar gleamed like a sacred jewel.

She knelt before the mirror.
Back straight, hands resting on her thighs, poised atop the velvet cushion. Her head tilted slightly, lips painted, eyes wide like stained glass filled with light.

She studied herself like this.
Like this—the way Monique had shaped her.
Like this—the way she had discovered herself, drop by drop, surrender after surrender.

And she smiled.

Not like someone playing dress-up.
Not like someone dreaming of being something else.

But like someone who, at last, simply was.

And in a voice clear, soft, and brimming with happiness, she whispered to herself:

"This is right. This is Stella. And I don’t need anything else now."





AFTERWORD

by Sofía Bacon

Thank you for reaching the end of this wicked little descent.

Stella´s journey—from denial to exposure, from shame to pride, from boy to doll—is more than just a fantasy. It’s a mirror twisted by desire, a performance staged under the neon lights of obedience and perversion. Every chapter, every outfit, every whispered order was a thread in her unraveling… and her becoming.

Writing Feminized by My Girlfriend was an act of joyful transgression. I wanted to capture what it feels like to be seen—not as who we are told we must be, but as who we secretly ache to become. And I wanted to do it in heels, with the blush running and the knees shaking.

This is not a story of punishment. It's a story of revelation. Of choosing surrender, again and again, until it no longer feels like giving up—but like coming home.

If Sofía stayed with you, if her trembling smile still echoes in your thoughts, then I invite you to return to her. Again. Or maybe… become her.

With lipstick-stained gratitude,
Sofía Bacon
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5 LEVEL CONTENT SCALE

Girly Dreams

Mild, introspective, or sweet feminization.
Ideal for soft stories.

Soft Seduction

Visible transformation, light sensual tension, suggestive intemacy.

Playful Desire

Active sensuality, sexual tension, role-playing, no crude content.

/ Intimate Heat
] Psychological and moderate ly

explisit eroticism, detailed scenes.

No Filter Femme

Explicit eroticion, submission, fetishism, or
intense transformation. (Within KDP limits
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