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Original Edition (c) 2025 by Sofia Bacon. All rights reserved.
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are purely imaginary or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or real persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Content Warning:

Feminized for Him is a collection of explicit erotic fiction that delves into the provocative and emotionally intense world of forced feminization, identity dissolution, and psychological submission. These stories are designed for mature readers who are drawn to themes of gender transformation, sexual domination, and sensual obedience.

The book includes—but is not limited to—the following:

Graphic sexual content and language

Non-consensual or coerced feminization, identity play, and psychological control

Power imbalance dynamics, humiliation, and erotic discipline

Deep gender identity exploration and role reversal

Emotional and mental surrender to dominant figures

Voyeurism, public exposure, and exhibitionist elements

This anthology is not intended for all readers. Reader discretion is strongly advised.
If you seek stories that blend the elegance of feminization fantasy with the delicious shame of obedience and transformation—then welcome. You’re exactly where you belong.


Before Becoming

Your name is Sylvie.
Or at least… that’s what he calls you.
And now, you’re no longer sure if there’s anything left of the person who once had another name.
Before becoming this —this perfumed girl, with painted lips and a surrendered gaze— you were someone else.
Someone who pretended to be “normal.” Who shaved only for hygiene, who cleared the browser history after searching for lingerie.
Someone who swore you could control the desire. Who said: “This is just a fantasy. I just get aroused. I’m not that.”
But the truth is, you already were.
The first panty you stole trembled in your hands.
The first photo you secretly took, with painted lips, made you cry and masturbate in the same night.
And the first time you opened Grindr… you weren’t looking for men.
You were looking for permission.
At first, it was gentle.
Messages. “Hi, pretty.” “Do you dress up?” “Send me a pic.”
Some called you babe. Others, tranny.
None of those interactions led to anything more.
Until he appeared.
He didn’t ask.
He commanded.
“Stop playing. You’re already a girl. And I’m going to finish making you what you are.”
And that sentence… shattered you.
From there, it was all a free fall.
The clothes, the makeup, the plug.
The shame that made you wet.
The submission that turned you on more than any porn.
You thought you knew what it was to be a tranny.
You thought you were ready.
But nothing —nothing— had prepared you for what awaited.
For what he would make of you.
For who you would become.
And for how much, in the end… you would like it.
Because now you are Sylvie.
And this book…
is your confession.


"Design Doll"

The chat started like so many others on Grindr, but its tone was different.

No “send nudes,” no “top or bottom.”

He wrote to you with that firmness that didn’t ask… it commanded.

“You’re pretty. And you look way more like a girl than the others on this app.”

“What if I told you I’m still a man?”

“Lies. That’s behind you. You’re a half-built doll. And I want to finish you.”

His name was Damien. Thirty-something.

Manly, cultured, direct.

And he had a plan.

“I’m taking you to a special house. Not a motel. A feminization house. They’re going to transform you. Wig, makeup, clothes, perfume, attitude. You’ll come out of there like a princess. And after that… we’ll go to dinner. As my girl. As my baby. And if everything flows… we’ll end up in a hotel. Where I’ll fuck you like never before.”

Your reply was simple:

“What if I resist?”

“You won’t. Because it turns you on when they tell you there’s nothing manly left in you. And I’m telling you, hot little tranny: there’s nothing masculine left. You’re not him anymore. You’re her.”

The panties between your legs got wet.

And you knew there was no turning back.

The day came.

You went in joggers, face clean, heart racing, with a backpack holding your clothes.

But he didn’t let you dress yourself.

He was waiting outside the house in a dark blazer and sunglasses. Like an elegant, depraved sugar daddy.

“You’re about to become the real version of yourself,” he said with a smile.

You walked in together.

Inside, two women were waiting for you.

A makeup artist, and a stylist.

They undressed you without shame.

Shaved you completely.

Put pink panties on you, stockings, a corset that cinched your waist.

Then the makeup: big eyes, plump lips, blushing cheeks like a shy girl.

Long brown wig.

High heels.

And a tight black dress that seemed woven from your own desire.

When Damien saw you come out, he smiled.

“Perfect. Zero man. One hundred percent feminized slut.”

He took you to the car.

As he drove, he kept glancing at your crossed legs, your painted lips.

“How do you feel?”

“Exposed…”

“No. You feel like what you are: my baby girl.”

He took you to a discreet restaurant.

Treated you like his girlfriend.

Poured you wine.

Caressed your hand across the table.

And when he whispered in your ear “I’m going to fuck you so good you’ll forget how to speak like a man,” you melted.

The date ended in a boutique hotel.

Carpeted room, huge bed, dim lights.

He threw you onto the mattress.

Pulled up your dress.

Tore off your panties.

Your crotch still covered by the torn stockings.

“Perfect. Everything’s in place.”

He put you on all fours.

Didn’t ask.

Just filled you.

And as he fucked you hard, he panted,

“There’s no going back… this is what you are. A female. A tranny ready to be used.”

Your moans came out high-pitched, desperate.

“Yes… fuck me… I’m your bitch… I’m a girl…”

“You’re my doll. And I’m the man you needed to forget everything you used to be.”

Each thrust broke you.

Each word transformed you.

Until you came… and he came inside you.

You lay there, legs open, makeup smudged, body trembling…

And your soul, finally, complete.
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"My Second Date – Baby Girl in Broad Daylight"

From the moment he wrote “I want to take you out dressed as my woman,” you felt a shiver run down your spine.
But you didn’t say no.
You couldn’t.
You were no longer just a tranny playing pretend.
You were his.
And he knew it.

He picked you up early, and the first thing he did was take you back to the feminization house.
The same women.
The same soft hands.
But this time, with a different energy.
They saw you and smiled.
“The doll’s back… and this time, do you want her sluttier or classier?”
“More… visible,” Damien said. “Today I don’t want her hiding. Today I’m showing her off.”

And that’s exactly what they did to you.
Blonde wig styled in soft waves.
Bolder makeup, with blood-red lips.
A tight white dress that barely covered your thighs.
Nude 10 cm heels.
And a light coat that hid nothing.
Stockings that gave your legs a shimmer.

When you walked out, he looked at you and smiled.
“You’re perfect… and you’re mine.”

The date started at the plaza.
You walking beside him, with a little purse hanging, your skirt riding up with every step.
People stared.
Some with desire.
Others with confusion.
But you… you could only focus on his big hand on your waist.
And how it would sometimes slip lower… as if warning you of what was coming.

In a lingerie store, he made you choose a thong in front of the clerk.
“Pick one you’ll wear tonight for me.”
“Damien…” you whispered, blushing.
“Are you a man?”
“No…”
“Then act like my woman. Do it.”

You obeyed.
Legs trembling.

Then he took you to the movies.
Some random film.
Half-empty theater.
During the previews, his hand slid onto your thigh.
Played with the edge of your stocking.
He whispered to you:
“Look around… no one knows this doll was once full of doubts. Now everyone sees her for what she is: a fuckable girl.”

In the dark, his fingers touched your crotch.
You felt your stockings get wet.
You moaned softly.
And he just laughed.

When the movie ended, you left in silence.
The tension was suffocating.
And when you got in the car, he didn’t ask a thing.
He just drove you to the same hotel.
The same room.
But this time, with a different energy.

As soon as you entered, he pushed you against the wall.
Kissed you.
Grabbed your neck with one hand while lifting your dress with the other.
“Tell me what you are…”
“Your… your girl…”
“No. Say it right.”
“Your tranny… your woman…”
“There’s nothing left of a man in you. What remained… I already took.”

He threw you on the bed.
Took off your coat.
Your dress.
Left you in just lingerie.
Put you face down.
And without warning… entered.

Hard.
Ruthless.
Precise.
Each thrust echoed against your hips.
His moans in your ear.
His nails in your skin.
“You’re mine. My doll. Don’t talk like a man. Don’t think like one. Just moan like a grateful little slut.”
“Yes, Damien… keep going… I’m yours… I’m your baby girl…”

He came inside.
Hot.
Firm.
And you, trembling, smiled.

Because now it wasn’t just sex.
It was identity.
It was surrender.
And you, finally, knew what you were:
The baby girl a real man wants to show off.
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"My Errand Morning – Tranny with a Plug"

You woke up with the light filtering through the hotel curtain.
Your little skirt was still bunched around your waist.
Your makeup was smudged across the pillow.
And the first thing you felt was the skin between your legs, wet.
Sticky.
Still full of the heat Damien left in you last night.

You turned lazily and saw him there, still naked, with that smile of a man who knows he’s marked a bitch.
“Good morning, gorgeous.”
“Hi…” you whispered, voice scratchy.
“Don’t fall back asleep. We’re going out. I want to see you walking around the world like my freshly-fucked slut.”

That’s when you remembered everything.
The payments, the errands, the stuff your family asked you to do.
“Damien… I have things to take care of… I can’t…”
“Of course you can. Just today, you’ll do them dressed as what you really are.”

You didn’t argue.
You couldn’t anymore.
You were his.
You were a girl.

You washed your face. Touched up what you could with your little kit: eyeliner, a bit of blush, pink lipstick.
Fixed your wig.
Pulled down the short white skirt that barely covered anything.

You went out with him, in his car.
As he dropped you off at the bank, he smiled.
“I’m gonna go pick up something sweet for your… be good.”

You walked into the bank.
Heels. Short skirt. Hips swaying too much.
In line, everyone looked.
You tried to play it cool, heart racing.

When it was your turn, you handed over your ID.
The man at the counter raised his eyebrows.
Looked at the name on your credit card.
Then looked at you.
“… Are you him?”
“Yes…” you said in the softest voice you could.

He made you sign.
You were trembling.
Your handwriting wobbled.
You could almost feel Damien’s phantom cock rubbing up behind you.

You finished the errand and walked out, legs shaking, and there he was, waiting in double-parked lane.
He opened the door with a mischievous smile.
In his hand, a small black bag.
“You behaved, huh?”
“Y-yeah…”
“Perfect. Pull up your skirt.”
“Here?”
“Yes. You’re putting it on now.”

He pulled out a vibrating plug—thin, soft silicone, with a little remote control.
He covered the tip in lube and held it in front of you.
Blushing, you’d already slid down slightly in the seat.
You spread your legs.
And slid it in.
Slowly.
Feeling it enter.
Settle.
Stay.

He turned it on low.
A steady vibration filled your insides.
“This is how you’re going to spend the day. Running errands. Talking to your mom. And dripping like my tranny doll.”

Minutes later, your phone rang.
Mom.
“Hi, yes, mom… I went to the bank… yeah, I’ll drop it off this afternoon…”

While you spoke, Damien cranked the vibration to max for a second.
A moan escaped mid-sentence.
“Are you okay?” your mother asked over the phone.
“Yeah… just… I’m out on the street…”

You were lying.
You were trembling, the plug throbbing inside, Damien caressing your thigh.
“That’s it,” he whispered in your ear after you hung up, “now you really are my complete girl. Errands, family calls, and a plug inside.”

And you… you bit your lips.
There were still things left to do.
And he wasn’t planning to take it out anytime soon.


"My Name Is Sylvie – Coffee and Sin"

The car stopped in front of the place.
Hipster café, with golden letters and cushioned chairs, full of couples, laptops, soft music.
You stepped out with shaky legs, the plug inside buzzing gently, and that white dress barely disguising your wet crotch.

Damien grabbed you by the waist, guiding you like a trained bitch.
“You order, baby. I’ll choose the drink.”
“And what do I say…?”
“Your name. Sylvie. The name that’s yours.”

You walked up to the counter.
There was a young, smiling barista who didn’t even try to hide how she looked at you.
“Hi… welcome… name for the order?”
“Sylvie…” you whispered in the sweetest voice you could manage.
She wrote it down without hesitation.

And Damien, from behind, placed his hand on your lower back, pressing gently, reminding you what you had inside.
“A pink frappé with sprinkles, whipped cream, strawberry syrup… and extra sugar.”

The order was as girly as it was ridiculous.
And that made you feel even more exposed.
More tranny.
More alive.

While you waited for the cup, a message came in.
One of your friends:
“Hey, you joining us for some beers later? We’re making a plan.”
Then, a call.
Damien looked at you and smiled.
He touched the plug’s remote.
Medium level.
You answered.

“Yo, bro? What’s up?”
“Uh… here… busy… you know, family stuff…”
“Sounds weird… are you out?”
“Yeah… just running some errands…”

At that moment, Damien turned the vibrator to max.
A moan slipped out.
You bit your lip.
“You okay?”
“Y-yeah… it’s just… really sunny…”

The call went on for a few more seconds, you pretending, while he stroked the back of your neck.
“So obedient… trying to sound like a man when you’re a stuffed bitch,” he whispered in your ear, and you just shivered.

When the call ended, he handed you your cup.
SYLVIE
Written in big letters.
With hearts.
And you took it with both hands, like a good girl.
And you felt yourself melt.

Next stop: the mall.
The white dress was already dirty, damp, with stains only you knew the origin of.
You needed a change.
And he knew the perfect place.

You entered a boutique store with few people.
Tight clothes, neat racks, curtained fitting rooms.
You picked out a leather mini-skirt, a fuchsia top with a sweetheart neckline.
He gently pushed you into a fitting room, drawing the curtain closed.
And there, he didn’t waste time.

“Take off the dress.”
“Here?”
“Now, Sylvie.”

You obeyed.
Naked.
He pulled the plug out.
Your chest heaving.
He dropped his pants.
And pushed you against the wall of the fitting room.
Lifted one of your legs.
Entered you.

Fast. Firm. Silent.
The store still played soft music.
A couple of customers outside.
But you heard nothing but his breathing.
The sound of his hips slapping your ass.

“Say your name,” he demanded.
“Sylvie…”
“Who are you?”
“Your… your tranny… your baby girl…”

He came inside you.
No protection.
Hard.
And when you walked out minutes later, in your new outfit, makeup touched up in a rush, and the plug back in…

You looked at yourself in the mirror.
You weren’t a man in women’s clothing anymore.
You were Sylvie.
A used girl.
Happy.
And with no way back.
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"My Day as Sylvie – Lingerie, Lies, and the Final Truth"

The afternoon wore on and you, beautiful, kept walking through the city with your legs crossed and your stockings looser by the minute.
Your nails, painted pastel pink with a flirty shimmer, sparkled in the sun every time you lifted the cup with your name on it.
Sylvie.
Nothing more. Nothing less.

In the car, you used a long red light to pull out your mini makeup kit.
Delicately, you retouched your eyeliner, lengthened the mascara, added a little blush, and made your lips pop.
Damien just watched, that crooked smile on his face, his hand resting between your thighs.
“You’re a perfect doll. And we’re not done…”

Next stop: the supermarket.
Objective: new pantyhose.
Your old ones were already soaked, worn, full of stories.
You needed clean ones… to dirty again.

You walked in together, slowly.
People stared. Damien never left your side.
His arm wrapped around your waist, his presence marking you as his.
When you got to the lingerie and hosiery section, you already knew you were being watched.
You picked a nude pair with a sexy back seam.
And he whispered:
“Put them on as soon as we leave.”

You paid, and in the supermarket bathroom, you obeyed.
You slid into the new stockings with your well-manicured nails.
The mirror showed you Sylvie: an elegant slut with red lips and a shattered mind.

And again, to the movies.
But this time, no anonymity.
A full theater.
Popular film.
You, legs crossed, empty hose wrapper in your purse.
“Buy the tickets, baby.”
“Me?”
“Of course. Say your name. Choose the row. Speak like the Sylvie you are.”

You walked up.
The young man at the counter could barely hide how he looked at you.
“Name for the booking?”
“Sylvie…”
“Two seats? Any preference?”
“Back row. Together.”

Damien never took his eyes off you.
Then you went for the popcorn.
Your nails sparkled, your makeup was flawless.
And your plug was still… vibrating.

Sitting beside him, he held your hand.
Caressed your thigh beneath the skirt.
And now and then, without warning, cranked up the setting.
And you bit your lip, whimpered softly, squeezed your thighs…

You walked out afterward.
And your phone rang.
Mom.
“Hi, son? Are you coming home tonight?”
“Ah… no, mom. Something came up last minute…”
“With who? Everything okay?”
“Yeah, all good. I’m… with friends.”

Damien stroked the back of your neck.
Chuckled low.
“Sylvie’s being a very good girl,” he whispered near the speaker, just for you to feel it.

You ended the call with your heart pounding like a drum.
And he kissed your cheek.
“All right, doll. Let’s go home.”

His apartment.
Spacious. Minimalist. Masculine.
You sat down, and he went straight to the closet.
Came back with a lingerie set:
A black sheer bodysuit.
With garters.
Crotchless.
“Put it on. And pour me a drink.”

You dressed.
Strutted with your heels echoing.
Poured him a whiskey.
Kneeled.
Took off his shoes.
And then he said:
“Let’s go upstairs.”

The rooftop.
The city sparkled below.
The air was fresh.
And you, naked except for the bodysuit, ass bare, waiting.

He sat in a lounge chair.
“Get on.”
“Here?”
“Yes. On me. I want to fuck you while I look at the sky… and you look at the ground.”

You climbed on top of him.
Took his cock.
Guided it in.
Felt it slide inside.
You screamed.
But no one heard.
And even if someone did…

You’re Sylvie.
And you’re not ashamed anymore.
You’re a man’s bitch who won’t let you lie to yourself.
“You’re mine. Forever. There’s no going back.”
“Yes, Damien… I’m your tranny… your little woman… your Sylvie…”

He fucked you right there, while you rode him like a pro.
Your nails sparkled in the city light.
Your mascara ran.
And your soul… surrendered completely.
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"The Decision – I Am His Woman"

Damien took you in his arms after the final thrust on the terrace.
Your skin sticky, the bodysuit damp between your legs.
He lifted you easily and carried you to his room,
a big bed, black sheets, the room smelled of leather, of man.
Of owner.
He laid you down and didn’t give you time to adjust.
He opened your legs, lifted them onto his shoulders.
His cock, hard again.
And you, eyes full of desire.
“We're not done yet, Sylvie…”
“Damien… I'm spent…”
“No. You’re being born.”
He entered you in a single motion.
Deep.
Fast.
Knocked the air out of you.
And as he impaled you, his hands moved up your torso,
played with your nipples through the lace, pinching them until you moaned like a bitch.
“You failed as a man, did you know that?”
“Y-yes… I know…”
“You’re not a man at all. You're useless for that. But like this… like this you're perfect.”
“I’m your woman…”
“Not yet.”
“What…?”
“This is for real now, Sylvie.”
The thrusts grew more intense.
Your legs trembled on his shoulders.
Your nails clawed at the sheets.
Your head spun, lost.
“If you let me finish inside you this time… you accept being mine. Not just for today. Not for pleasure. Forever.”
“Damien… I…”
“No doubts. This isn’t a game. If I come in you, you’ll belong to me. You’ll be available whenever I want. You’ll move in with me.”
“M-move in…”
“Yes. You’ll live in this house. You’ll serve me. I’ll fuck you like my girl every day.”
And you, with his cock hitting your deepest spot,
with his body dominating yours,
with his hands marking your chest…
You weren’t thinking anymore. You were only feeling.
“Yes… come inside me, please… make me your woman, Damien… I’m yours… always yours…”
And he growled.
Held you tight.
Filled you.
The warmth of his semen made you cry.
Not from pain.
From acceptance.
There was no going back now.
You were no longer a confused boy.
Nor a tranny playing pretend.
Now you were a man’s woman.
His Sylvie.
His possession.
His creation.
He laid beside you.
Held you.
Kissed your forehead.
And before you fell asleep, you heard his voice whisper:
“I’m going to take care of you. But I’m going to use you too. Every day. Because you’re mine now.”
And you, with your heart bursting, body emptied, and soul surrendered,
fell asleep with a smile.
You had taken the step.
And Damien…
was already planning the next one.


"Doubts and Goodbyes – The Birth of Sylvie"

You woke wrapped in soft sheets, your body sore, thighs marked, and your little hole still throbbing.
You sat up in bed.
Looked at your still-painted nails, the lingerie tangled between your legs.
A clear reminder of what you had accepted last night.
But now… in the silence of morning…
Guilt embraced you like a shadow.
“What did I do? Did I really agree… to move in? To be his?”
Damien noticed your discomfort the moment he saw your lowered eyes, your body stiffer.
He didn’t scold you.
He didn’t mock you.
He came close and stroked your face.
“I understand, baby. It’s normal. It’s the hangover… not from alcohol. From identity.”
He looked at you firmly, yet tenderly.
“But I know. I saw it. I heard you moan my name like a desperate wife. You’re not a man anymore. Not a confused boy. You’re Sylvie. My Sylvie.”
He took your hand and led you to the bathroom.
“Take out the plug. Shower. Take your time.”
“Thank you…” you whispered.
The hot water brought you a bit of clarity.
You looked at yourself in the mirror: lined eyes, shaped brows, the marks of his kisses and hands still on your neck.
You took off the lingerie, the plug, washed every part.
But when you came out…
you dressed as Sylvie again.
You had no other choice.
Not for pleasure.
Not for desire.
But because your clothes were at the transformation house.
Your money. Your backpack. Everything that once “defined” you,
had been left behind.
You went downstairs in silence.
Damien was in the kitchen.
He had you make breakfast.
Eggs, bread, coffee.
You in the apron and new stockings clinging to your thighs.
You ate in silence, and he took a couple of calls while you drifted into thought.
What if he really takes me to my parents?
What if he doesn’t let me go back?
What if I can’t be anything else anymore?
When he hung up, he walked toward you.
Took your hands.
“Do you want to go back to the house? To get your things. Your pants, your backpacks, your macho excuse.”
“…Yes.”
“Let’s go. But I’m telling you, baby… I don’t like this. Next time I want you walking out of there a total bombshell. Stunning. I don’t ever want to see that boy you used to be again. I’m already in love with Sylvie.”
The car ride was silent.
You put on your masculine clothes as soon as you arrived, in the dressing room where you had transformed so many times.
And when you came out…
Damien wasn’t smiling anymore.
He looked you up and down.
The loose pants. Hair hidden under a cap.
He didn’t say anything at first.
Until he got back behind the wheel, brow furrowed.
“Is that what you want?”
“I just… needed… to remind myself.”
“Remind yourself of what, Sylvie? That you were miserable? Hiding? Scared to death?”
Silence.
“You don’t look bad. But you don’t look alive. I want to see you alive. Glowing. Drenched in perfume and moans. When you walked out of that dressing room yesterday, I felt proud. Now I see you like this and all I feel is what I’m missing.”
That broke you a little.
Because you knew.
He was right.
You looked at yourself in the window.
And you didn’t like what you saw anymore.
You weren’t Sylvie.
But it wouldn’t be long before you were again.
And next time, they weren’t going to let you leave that house unless you were perfect.
Because Damien didn’t want a boy pretending to be a woman.
He wanted his woman.
And you, baby…
you were already on your way.


"Preparation – Instructions for a Babygirl"

Two days without contact.
Two days without his voice, without his orders, without his body pinning you against a mattress or a wall.
And yet, his presence hadn’t left you.
Your stockings, hidden under the pillow.
Your plug, still clean, but placed in its little box, as if waiting for you to beg for it.
The moral hangover turned into anxiety.
And anxiety into an uncomfortable certainty:
you wanted him.
Not just the sex.
Not just the clothes.
You wanted him.
And you wanted to be his.
Even if your lips still didn’t dare to say it.
Then, as if he knew the exact perfect moment, he messaged you.

Damien:
“How are you, Sylvie?”
“…fine…”
“Don’t you miss something?”
“Yes. You.”
“I need you too. But now it’s time to prepare. You told me you wanted this.”
“Yes… but…”
“No buts. Listen carefully: I’ve arranged everything. You’ll be attending the transformation house for the next two weeks. Full training. Voice. Posture. Mannerisms. Everything.”

Your heart stopped.
“Two weeks? The whole thing?”
“Yes, baby. You’re coming out of there transformed. Flawless. No one will ever be able to say you were once him. I want you stunning. Over-the-top feminine.”
“…And my family… what do I tell them?”
“Make something up. Work. A course. That’s on you. But you’re going to be busy every afternoon learning how to be the Sylvie I deserve.”

Your hands trembled.
Excitement soaked you.
Fear clenched your chest.
But Damien’s voice was your anchor.
“You’re ready, Sylvie. Don’t be afraid. You’ve already done the hard part. Now comes only the pleasure… and the perfection.”

He hung up without another word.
And you…
you looked at yourself in the mirror.
And even though your reflection still carried shadows of the boy you used to be…
the light was beginning to shape something new.
A woman.
A babygirl.

Now it was time to lie.
To your family.
To your friends.
At work.
Make up excuses about “work”, about “an intensive training”, about “helping a sick aunt”.
Whatever it took.
Because you were going to be locked up for two weeks learning how to walk like a runway slut,
speak like a soap opera lover,
and please like the wife of a man who had already decided your fate.


"First Day – Training to Be His Woman"

The transformation house didn’t surprise you anymore.
But this time, you didn’t arrive as a client.
This time, you arrived as a student.
Three women were waiting for you.
All flawless.
Perfect makeup, bodies shaped by habit and hormones, smiles sharp as scalpels.
The first one greeted you sweetly:
“Hi, Sylvie. Damien left very clear… and very specific instructions. So we won’t waste time. Today begins your full training as a babygirl. From the ground up.”
“Yes… I understand.”
“Are you ready?”
“I don’t know if… if I’m ready… but I want to do it.”
“That’s the right answer, darling.”

They took you to a private room.
Undressed you.
Your “neutral” clothes were locked away in a box.
They started with the physical.
Posture.
They taught you how to align your back, relax your shoulders, raise your chin.
“You’re a lady, not a streetlamp.”
“Move with grace, not like a soldier.”
Walking.
They strapped you into thin, high, uncomfortable heels.
Made you walk down a carpeted hallway over and over.
Correcting every step.
“The hips, Sylvie. Loosen your hips.”
“Let it show that you drip when you walk.”
“More babygirl. There’s nothing masculine in you, and we’re not letting you pretend otherwise.”
Voice.
That was the hardest part.
They sat you in front of a mirror.
Microphone. Recorder.
Made you repeat sweet, submissive, sultry phrases.
“Hi, my love…”
“Do you want me to serve you, Damien?”
“I’m your woman. Your tranny. Your happy slave.”
At first, your voice trembled.
Sometimes it cracked, sounded clumsy.
They tapped your throat gently.
Corrected you kindly but firmly.
And as the hours passed… something in you broke.
Something let go.
Something you didn’t want to admit… became true.
Because you loved it.
Yes.
You loved seeing yourself walk like a babygirl.
Feeling the plug as you practiced sitting properly.
Seeing your reflection with the wig styled just right and your lips perfectly lined.
Damien wasn’t there.
But you trained like every step, every phrase, was a rehearsal to belong to him.
And every time they corrected you, made you repeat something more submissive, more feminine, more slutty…
you got wet.
“Repeat, Sylvie,” one of the instructors said at the end of the session.
“My body belongs to Damien. I have no right to be anything but his woman.”
“My body belongs to Damien… I have no right to be anything but his woman.”
And as you said it, your cheeks burned…
but your nipples hardened.
Your soul settled.
You were no longer a tranny pretending.
You were a babygirl in training.
A bride with duties.
A woman about to be molded to love and obey.


"Lesson 2 – A Voice for Vice"

The second day of your training didn’t start with tenderness.
Makeup already done.
Stockings on.
Plug inside.
Heels tight and secure.
The instructor walked in with a notebook and a phone.
“Today we’re working on your voice. But not to speak…
To arouse. To control.
To make sure Damien can’t go a single day without imagining himself inside you.”

They sat you in front of a mirror with the recording app open on the phone.
They handed you lines.
But this time, they weren’t submissive.
They were provocative.
“Record this: ‘Hi, Damien… I’m practicing my voice so you can picture it while I suck you off…’”
Your voice trembled.
But you said it.
“Now this one: ‘Do you like how my little mouth sounds saying your name, daddy? Wait till it’s between your legs.’”
The instructor wasn’t satisfied with a flat reading.
You had to whisper, moan between phrases, pretend you were touching yourself as you spoke.
“Softer, Sylvie. You’re seducing him. You’re opening up with your voice. Rise at the end, lower your tone. Like your tongue’s licking him between every word. This isn’t about repeating. It’s about making him shiver.”

Then came the voice notes.
They handed you your own phone and synced it to Damien’s.
“Send this: ‘I woke up dripping with your name on my lips… don’t look at me like that tomorrow or I’ll beg you to fuck me in public.’”
“Now another one: ‘Do you want me to record myself while I practice with the dildo, daddy? Or would you rather only hear me when I’m cumming saying I’m yours?’”

And you sent them.
Shaking.
But soaked.
Each note you recorded, each phrase, turned you on.
And the plug inside made itself more and more present.

Days passed, and then came the test.
The instructor gave you a cruel, delicious smile.
“Sylvie, it’s time to go out.”
“Go out…?”
“Yes. We’re sending you to a nearby café.
You’re going to sit, alone.
Dressed like the babygirl you are.
You’ll send Damien a provocative voice note from a public table.
And you’ll say his name. Loud. Clear.
If someone hears, even better.”
“…what if someone recognizes me?”
“That’s the point, Sylvie. You’re not hiding anymore.”

They dressed you in a pink skirt, white stockings, low-cut blouse, and light jacket.
Perfect makeup.
Loose wig.
Sweet perfume.

You sat at the café.
Took out your phone.
Took a deep breath.
You record:
“Hi, Damien… I’m outside, dressed like your dirty babygirl…
my legs are shaking, and the waitress gave me a weird look…
but I’m still soaking.
Send me a message and tell me if you want me to take off my panties right here… for you.”

You send it.
And freeze.
A couple nearby heard you.
The girl smiled.
The guy glanced sideways, jaw dropped.
And you…
you got even wetter.

When you got back to the house, there was a voice message from Damien:
“I can’t take it anymore. When I come back, I want that voice whispering for my cum.
And if you don’t do it perfectly… I won’t let you finish for a week.”

And you, Sylvie, bit your lip…
because you knew you wanted him more than ever.


"Lesson 3 – Heels, Hips, and Collapses"

The first week had passed.
You already knew how to do your makeup by yourself.
You wore the plug without protest.
Your voice notes to Damien nearly made him touch himself in the middle of any meeting.
But your legs…
still didn’t obey.

The instructor waited for you, arms crossed, in front of a row of heels.
Tall. Thin. Some with platforms, others with ankle straps.
All designed to expose your body and break your balance.

“Sylvie… today we’re going to teach you to walk like your ass carries music.”
“Yes…” you replied, eyeing the shoes with fear.
“Don’t give me a boyish ‘yes.’ Say: yes, I want to learn to walk like the bitch I am.”
“Y-yes… I want to learn to walk like the bitch I am.”

And so it began.
You stepped into the first pair of heels and… nearly twisted your ankle immediately.
“Posture, doll. Loose knees, not stiff like a bank teller. The hips. Loosen the hips. Imagine you’ve got cum dripping inside and don’t want anyone to notice.”

One, two, three laps around the room.
Each step, looser.
Each correction, more erotic.

By midday, they had you walking while balancing a tray of glasses.
“This is for when you serve at home. Damien wants you to look elegant bringing drinks… even if you’re plugged and dripping.”

And you, Sylvie…
you were starting to love that feeling.
Seeing yourself walk like a woman.
Feeling your thighs tremble with every step.
Knowing you were being looked at with desire, not doubt.

But outside the transformation house…
your other world was starting to crack.
Your boss had messaged asking why you missed Monday’s meeting.
A coworker asked if “everything was okay,” because your voice sounded strange in the last call.

You felt…
split.
And that duality started to hurt.

During a break between classes, you locked yourself in the bathroom.
You looked at yourself in the mirror.
Mascara.
Blush.
Heels.
Lips painted.
And you thought:
What the fuck am I doing?

But a second later…
your phone rang.
Damien.
A voice message.

“Sylvie… today I dreamed you walked toward me in the highest heels… with the face of a good girl and the ass of my wife.
I saw you serve the wine, look at me with wet eyes and say: ‘Do you like how your babygirl walks, daddy?’
Don’t stop now. You’re perfect.”

And you…
you looked at yourself again.
And this time…
you smiled.

Because no matter how much your boss insists.
No matter how much your friends ask.
No matter if part of you screams “go back”…
the other part is already running down the hallway, in stiletto heels with a plug inside,
shouting:

“I’m Sylvie! I’m yours, Damien!”


"Final Test – The Exhibition of Sylvie"

The lesson began like all the others.
They shaved every inch of you.
Inserted a fresh plug, the cold lube making you shiver.
But this time, they didn’t do your makeup.
They didn’t dress you.
They simply took you to a white room, with a pink folder on the table.
On top: a card.

“Sylvie, this is your final test.
Complete every step.
Do it like the doll you are.
And at the end… you’ll officially be mine.
– Damien.”

They gave you a task list.
An envelope with cash.
And left you alone.

Task 1: “Makeup appointment at the mall. Present yourself as Sylvie. Choose a lip color that would make me touch myself in public.”
You arrived at the beauty salon.
Wearing a tight black skirt, semi-sheer white blouse, and 12cm heels.
You sat in front of the mirror.
The makeup artist looked you up and down.
“Name?”
“Sylvie…” you whispered.
She smiled.
“Perfect. Let’s make you… irresistible.”

She cleaned your face, applied foundation, shaded your eyelids in gold tones.
And when she got to the lips, she showed you three options.
You chose the deep cherry red.
And when she applied it… you saw yourself.
Goddess.
Feminine.
Fuckable.

A couple in the waiting area watched you.
Two young guys whispered to each other.
A girl and her friend gave you a crooked smile.
And you got wet.

Task 2: “Full manicure. Bubblegum pink. Ask for them long.”
You walked through the mall to the nail salon.
The receptionist greeted you casually, but a woman waiting nearby scanned you from head to toe.
“Name?”
“Sylvie.”
“Shape and length?”
“Coffin… long. Bubblegum pink.”

A minute later, the woman next to you asked:
“And what do you do?”
“I’m… in training.”
“Model?”
“No… someone’s partner.”
She smiled.
And said something that froze you:
“So that’s your uniform, huh? Heels and lipstick for the master.”

You just looked down and pressed your thighs together.
Because it was true.

Task 3: “Café in the central courtyard. Order a pink frappé and say the name ‘Sylvie’ out loud.”
You sat at the café terrace.
Long line.
Lots of people.
When it was your turn:
“Name for the order?”
“Sylvie.”

Firm voice.
Feminine.
When they called it minutes later:
“Large frappé for Sylvie…”
Several heads turned.
And you…
with your fresh nails, lips gleaming, ass shaped under the skirt,
walked like a slutty queen to pick it up.

Task 4: “Walk through the entire mall. Stop in the women’s lingerie section and touch at least two pieces like they’re yours.”
You did it.
Embarrassed.
With the plug reminding you every step.
You held up a black lace set.
Stretched it, checked the size.
An older man smiled at you.
A guy your age photographed you with his eyes.
A woman walked up and said:
“You’ve got a divine ass. I wish I had that waist.”

And you, baby…
knew you weren’t a man pretending anymore.
You were a woman putting herself on display.

Final task: “Send Damien a voice note in public saying: ‘I did it all, daddy. I’m yours. I never want to be anything else.’”
You did it on a bench.
With people walking by.
Heart racing.
“I did it all, daddy… I’m yours… I never want to be anything else but your woman.”

You sent it.
Shaking.
Dripping.
Smiling.
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"Exhibited – Nervous Wife, Happy Slut"

You catch your reflection in the glass every time you pass a store window.
And what you see no longer surprises you… it turns you on.
That tight little blouse. That pencil skirt hugging every curve, the seams of your stockings clinging tight to your thighs. Those long, painted nails that have become part of you. The heavy mascara, the perfect eyeliner.
And above all…
the red lipstick—constant, lustful, shamelessly shining every time you speak, smile, or send Damien a voice note.

“Can you picture this mouth saying ‘daddy’ while you grope me in the car? I can. I’m walking like your slutty wife… and everyone’s staring. Are you proud of your Sylvie?”

He replies fast.
“I want you open when I get there. You’ll kiss me, and if that lipstick doesn’t stain my mouth, it means you don’t kiss like my woman.”

And you…
you feel the plug shift with every step.
Feel the stockings rub against your bare crotch.
Feel the wig brushing your neck like it’s whispering:
“There’s no more ‘him.’ Only you. Sylvie.”

You walk toward the agreed meeting spot.
A bench facing the plaza.
In the background, the bar where your friends usually gather.
Your heart beats in your throat.
Your breath grows shaky.
What if someone sees me?
What if they recognize me?
But you can’t stop.
You don’t want to stop.
The fear makes you wetter than any porn ever did.

You sit.
Cross your legs.
Heel over heel.
Adjust your skirt with elegance.
And send another voice note.

“I’m waiting like you told me, daddy. My legs are shaking… my friends’ bar is two doors down… if someone sees me like this, I won’t know what to say. But I got wet when a couple looked at me twice… and they didn’t call me ‘boy.’”

And Damien replies:
“You’re a shameless little doll. Next time I’ll make you wait standing, no panties, with the plug set to vibrate. And if someone sees you, I want you to smile.”

You laugh softly.
A feminine laugh.
Yours.
A laugh you know… will never change.
Because you don’t want to go back.

The wig no longer feels heavy.
The makeup no longer bothers you.
The stockings are skin.
The lipstick is tongue.
And you…
you are Sylvie.


"Final Walk  Damien’s Property"

You’re on the bench.
Legs crossed, lips glossy, skirt so short that eyes don’t know whether to stare at your nail polish or what you barely hide between your thighs.

The message arrives.
"Look to your left."

There he is.
Damien.
Standing against a pillar, wearing dark sunglasses and that cruel smirk that makes you feel like your plug just activated by telepathy.

He approaches slowly.
Every step is firm, masculine, possessive.
And you…
feel more Sylvie than ever.

When he reaches you, he says nothing.
Just offers his arm.
And you stand.

“Let’s go.”
“Where…?”
“The bar.”

Your heart explodes.
“My bar?”
“Yes. The one with your little friends. I want you walking past them as my woman.”

He guides you by the arm.
Heel after heel.
Steady steps.
Skirt swaying.
Stockings brushing your thighs.

The bar is open.
Soft music, scattered laughter.
Your friends are there: beers in hand, casual, clueless that the little slut walking arm-in-arm with that dominant man was you just a week ago.

You walk past them.

One of them stares at you shamelessly.

Another nudges him.

And Damien… Damien stops.

Spins you around.

Pushes you against the glass window.

From inside, they watch.

One raises an eyebrow.

Another smirks.

None of them suspect a thing.

But you—

your heart is in your throat.

And then Damien does it.

His hand slides down your lower back…

fingers tracing the curve of your ass, tight under the skirt…

gropes one cheek without shame.

And whispers:

“You need to learn your body isn’t yours anymore.”

A couple of your friends notice.

One laughs.

Another mutters something like, “That bastard’s so obviously fucking her…”

And you—

you come just a little from hearing it.

You leave with him.

You can’t walk straight anymore.

Not because of the heels.

But because of the fire between your legs.

In the car, you shut the door like it’ll protect you.

He laughs.

Pulls out a small tube and offers it to you.

“Lip plump. Ginger. You’ll feel it sting.”

“For…?”

“So when you suck me off, your lips look like a magazine whore’s.”

You apply it.

It stings.

Burns.

Your lips swell slowly.

And Damien’s already unbuckling his belt.

“Get between my legs. And let me know everything you learned… was just to make me finish fast.”

And you.

slick, soaked, desperate.

kneel between his thighs.

Because Sylvie doesn’t need to hide anymore.

Sylvie just needs his cock.


"All Mine – Sylvie Complete"

The car starts.
The engine purrs.
And you—legs clenched, nails gleaming against your skirt—
know exactly what’s coming.

“Put your head down, Sylvie. And do what that pretty mouth was trained to do.”

His voice is deep. Firm.
Ownering.

You slither between the seats like a trained serpent.
Pull out his cock.
Feel it hot against your lips…
and that ginger lip plump starts working its magic.
It burns.
They swell.
Your mouth becomes a perfect suction trap.

And as Damien drives, you suck like your life depends on it.

“That’s it… Not like the first time. Now you’re a trained girl… a greedy little slut.”

Your lips slide, wet, slow.
Your eyes gaze up at him from below.
You cling with your nails digging into his thigh.

But he…
stops you.

“Enough.”
“Huh?”
“Just wanted a warm-up. The real thing happens at the hotel.”

You adjust yourself.
Slide back into your seat.
Makeup untouched, lips still red and glossy with pre-cum.

And you? Dripping.

They arrive at the hotel.

He doesn’t hide it.
He asks for the room with you glued to his side.
The receptionist scans you with her eyes.
A couple in the lobby stares.
And Damien, while you wait for the elevator, drags his open hand over your ass.
He squeezes.
“Mine.”
He says it loud.
Like he wants them to hear.
And you—
you shudder with pleasure and shame.
You don’t argue anymore.
You just obey.

Room 312.
Total night.
Unfiltered surrender.

The moment the door closes, he spins you around.
Looks you up and down.
And says, without a trace of doubt:
“You’re perfect, Sylvie. Nothing masculine left in you. Not in the way you move… or the way you moan… or the way you beg me with your eyes.”

You undress slowly.
And you realize he’s right.
Your body has changed.
Defined waist.
Sculpted legs.
Soft shoulders.
Rounded hips.
A freer sway when you walk.
And that lingerie? It’s not an accessory anymore.
It’s skin.
It’s you.

The way you caress his chest.
The way you drop to your knees before he even asks.

The way you climb onto the bed with a subtle sway of your hips…
That’s not something a man does.
That’s what a doll does.
That’s what Sylvie does.

The whole night is a tribute to your crafted femininity.
You unbuckle his belt.
You pour him a drink.
You kiss his neck, soft as silk.
You spread your legs, your ass, your soul.

And he—breaks you.
Fucks you on your side.
Fucks you with your legs in the air.
Fucks you against the mirror as you whimper:
“I’m yours… I’m your little woman… there’s no going back…”

And he growls it back:
“Mine. No more doubts. I shaped you. I finished you. Now you exist for my cock.”

And you cry.
From pleasure.
From surrender.
From knowing you’ve been fully remade.

You fall asleep drenched—
his cum inside you,
his scent on your fingers,
your lingerie twisted but still clinging to your skin.

And your soul, at last, delivered.


"Awakening – Total Acceleration"

The sun filters through the hotel curtains.
The air smells like sex.
Like sweat, lube, and the sweet mix of the perfume you put on the night before.

Your body still trembles under the sheets.
You have marks on your hips, your neck, between your thighs.
And in your crotch…
the warm memory of Damien, still dripping out.

You get up without a word.
You slip on the heels you’d left neatly by the bed.
Your wrinkled skirt, the slightly stretched top—but you fix it.
And you head straight to the hotel’s kitchenette.

They taught you how.
First, the coffee.
Then the eggs.
The bread.
Everything with care.
Like a good little domestic doll.

You return with the tray.
He’s already sitting in the armchair.
Naked, legs spread.
Ownership.

“Good morning, Sylvie.”
“Good morning, my love…”

You set the tray on the table and kneel without being asked.
You settle between his legs.
You sit back on your heels, spine straight, cleavage perfectly exposed.
As he sips his coffee…
you wait.
Like the trained bitch you’ve become.

“I like seeing you like this.”
He takes a sip.
Strokes your head like you’re his favorite pet.
“So loose. So feminine. So clever.”

You look at yourself.
Your pink nails gleam as you hold the cup.
Your lipstick is still flawless.
And your stockings feel like a second skin.

“Sylvie…” he says, voice low. “Starting today, things move faster. No more business trips. No more absences. I want you close. Available. Visible.”

“…What does that mean?”

“It means I want you in my home. No more compartments. I want you to live as my wife. All day. All the time.”

“But my life… my job…?”

“You already know the answer. You’re mine. And the Sylvie in the mirror can’t live that old life anymore. Can you walk like this, dressed as you are, talk in that delicate little slut-voice, and pretend you’re the same as before? No. You’re already feminized. Only your body’s left. And that… will come too.”

You stay silent.
But your body answers anyway.

You kneel a little closer.
Rest your hands on his thighs.
And you know you want nothing else.

“I want you to start sleeping in panties. To have breakfast in lingerie. To sound like a girl even when ordering pizza. We’re going to complete you, Sylvie. Because you… you’ve already surrendered.”

And you—head bowed, heart racing—nod.
You settle between his legs.
And as he finishes his coffee…
his fingers trace your face, your neck, your lips.

“Tell me who you are.”
“Sylvie.”
“And what are you?”
“…Your woman.”
“Then act like it. Because today… practice continues.”


"Weekend – Hostess Shame and Pride"

During the week, Damien grew more demanding.
Every morning, he demanded proof of your femininity:
A photo of your daily outfit.
A voice note saying, “I’m Sylvie, your obedient girl, and today I miss you in my mouth.”
A video of you walking in heels, wearing the short skirt he picked.

If you hesitated, if you whimpered “it’s too soon,”
he’d only reply:
“Your resistance turns me on. Because you always end up obeying.”
And it was true.

Work began to suffer.
Your responses grew slower.
Your coworkers noticed your voice—softer, sweeter.
One even asked:
“You okay? You sound… different.”
“I’m… going through something.”

At home, suspicion festered.
A call from your mother:
“Why are you so busy lately?”
“I’m helping someone…”
“A woman?”
Silence.
“Or a man?”
Silence.
She hung up without an answer.

Damien didn’t flinch.
He texted:
“You’re spending the weekend with me. I’m hosting friends. And you’ll be the hostess. Dressed right. Made up right. Ready to serve.”

You invented an excuse.

"An intensive course out of town."
They didn’t fully believe it.
But it didn’t matter anymore.

The day arrived.
You got ready in the master bathroom of his house.
You wore a wine-colored lace set:
A sheer bra.
A barely-there thong.
Stockings clipped to a garter belt.
A lightweight dress with a plunging neckline and low back.
Your wig styled in soft waves.
Flawless nails.
Dark lipstick.
Vanilla perfume.

The house was spotless.
The dining table set.
Glasses perfectly aligned.
And you… with the plug inside you since breakfast.

At 8:00 PM, his guests arrived.
Diego and Carl — a gay couple.
Open-collared shirts, festive energy, and sharp tongues.
Andrew and Marcie — she trans, he cis.
She smiled at you with quiet complicity the moment she saw you.
Laura and Matthew — a cis couple.
She was polite. He was… curious.

And Damien.
Present.
Commanding.
With a single order, he kept you glued to his side:
"This is Sylvie… My partner. My wife."
"Your partner?" Carl said, amused.

"Since when so formal?"

"Since I molded her into everything I needed."

And you, sweet girl…
melted.

You spent the night serving drinks,
laughing shyly,
squeezing your thighs together whenever you caught Matthew’s gaze.
Speaking in that soft, flirty voice.
And dripping with every compliment.

Carl winked at you:
"Sylvie, you’re divine… but tell me, just how submissive are you?"

Marcie hugged you as she passed and whispered:
"Relax, sweetheart… I’ve been where you are. Now look at me. Smile. You’re gorgeous."

And you just nodded, because your lips had forgotten how to say "no."

At the end of the night, as guests said goodbye,
Damien slid his hand down your lower back—again.
Gripped your ass.
Firm.
In public.

Matthew turned.
Stared.
Muttered something to his girlfriend.
Laura laughed.
You blushed.
And got wetter.

When the door closed, Damien locked eyes with you.
"You were perfect. Woman. Hostess. My property. Now prove you know how to reward me."

And you, wordless,
dropped to your knees in the middle of the living room.

Because there’s no other version of you left.
Just Sylvie.
And Damien.
And the desire that binds them.


"Nighttime Doll – Sylvie's Destiny"

The click of your heels still echoes through the house as you return from the hallway,
after seeing off the last guest.

The air smells of wine, polished wood, and pent-up lust.
Your thighs brush together with every step.
The plug reminds you of your place.
And Damien summons you with a curl of his finger.

In the bedroom, the light is dim.
On the bed, an open box.
And inside… the outfit.

A doll’s. Complete.

A pastel pink mini dress, lace-trimmed at the neckline, a bow at the front.
White thigh-high stockings with delicate frilled lace.
A barely-there thong—sheer lace, just a whisper of fabric.
Tulle gloves.
And a tiara.

You look at it.
He smiles.

"Put it on."
"Like… this?"
"Yes, my doll. Tonight, you’re not Sylvie. You’re my toy."

You dress in silence.
The stockings glide up your legs like a lover’s tongue.
The dress hugs your waist like a second skin.
The tiara glints in your wig’s soft waves.

You look in the mirror.
A porcelain display doll.
A perfect crossdresser—made for gilded showcases and filthy beds.

"Kneel," he commands, already seated, torso bare, his cock thick and hard, waiting.
"And use that pretty mouth like I taught you."

You kneel.
Your gloved hands trace his thighs.
Your lips part around his cock.
And you begin—
slow.
Deep.
Delicate.

A doll licking his shaft.
A voiceless wife, all throat.

"That’s it… just like that… use your tongue… you’re perfect…"
His voice cracks.

You suck harder.
Your painted lips leave stains on his skin.
You swallow every moan, every twitch.

Until he stops you.

"Face down. On the bed. Doll’s gonna get used now."

You climb up.
Arrange yourself.
Dress pushed up.
Stockings taut.
Your ass raised, plug removed.
Your hole dripping.

He approaches.
Teases you with his tip.
Spits on you.
And rams inside.

Hard.
No pause.
No mercy.

Your gloves claw the sheets.
Your tiara trembles.
Your moans flood the room.

"Tell me what you are."
"Your doll… your little woman… your crossdresser… yours…"
"Louder."
"I’M YOURS!!"

Moans become screams.
Thrusts shake the bed.
Sweat slicks your back.

Your body doesn’t resist now.
It offers itself.
Surrenders.
Spreads wide.

He cums inside.
Hard.
Filling you.

And you scream his name—
Voice high, back arched,
Soul shattered with pleasure.

When it’s over, you lie on your side:
Dress crooked, thong soaked, stockings wrinkled,
Heart pounding like you’ve just been born.

"You’re mine," he whispers in your ear, holding you from behind.
"My doll. And I want you like this forever."

And you…
don’t even need to reply.
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"The Month of the Fall – From Man to Whore, No Turning Back"

On the first Sunday of the month, you could still wear jeans and use a neutral voice for work video calls.
By the last Sunday of the month, you no longer had a job.
And a forgotten drawer of men’s clothes was all that remained of that identity.

Because Damien was patient.
But firm.
And you? Weak.
And wet.
Always wet.

1. The Job – The First Crack

Monday. Remote office.
You’d only done "light" makeup, you said.
A hint of gloss, defined lashes.
Barely-there lips.
But a coworker messaged you privately:
“Did you do your eyes?”
“Is that a filter?”
You didn’t reply.

The next day, your voice sounded higher.
Your emails had hearts in the signatures.
And in one video call… you wore nails.

The boss didn’t wait long.
“We’re getting feedback about your presence in meetings. No personal judgment, but we need to maintain a professional image.”

You told Damien.
And what did he do?
He smiled.
And shut your laptop.

“You’re not going back. I’ll get you a job where you can be what you are.
Not a ‘he’ faking masculinity. But a girl who serves with painted lips, a high voice, and a soft ass.”

You Quit That Week

2. Your Friends – The Silence and the Stare

You pulled away, little by little.
Messages left on read.
Invitations declined.
And when they finally saw you…
it wasn’t you anymore.
You were Sylvie, “dressed androgynous.”
But your crossed legs, your cherry-blossom perfume, the way you murmured “Hey guys…” in that honeyed voice—
it all betrayed you.

One asked you point-blank:
“Are you gay?”
Another:
“Are you trans?”
And all you said was:
“I’m… finding myself.”

They didn’t laugh.
They didn’t sneer.
They just stared at you like you were a ghost.
Like you’d already vanished.
And in a way, you had.

3. Family – The Killing Blow

Friday arrived.
Damien tipped you off:
“I’ve got you a date. We’re going to this fancy restaurant. I want you to look devastating.”
You didn’t suspect a thing.

You got ready just like they’d taught you:
A tousled, wavy wig.
Long dress with side slits.

Open neckline.

Shiny heels.

A barely-there thong.
Deep, carnal-red lips.
Heavy perfume.
A plug.
And a smile
the kind a proud slut wears.

The Arrival

They reached the place.
Dim lights, instrumental music.
White-tablecloth dinners.
A reserved corner.
Wine glasses.
And you—sitting there, legs crossed, eating like a dutiful wife.

“You’re gorgeous, Sylvie,” Damien told you. “You look like what you are.”

And then…
you saw your parents.
Two tables over.
Staring straight at you.

Your father, mouth half-open.
Your mother, eyes wide.
They’d recognized you.

Your pulse spiked.
Your legs trembled.
You wanted to hide—

but Damien gripped your hand.
“No. Hold their gaze. Smile. You can’t deny yourself now.”
“Damien…”
“It’s done, Sylvie. The last domino has fallen.”

Your parents stood.
Passed close by.
Said nothing.

Your mother looked away.
Your father…
locked eyes with you.
And said nothing.

But everything was said.

And that night, in the car—
as you wept quietly—
he took you again.
In the back seat.
Between gasps,
moans,
leather upholstery,
and the echo of your male life collapsing forever.
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"Damage Report – The Funeral of the Man"

Job: Lost.
And exposed.

Your direct boss, Laura—the one who used to blush at your compliments—
was the last to say anything before you handed in your resignation.

"I always thought you were weird, you know? I liked you anyway… but now that I see you as Sylvie, it all makes sense. Had I known, I would’ve done my makeup with you. We would’ve laughed. Now you look happy. And that… that’s envy-inducing."

She laughed.
And hugged you.
Like a girl.
Like a friend.

And you—with your face made up and your resignation letter in hand—
broke down crying in the bathroom.
Not from sadness.
From relief.

Friends: Fractured.
Distant.

The group doesn’t text like before.
The chat turned colder.
One deleted you without warning.
Another sent a dry message:

"This is hard for us. But we respect you.
Give us time."

You met up with just one.
Stan.
Beer in hand, voice tense.

"I saw you at the plaza… the day you were with that guy. I couldn’t believe it. But I saw your legs… and his hand on your ass. And I knew it was you. Didn’t know how to react."

You didn’t speak.
Just nodded.

And when you left, he didn’t hug you.
He just said:
"Good luck, Sylvie..."

Family: The final fall.

That night—
the day after the dinner where they saw you with Damien—
you came home.

Your parents were waiting.
And you, still dressed as her.
Skirt. Stockings. Floral perfume.

Your mother was crying before you even spoke.
Your father sat rigid.

"What is this?"
"It’s me."
"No. This is a phase. A sickness."
"No. It’s my truth."
"And you want to keep living here… like this?"
"I won’t hide anymore."
"Then you can’t stay."

The words landed like a verdict.
Cold.
Final.

You went to your room.
Packed your things.
Lingerie.
Shoes.
Wigs.
And two family photos—ones you weren’t sure you’d ever dare to look at again.

When you walked out, suitcase in hand,
your mother screamed:
"Wait! Don’t do this!"

And your father, voice breaking:
"Go back to being him. Please."

And you, already at the door:
"I can't. He doesn't exist anymore."

And there was Damien,
waiting at the entrance.
White shirt.
Engine running.
Steady gaze.

Your parents saw him and didn’t know whether to curse or beg.
But he stepped forward.
And spoke to them—with the same voice that dominates you…
but this time, calm. Respectful.

"I love her. I respect her. I take care of her. And if you let me, I’ll make her happy."
"I hope, when the time comes, you’ll come to the wedding. And call her what she really is:"
"Sylvie. Your daughter."

No one answered.
And you…
got in the car.
With tears.
With fear.
With thighs trembling.

But also with something else:
Certainty.

There’s no job left.
No friend group.
No childhood room.
No photos on the shelf.

There’s no "him" left.
The man.
The son.
The friend.
The costume.

Now, there’s only you.
Sylvie.
Crossdresser.
Little woman.
Damien’s property.

Painted lips.
Plugged ass.
High-pitched moans.
And a heart that beats in the shape of a short skirt.

And when he holds you that night,
caresses your neck,
and whispers:
"You're perfect… because you failed as a man. And now I’m going to make you mine forever."

You just smile.
And tell him:
"I’m your crossdresser, Daddy. Your little woman. I don’t need anything else."


"The First Day – Sylvie’s Loneliness"

Dawn broke with light filtering through the linen curtains.
The room smelled of Damien.
Of his skin, his cologne, his come…
and of you.
Spent.
Used.
Trained.

You lay in bed.
Wig disheveled.
Makeup slightly smudged.
Lingerie still on—black lace, damp between your thighs.

Damien woke you with a kiss on the neck…
and his cock brushing your lips.
"Quick breakfast, doll…"
He said it with a smirk, already pushing his pants down.

And you…
obeyed.
On your knees.
Without protest.
A soft, slow, deep suck.
Your mouth still sleepy but practiced.

He came down your throat.
Lifted your chin with his fingers.
And said:
"Do nothing today. Rest. You need to process it all… but in the end, you know—this is your place now."

Then he left.
And you were alone.
As a woman.
For the first time.

The silence was vast.
You sat on the bed, naked.

You looked down at your hands—long nails, painted.
Your smooth legs.
The nightgown clinging to you.

And you thought:
What do I do now?
Who am I?

You searched for clothes.
Something neutral.
Something to hide in.

But there was nothing.
Just panties.
Dresses.
Blouses.
Crop tops.
Stilettos.
Push-up bras.

All of it undeniably feminine.
All of it final.

You sat on the edge of the bed.
And cried.

Not from sadness.
From shock.
From certainty.
From not knowing how to look back without feeling like a fraud.

A ping.

A message.
Your parents:

"Are you okay?"
"Did you eat?"
"We know you don’t want to talk… but we worry."

They didn’t say your name.
Not Sylvie.
Not the other one either.

Just those words:
"Are you okay?"

And yes.
You were.

Shattered.
Confused.
But whole.

The first few days, Damien was gentle.
Let you sleep in.
Didn’t demand chores.
Just kissed your forehead and said:
"You’re doing good, doll. You need to grow into womanhood. And you’ll do it in this house."

But soon, the rules came.

Breakfast ready by 8:30.
House spotless by noon.
Fresh panties every day.
Basic makeup—at least gloss and mascara.

And him. Always first.

Friday brought another party.
The same couples.
The same men and women who’d seen you at the beginning.

But this time…
you belonged.

Marcie hugged you tight.
Laura handed you wine with a wink.
Carl murmured:
"You get prettier every time. Such a doll, Sylvie."

And you…
smiled.

Because for once, you felt wanted.
You felt seen.

You were the hostess now.
The official wife.

And you were happy.

That night, after sex—
the long, sweaty kind, with you on all fours screaming like a whore—
you lay in bed,
curled against his chest,
makeup still smudged on your face…

And you couldn’t sleep.

You thought.
You remembered.
You wondered how you’d let things go this far.

The answer was cruel,
but clear:

Because this was always who you were.
Because Sylvie wasn’t born… Sylvie was uncovered.
Because Damien didn’t break you—
he built you.

And with that certainty,
you closed your eyes.

And for the first time…
you slept as a woman.

Without guilt.
And without turning back.


"Night Out – Loved and Displayed Crossdresser"

The day began with a short dress and coffee in the plaza.
Perfect makeup, wine-colored miniskirt, silk blouse with a subtle neckline.
Stockings. Heels.
Sweet perfume.
And the plug, of course, already inside.

"Today, you're my doll on display, Sylvie."
"Yes, Daddy..."

And so it was.

From the optician to the bookstore, through clothing boutiques, cafés, banks…
Sylvie was seen.
And people looked.
And you got wet.

As the afternoon stretched on,
in a smoothie shop, waiting in line,
you heard a familiar voice:

"...Sylvie?"

It was them.
Your old friend group.
The ones who knew you with a deeper voice and a slouched walk.

They fell silent.
So did you.
The cup trembled in your hand.

Damien said nothing.
Just stood firm at your side, hand on your waist.

"You look... different."
"Yes," you replied softly.
"We didn’t know what to say to you. But you’re pretty. It’s just... weird."
"I get it."

No shouting.
No insults.
Just that bittersweet, aching discomfort.

That instant of accepting you were someone else now -
and they no longer knew how to speak to that person.

"Maybe we could grab drinks sometime... Sylvie, right?"
"Yes. Sylvie."

And they walked away.
And you remained there.
Flushed.
Exposed.
And dripping.

Damien studied you and whispered:
"They saw you as a crossdresser. And you denied nothing. You're mine... and your body proclaims it louder every day."

The evening became a formal affair.
Evening gown.
Daring slits.
Décolletage unveiled.
Wig styled to perfection.
Glittering stilettos.
Lingerie that clung like a second skin.
Flawless makeup.

When you entered the restaurant -
the stares.
The whispers.
The curiosity.
And Damien, unshakable:
Guiding you by the arm.
Possessing your waist.
Murmuring between courses:

"They all know what you are, Sylvie. Your shoulders. Your jawline. Your voice. But they also see you're happy. That you're mine. And that tonight... you'll scream like the crossdresser who finally surrendered completely."

And you -
just clenched your thighs tighter.

You bit your lip.
And secretly wished someone would say it out loud.
Because the humiliation didn't hurt anymore -
it made you come.

At home...
the lace.
the ritual.
the worship.

You dressed in black straps and sheer temptation.
Stockings.
Stilettos.
Fresh mascara.
Painted lips ready.

Waited on the bed like a devoted girl.
When he entered, saw you like this, and removed his shirt in silence.

He sat.
Summoned you with two fingers.

You walked to him.
Like a high-class whore.
And knelt.

No longer shy.
No longer new.
No longer confused.

You sucked his cock with moans, with purpose.
Took him deep with hunger.
Opened yourself with desperation.

"Tell me what you are," he growled, fucking you sideways -
skirt pushed up, legs in the air, body bouncing against his hips.

"I'm Sylvie... your crossdresser... your little woman... the one who failed as a man..."

"And now?"

"Now I'm yours. Feminized. Surrendered. Wet. Your slut."

And you screamed.
And you moaned.
And came without touching as he filled you,
the mirror reflecting a woman without shame.


"No Turning Back – The Punishment for Doubting"

Months passed.
The house is yours.
The bed is yours.
And Damien… is your everything.

Your parents, little by little, began writing to you more.
Short messages, indirect questions.
Your mother sent a heart emoji after seeing your photo on social media—though she didn’t comment.

But you…
You felt… uneasy.
As if the routine of being an obedient girl was choking you.
As if, for just one day, you wanted to walk down the street without hearing “mami,” “hot crossdresser,” or “little slut.”
As if your still-masculine documents gave you an excuse to justify dressing as a man for a few hours.

So you did it.
You ordered men’s clothes.
Online.
In secret.
Justifying it:
“I need to run errands. I have to go to the bank. I don’t want trouble.”

The box arrived.
And it wasn’t even open for 10 minutes.

Damien found it.
And destroyed it.

He threw the clothes on the floor, stomping on them with his boot as he stared at you:
“You want to hide again? You want to pretend you’re not Sylvie? Then do it without me.”

You knelt.
You begged.
“Just for today… just for the paperwork…”

And he, smiling like an absolute owner, locked the closet.
Changed the combination.

He locked away all the "neutral" clothes.

And left you with:
Skirts.
Blouses.
Heels.
Pantyhose.
Lingerie.
Sweet perfumes.
And your plug.
Always your plug.

That day, you had to go to the bank.
Documents in hand.
Heels on.
Black pencil skirt.
White blouse with a pink bow.
Flawless makeup.
False lashes.
And the name on your credit card: masculine.

The line swallowed you.
People in front.
People behind.
A man at window 2 kept staring.
A woman muttered:
“Is that a man?”
The security girl barely hid her smirk.

They called you.
“Good morning… Full name, please.”
“Uh… yes… it’s just… well…”
Your voice cracked.
Your name didn’t match what you were.
And the teller read it aloud.
“Is this your ID? Are you sure?”

Everyone looked.
“Yes… it’s me.”
“Sure?* Because here it says… well.”*
“Yes… it’s legal…”
“Very well, miss… sorry, mister…”
And she laughed.
Right in front of you.

People watched.
A girl filmed you with her phone.
A teenager muttered something like:
“No way? Looks like a dude…”

And you…
You swallowed your tears.
Because you knew Damien wanted you like this.
Exposed.
A crossdresser.
No escape.

But it didn’t end there.

In the car, on the way back,
a patrol flipped on its lights.
Pulled over.
Two officers.

“ID?”
“Sure…”

One looked at your identification.
Then back at you.
The other leaned into the window and whistled.
“Thought you went by something else?”
“Yes… but…”
“Ah, got it… Crossdresser. Tss… life’s wild, huh.”

They laughed.
“You like getting fucked, or do you prefer ‘miss’ while they fill you up?”

Damien laughed too.
A low chuckle.
Almost proud.

“She’s got nothing to hide, officers. She’s my woman. A happy crossdresser.”

They left.
Let you go.

But the youngest cop’s last words stuck in your ribs:
“With an ass like that, you’d never guess she’s got a dick. Damn, this fag’s hot.”

And they drove off.

And you…
You came a little.
Without meaning to.
Without control.
Just from the shame.
Just from the humiliation.

In the car, Damien lit a cigarette.
Looked at you.
And said:

“Get used to it, Sylvie. This is how it’ll always be. A crossdresser with a man’s papers,
but a woman’s soul. A bitch’s ass. And my name carved into every one of your orgasms.”

And you…
nodded.
Surrendered.
Complete.

Because you no longer knew how to want anything else.


"The Message - Blood Shame, Semen Pride"

It was a mild morning.
The sun filtered through your sheer stockings,
groceries bounced against your arms,
your little skirt rode up each time you walked fast,
and the plug...
always present, shifting with every step.

The heaviest bag held vegetables.
But the real weight...
came from the message you received mid-street.

Your mother.
Brief.
Direct.

"It took us time, but we accept you, Sylvie. We showed some of your photos to the family. You look pretty."

The world stopped.
You leaned against a lamppost.
Your chest trembled.

Aunts.
Cousins.
The whole family knowing.
Seeing you in a chiffon blouse.
Red lips.
Heels.
Long nails.

A group of teenagers passed by.
One winked at you.
Another muttered "hot faggot"
and they laughed.

And you got wet.
Because you no longer knew what was stronger - the pain or the arousal.

At home, you talked about it.

You sat on the bed.

The pink dress still clinging,
the bra digging into your chest.
Damien in his armchair, reading.

“I want to change my documents.”
“No.”
Flat. Without looking up.

“But I need to find a job…”
“You’re my crossdresser. And papers don’t lie. Your ID says male. Your body screams slut. And that turns me on.” He finally glanced at you. “I don’t want a woman. I want this. A girl with a cock. A soft voice. A wife’s face. And the world will know.”

“But—”
“I already booked you an appointment. Psych eval. Then estrogen. Low dose. No surgeries. No operations. Your dick stays. Your voice is already femme. I just want your skin softer, your nipples bigger, and your tears easier.”

You froze.
“What if I refuse…?”
“Then leave. And we both know you can’t. Because you’re not a man anymore. You failed. And I saved you.”

And he was right.

You thought of refusing.
Of finding an office job.
Of ditching the plug.
Of chipping off your nail polish.
But when you looked in the mirror—
you saw Sylvie.
The plucked brows.
The slender neck.
The glossy lips.
The thigh-high seams.
The candy perfume on your skin.
The collar he gave you.
And the dried streaks of his cum on your thigh.

So you whispered:
“It’s too late now. I’m his. I’m his crossdresser slut. And I always will be.”


"Hormones, Reflection, and Beers with the Past"

The appointment was in a white office.
Cold.
Neutral.
Like everything you no longer are.

Damien went with you.
He didn’t let you go alone.

You sat across from the psychologist—a young, kind woman, no surprise in her gaze.
“Name?”
“…Sylvie.”
“Legal name?”
“…I’d prefer we didn’t use it.”
“Understood.”

The session was long.
She asked you about identity.
About childhood.
About gender.
About fantasies.

“Do you see yourself as a woman?”
“Not entirely…”
“Then?”
“I see myself as a crossdresser. As… property. As… something made to serve.”

Silence.
Then the doctor smiled.

“Good. You’re clear. You sound defined. And that’s what I need to approve the treatment. We’ll start slow. Minimal doses. But with consistency, you’ll notice changes.”

And you…
trembled.
But you said:
“Yes. I want to do this. For him. And for me.”

Two months later, the change was obvious.

You woke up on a Monday.

Alone in bed.
Damien was already gone.
The sun grazed your thighs.
Your hands traced your body—
and something was no longer the same.

Your skin…
softer.
Your nipples… more pronounced.
Your hips… just beginning to widen.
And your cock…
less tense, more docile.
As if it already knew it wasn’t the protagonist.

You stared into the mirror.
Naked.
The straps of your lingerie still marked on your shoulders.
Your hair styled.
And out loud, you said:
“Nothing’s left of him.”

And you cried.
But not from loss.
From recognition.
Acceptance.
Fullness.

Your parents now…
followed your photos online.
Your mother commented discreetly.
Your father liked them without a word.
And the unthinkable:
Damien and them—connected.
Exchanging messages.
Respecting him.
Watching how he held you.
How he loved you.
How he owned you.

The peace was strange…
but real.

And then the phone rang.
It was your past.
Your friends.
“Sylvie… We didn’t know if we should call. But we miss you. We want to see you. Talk. Know how you’re doing.”

Your body tensed.
The past is a cage with invisible bars.

You told Damien.
Over dinner.
You in your lace nightgown,
legs crossed,
lips freshly painted.
He smiled.
Took a sip of wine.
“Invite them.”
“What?”
“Have them come here. To our home. I’ll be here. I’ll buy the beers. And I’ll make sure they understand you’re my crossdresser. My woman. My creation.”

And you…
heart pounding in your soft chest,
just nodded.

Because you knew that night,
when your friends saw in your eyes what you’d become,
they wouldn’t be able to deny it.

And you…
wouldn’t hide it anymore.


"The Reunion – Cake, Hormones, and Truth in Heels"

Sunlight streamed through the windows.
The air smelled of lemon and vanilla.

You, in a short nightgown, thigh-high stockings, hair pinned up,
cleaning the living room like a dutiful wife.

There were nerves.
There was excitement.
And also… pride.

You wanted your friends to see you looking pretty.
Not just different.
Happy. Put-together. Feminine.
Sylvie.

You had thought about wearing linen pants—something loose, discreet.
Or maybe shorts and a flowy blouse.
But Damien’s voice, dry and direct, reminded you:
"You’re not some casual guy. You’re a crossdresser. And crossdressers don’t wear pants. Crossdressers show legs, thigh, and obedience."

So you chose a short floral skirt.
A blouse with bare shoulders.
Subtle heels.
Gloss.
And strawberry perfume.

You dressed…
like a 28-year-old girl.
A crossdresser, but everyday.
Human.
Real.

You spent the morning arranging trays, snacks.
Cheese. Bread. Guacamole.
Beers in the fridge.
The house, spotless.

It was your world.
And you wanted them to see it.

When the doorbell rang, your heart pounded in your chest.
There they were.
Your friends.
With curious eyes.
With slightly tense laughter.

They hugged you.
They looked you up and down.
One of them said:
“You’ve… changed a lot.”
“I’m happy,” you replied.
“And that’s what matters.”

And little by little…
the jokes returned.
The shared memories.
The laughter.
The toasts.

But also…
the glances.

Because Damien was there.
Present.
Commanding.
All man.
All owner.

His hand circled your waist.
He offered you drinks.
And at every opportunity, he gave you a little brush against your ass.

Once, as you walked past him with the glasses…
he gave you a spank.
Light.
Playful.

But your friends saw it.
And you blushed.
You didn’t protest.
You just smiled faintly…
and pressed your thighs together.

There was nothing left to hide.
They knew.
Sylvie is a little woman now.
And that man—her alpha.

The reunion ended with hugs.
With one of them telling you:
“I don’t know if this is what any of us imagined… but I’m glad you’re happy. You’ve got… a glow.”
And you cried—just a little.

Because yes:
Maybe things wouldn’t be like before.
But you still had friends.
And now they knew what to call you.
How to respect you.

The next therapy session was lighter.
The psychologist read your expression—
your shoulders softer now,
your arms smooth,
your lips fuller,
your eyes brighter.

“How did it feel?”
“Exposed… but happy. Proud.”
“And the hormones?”
“I don’t want to stop them.”
“Perfect. We’ll increase the dose slightly.”

When you stepped out of the office,
the sun hit you differently.
Like the world knew you were closer
to your final form:

A crossdresser without apologies.
A woman without papers.
A wife without a crown…
but with a collar.
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"The Wedding – The Cousin, The Hotel, and The Night Mom Saw Me as a Woman"

There was a scent in the air…
of flowers, of anticipation, of nerves disguised as eyeshadow.

The suitcases were ready.
Your makeup neatly packed, your lingerie folded, your stockings tucked away with care.
Damien, as always, joked that you were bringing more things than him and that you looked “like a little girl ready for a fashion show, not a small-town wedding.”

And he was right.
Because you weren’t going as a guest.
You were going as Sylvie.
As the new cousin.
As the daughter finally recognized.
As the young woman who’d face the past with painted lips and her chin held high.

They arrived at the hotel.
Your mother was the first to greet you with a kiss.
No hesitation:
“This is Sylvie, my daughter.”

And that… shattered your soul.
Not a crossdresser son.
Not an experiment or a joke.
But a daughter. With a name. With a place.

Your father nodded—uncomfortable, maybe—
but he hugged you.
Your uncles greeted you with some awkwardness,
and your cousins…
well, they had no trouble saying it:
“And where was this pretty cousin hiding?”
“Sylvie… you’re beautiful.”

Laughter.
Photos.
Glasses of wine.

But also the weight of their gazes.

The tingling at the nape of your neck, knowing they all knew.
And yet.
you stood tall.
Mingling at the party.
Following Damien.

The hotel room was spacious, with an enormous bed.
You were unpacking when your mother slipped in to hand you a pair of earrings.
And there…
she saw it—your black lace lingerie, delicate, slightly worn.
A thong barely folded.
A padded bra you didn’t need as much anymore.

She paused.
Didn’t speak at first.
Then, lowering her voice:
“Oh, Sylvie… those things… Well, women go through this too. And… I understand. Men… they’re intense. But if he loves you, it’s fine. I was young once, and… well… a woman knows when a man truly desires her.”

She blushed.
You did too.

And there, between mother and daughter,
came a beautiful silence.
A bridge of understanding.
A feminine code.

She no longer saw you as an experiment.
She saw you as a woman.
As her daughter.
As someone who also surrendered to love at night.

That evening, while your cousins drank downstairs in the lobby,
you went up to the room.
Slipped into that lingerie—
the very same your mother had glimpsed.

And you knelt before Damien,
like a bride without a veil,
but with obedience.

And when he took you—
when his hands gripped your hips and he claimed you—
you knew your mother was in the next room.
And it wouldn’t surprise her.

Because she understood now.
Because she, too, had been a woman loved,
a woman used,
a woman given.

And now… so were you.


"The Wedding – Crossdressing Queen, Daughter, Guest, and Spectacle"

You woke early.
The hotel room still smelled of Damien—
his cologne, his skin,
his semen between your thighs.

You felt marked.
Anointed.

Your mother knocked, wearing a robe and a tentative smile,
a curling iron in her hand.
“Ready to get dressed, Sylvie?”
“Yes, Mom…”

Nothing more needed saying.

You sat before the mirror,
your cousins clustering around you as if you’d always been one of them.
They curled your hair, blended your contour,
asked about Damien,
offered you lipsticks.

And none of them pretended.
They all knew.
That you were a crossdresser.
But they also knew you were happy.

One of them giggled:
“Had no idea I had such a… striking cousin.”
Another added:
“Me neither. But that sparkle in your eyes, sweetheart?
That’s not fake.”

You just nodded,
hands folded in your lap,
lips perfected.

The dress was long, deep red,
with a low back and a slit to the thigh.
Stiletto heels.
Thigh-high stockings.
A soft corset to sculpt your hips—
though you hardly needed it anymore.

Because your body had changed.
And your attitude—even more.

The ceremony began.
You entered the hall on Damien’s arm.
Eyes lifted.
No surprise.
Just acceptance.
A certain tension.
But also desire.
Curiosity.
Fascination.

Because you were a crossdresser, yes.
But you were also beautiful.
And no one could deny it.

You sat with the women.
In that side row reserved for wives, cousins, brides-to-be.
One aunt offered you a fan.
Another, candies.
And with every smile,
you grew more sure.
Not as just another girl—
but as the crossdresser who no longer hid.
The one who’d been pushed aside…
yet carved out her place.

At the reception, you danced with your cousins.
One whispered:
“You’re flirtier than all of us combined.”
And you laughed.
Because it was true.

You passed a cousin who’d once been your drinking buddy.
He raised his glass in greeting.
No judgment.
No mockery.

“Cheers, Sylvie. You look at peace.”
And you clinked glasses.
Because you were.

As the party wound down,
you sat with your mother under a canopy strung with soft lights.
She held a wineglass.
So did you.
She studied you,
then touched your hand.

“I don’t understand it all. But I understand you’re happy. And if Damien makes you feel loved… then he’s family too.”

You cried.
For the first time, you didn’t feel like you were breaking something—
you felt whole.

That night, Damien took you in the hotel room
with your dress still on.
Hiked it up.
Never took it off.
He wanted to fuck his crossdresser bride in full glamour—
The one who’d paraded like a princess.
The one who’d dripped under every gaze.
The one now irrevocably Sylvie.

And you…
moaned with legs spread,
stockings snagged,
heart surrendered.

No more doubts.
No more before.
No more him.

Just this:
You—crossdresser.
You—Sylvie.
And the world that failed to stop you.
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Epilogue – What’s Left of You

The last time you heard your mother say your name…
it wasn’t yours anymore.
It was the one he gave you.
Sylvie.

She didn’t say it with tenderness.
Or with anger.
She said it like someone acknowledging a quiet funeral.
Like someone surrendering to what they can’t stop.

No.
You’re not a fantasy.
You’re the result.

Now you wake up in lace panties and a collar around your neck.
You eat breakfast in lingerie and thigh-highs.
You walk the way he taught you.
You speak the way they trained you.
And you come… only when he says you can.

Your life fits in a box now—heels, plugs, ruined lipstick.
And your heart beats in time with his voice.

“You’re not a boy dressed as a girl,” he whispers when doubt creeps in.
“You’re my woman. Dressed to please.”

And he’s right.
The boy you used to be…
no longer belongs to you.

You buried him in moans.
Forgot him in every thrust.
Left him behind every time someone called you baby girl and you answered with a painted smile.

Now you are Sylvie.
And if you’ve learned anything on this journey, it’s this:

Freedom doesn’t always look like escape.
Sometimes… it looks like surrender.
Like falling to your knees.
Like opening wide.
Like whispering “yes, daddy” with mascara-streaked tears down your cheeks.

That’s how you broke free.
That’s how you became whole.
That’s how you were finally born.

And you, who’ve come this far…
you already know how it begins.

With a secret you can’t sleep through.
A message from a stranger.
A “you’re my girl now” that makes you tremble deep inside.

The question isn’t if you’ll give in.
The question is:
How long until you do?

With red lips,
ripped stockings,
and a plug where your pride used to be…
Your fate is waiting.





Afterword

Dear Reader,

Thank you—so very much—for joining me in this journey.

Writing Feminized for Him was like unzipping the soul of a character who didn’t ask for transformation, but surrendered to it with trembling thighs and a painted smile. These stories are more than erotic daydreams; they are fantasies stitched with silk, sweat, and surrender.

To those who whispered “yes” while reading, who saw a little bit of themselves reflected in Sylvie’s lips, walk, or wavering doubts—this is for you.
For the girls in secret, for the dolls in waiting, and for the brave, broken beauties that bloom in shame and desire.

You are not alone. You are not too much. You are becoming.

With smudged lipstick and gratitude,
Sofia Bacon
🖤💄
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If you enjoyed this story,
please consider leaving a
short review on Amazon.
Even a few kind words or
stars help more than you
imagine — and keep me witing
more fabulous adventures
like this one!
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