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This work is a piece of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or real events is entirely coincidental.

⚠️ Content Notice

The Window Was Open is an erotic novella that explores intensely provocative and emotionally charged themes of forced feminization, voyeurism, aesthetic submission, and the reshaping of gender identity through psychological control and sensual discipline. This story is written for mature readers and includes content that may not be suitable for everyone.

This book contains the following elements:

Explicit sexual content: Includes graphic scenes of arousal, obedience, power imbalance, and D/s dynamics.

Voyeurism and psychological manipulation: The protagonist is observed, controlled, and transformed under the influence of a dominant male neighbor.

Coerced feminization: Transformation occurs under pressure and blackmail, highlighting the loss of masculine identity.

Emotional and physical surrender: The character experiences psychological conditioning, exhibitionism, and internalized submission.

Hyper-stylized gender exploration: This fictional work depicts feminization in a dramatic and symbolic way, not meant as a realistic portrayal.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
If you are captivated by stories of beautiful surrender, whispered control, and the aching allure of becoming someone new under someone else’s gaze—this book was written for you.
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Chapter 1 – The Note Under the Door

The apartment was small, but it was mine. For the first time in my life, I could close the door without fear, play soft music, and open the wardrobe I had kept hidden for years. The “men’s” clothes hung out of obligation—dull, lifeless... while in the back of the closet, little treasures sparkled: garter belts, lace panties, a pink bra with tulle details, a black miniskirt, and the blonde wig that made me feel like someone else.

It was very early in my cross-dressing journey. No hormones yet. Just experiments. Private rehearsals in front of the mirror. I put on makeup clumsily, felt ridiculous... and beautiful. I hated myself for wanting it... and then touched myself, thinking of men using me like an anonymous whore.

That night was different. It was hot. I left the curtains slightly open. I dressed up fully: fishnet stockings, the new thong, heels, and a white blouse that barely covered my hardened nipples. I danced alone, in front of the mirror, playing at being her. Valentina. Though I still didn’t dare say that name out loud.

But he saw me.

I didn’t know anything had happened... until three days later.

I came home from work, sweaty, tired, in jeans and a button-up shirt. Everything dull again. I opened the door, walked in, and saw it on the floor.

A note, folded in four, tightly written in blue ink:

"I saw you the other day.
You were dancing with your eyes closed.
Don’t leave the curtain open if you don’t want to be seen like the little slut you are.
I liked you.
D."

I read it trembling. My heart was pounding in my ears. I wanted to get angry. I wanted to run and close the windows. I wanted... to dress up again.

I sat on the bed, the note in my hand, feeling like something had broken and opened at the same time. Someone knew. And not only did they know... they wanted it.

“D.”

Who the fuck was D?

The next few days were hellish with anticipation. I walked out into the building hallway, scanned the doorbells, the names. 3B was some Dominic. 5C said “Daniel and Mauro.” Could it have been one of them? Had they always been watching me?

Every time I undressed in front of the mirror, I imagined a pair of eyes watching me. Every time I sat down to eat, I imagined a hand knocking on the door. Every time I masturbated, it wasn’t to porn anymore... but with the note in my hand, pressed against my chest while I slid my fingers beneath my balls, playing at owning myself.

A week later, the second note arrived. This time on the elevator mirror. Taped on. I froze when I saw it.

“Did you like being watched, little slut?
If you dress up tonight, leave the curtain slightly open again.
I’m going to watch.
And if you touch yourself, you’ll make me very happy.”

No signature. But my body burned as if it had been whispered in my ear.

That night, I put on the highest heels. Painted my lips crimson red. The blouse open. I sat on the chair in front of the window... and spread my legs.

The plug wasn’t part of my routine yet. But I slid in two fingers while I imagined his breath on the other side. I imagined him saying things. Calling me “tranny” with that mix of contempt and hunger that drove me wild.

And I came... screaming.

I didn’t know if he heard me. But deep down, I knew.

He wasn’t just a witness anymore.

He had started shaping me.


Chapter 2 – The Call on the Fourth Day

The days passed in slow motion. Every night I dressed the same, or even more provocatively, leaving the curtain open like a silent plea. Heels, garters, deep cleavage. I sat by the window with a trembling heart, feeling beautiful... and desperately alone. But no note came.

The plug still wasn’t part of my body, but the void was already there. A void of attention, of danger, of expectation. Had I imagined it? Was it a cruel trick of my own mind? Every shadow in the hallway seemed like him. Every untimely creak, a promise.

And then, on the fourth day, the chill hit me.

The phone rang just as I was finishing lunch at work. Unknown number. A dry thump in my throat.

I answered without thinking, with a barely audible “Hello?”

Silence.

Then, the familiar buzz of WhatsApp vibrating in my pocket.

I looked down.

Four photos.

I opened them, and the world collapsed in a single exhale.

There I was. In front of the window. Black lingerie. Hips coyly tilted. Lips parted. Fake silicone breasts stuffed into my bra. A whorish gaze lost in heat.

They were of me. But I had never taken them.

The message below appeared like a whip:

“You’re so beautiful when you stop pretending.
What’s your name, baby?
I can’t introduce you to everyone as ‘the boy from 4A,’ can I?
Look what I found…”

And then another image. A screenshot of my social media profile. My male self. My natural face, without makeup. Smiling with fake masculinity. Full name, friends, family, coworkers. In another screenshot, Valentina’s profile, where I was a member of trans girls' groups and more.

Everything.

I stood frozen in front of the work bathroom, staring at that double life compressed into one message. My legs trembled.

I replied with clumsy fingers:

“What do you want?”

The response came within seconds:

“I want to meet you, Valentina.
I want to hear you say it.
I want you to start being honest.
Tonight, when you get home, you’ll find something at your door.
If you put it on, I’ll know you’re ready.”

My hands shook. The name... he tore it from me without touching me.

He called me Valentina.

And for the first time, someone spoke to me as if that were my real name.

I didn’t reply again. I put the phone away. And spent the rest of the shift on autopilot. Half-listening to my coworkers, knowing that one of them, or someone from the building, someone... knew.

Knew me naked. Dressed. True.

He wanted me to name my own damnation.

And at that moment, I knew I would.


Chapter 3 – The Delivery

The keys trembled in my fingers before I opened the door to the apartment, my heart pounding against my sternum like it wanted to escape. All the way home I had imagined what I would find. But the reality was worse. Or better.

A matte black box, square, delicately tied with a red satin ribbon, was waiting right in front of the door to 4A. It looked like a boutique gift box, something a cheating lover might secretly send.

I picked it up without looking to either side, felt the neighbors turn into ghosts around me. I shut the door quickly, as if the air were burning me.

Inside, the silence felt expectant. I slid the ribbon off with nervous fingers and opened the box.

And there it was.

A black lace bodysuit, fine and delicate, open back, with sheer panels that hinted at more than they hid. Matching garters, with lace that looked floral—but upon closer inspection, held more carnal shapes. Long gloves, also black, fingerless… perfect for not losing sensation when touching myself. Every item was exquisite. A luxury fetish. Thoughtful. Chosen. He knew my size. He knew my body. He had been watching me longer than I imagined.

I loved it.

But it hurt to admit it.

My reflection stared back at me from the mirror by the entrance. “That’s not me,” whispered the shame.

I was going to draw the curtains. Hide. Do my makeup. Dress in the shadows.

But… I hesitated.

My hand touched the fabric. My skin already wanted it.

And I left the curtain as always. Like a promise. Like a gesture of submission.

I went back to the bathroom. Undressed slowly. Watched myself. Got dressed.

First the bodysuit. It slid on like a caress. The fabric hugged my thighs, outlined my ribs, compressed the remnants of manhood in an elegant surrender.

Then the garters, snapping into place with a sadistic click, like lace handcuffs.

The gloves… delicious. They left the fingers free, yes, but covered everything else. As if my hands had also stopped being mine.

When I stepped into the living room, the window reflected my silhouette. A black figure, elegant, perverse. Like a character from a forbidden film.

And then the phone vibrated.

A photo.

Me, at the window, in profile, backlit.

“Stand up straight.
I want to see your tits.”

My body moved before the shame. I straightened up. Pushed out my chest. The fabric of the bodysuit stretched deliciously, my nipples pressing against the sheer lace.

Another vibration.

“Lower one strap. Slowly.
I want you to know you’re doing it for me.”

I did. Slowly. The air kissed my skin. Made me wet without touching me.

“Sit down.
Cross your legs like a well-behaved girl.”

I laughed. A low laugh. Dirty, complicit, as I sat in the chair facing the window, legs crossed, the garter just barely showing the beginning of my thighs.

The window was no longer a risk.

It was a stage.

“You’re a beautiful tranny, Valentina.
My showgirl.
My puppet with tits.”

And I replied with a photo of myself. Smiling.

Because fear had turned into something much sweeter.

Addiction.


Chapter 4 – The Week of the Submission

The morning after the show in front of the window, I woke up with an intoxicating mix of guilt, wetness, and… belonging. The bodysuit was still draped over the chair, still soaked in my scent—cheap perfume, lube, sweat, and surrender. My phone was on the nightstand, with a new message.

“Did you sleep well, little slut?
I loved your show. But we’re just getting started.”

That was the beginning of the longest, most humiliating week of my life.

On Monday, while I was checking emails at the office, another message arrived.

“I got your number from the neighbors’ WhatsApp group.
You’re easy to track.”

A screenshot from the group chat came with it. A message from “Dominic 3B,” with the same number that had been texting me. I froze. The neighbor I barely greeted in the elevator… he had seen me. He had filmed me. He had dressed me.

“My name is Dominic.
And this Saturday, I’m coming to your apartment.
I’ve waited long enough.
I want you to receive me the way a real man deserves.
Show some gratitude, slut.”

Dominic. He was no longer D. He was real. With a name, a face, a door at the end of the hall. He knew me better than anyone. He knew what I was, even if I couldn’t say it aloud myself.

Tuesday. He told me to buy candles. To shave properly. To loosen up the hole with dildos every night. To practice my smile in the mirror.

“You’re not a man. You never were.
You’re a plastic body waiting for hands to mold it.”

And I… obeyed.

My closet became an altar. I spent hours trying on clothes. The black bodysuit was already a symbol of him. But I wanted something special. I couldn’t decide between the white schoolgirl skirt, a tight red dress, or the sheer fuchsia lace set.

Every night, a session. I dressed up and sent him photos. He corrected.

“Show more ass.
That panty’s for little girls, not for fags.
I want Valentina, not a confused man.”

I masturbated to his voice notes. His deep, warm voice, like sweet poison.

“On Saturday I’m going to open you like what you are.
I’m going to make you mine.
You’ll cry from pleasure and fear.
And then you’ll beg me for more.”

Thursday he asked me to write my name on a piece of paper and tape it to the door.

“Valentina. Big and bold.
So the whole building knows who I’m going to fuck.”

My hands trembled as I did it. But I did it. A pink poster board. Letters in black marker. “VALENTINA.” Just like that. No last name. No mask.

And when I passed by the mirror… I no longer saw a disguise.

I saw a tranny.

And I saw happiness.

On Friday I barely slept. I sat in front of the mirror wearing my bra, nipples hard like tears. The plug inside me. Lips painted. Nails freshly done.

Dominic had sent his final message.

“Leave the door unlocked, doll.
I won’t ring the bell.
I want to enter like men do—
into what already belongs to them.”

I lay down naked. The sign was still on the door. My toys on the nightstand. The lube beside them. Everything ready.

Saturday, I would stop being a promise.
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Chapter 5 – The Threshold

Saturday dawned with a knot in my stomach, as if every cell in my body knew something was about to break… or be born. The house was spotless. Every surface gleamed. The bed was made with fresh sheets. White candles lit in the living room. The plug inside me since early morning, a warm whisper that wouldn’t let me forget who I was waiting for.

I spent hours in front of the mirror. Tried on three outfits before deciding.

In the end, I chose to dress like what he made me feel: a naughty girl. A delicate little slut who dresses up to surrender.

White thigh-high stockings, opaque, with a pink ribbon on each garter lifting from the suspender belt like a mischievous secret. The skirt was tiny, soft pleats in a pastel lilac that flared with the slightest movement, revealing glimpses of the fuchsia lace panties underneath.

The blouse was sheer white chiffon, no bra. My nipples poked through like tiny provocations. The collar buttoned up with a little bow—virginal and filthy all at once. I wore beige high heels, tall platform, making me walk like a well-trained bitch, careful with each step to avoid falling.

I painted my lips bubblegum pink. Black eyeliner. False lashes. Sweet perfume with a hint of vanilla.

I was ready.

No—I was desperate.

The hours crawled. I reread Dominic’s messages like sacred scripture.

“Leave the door unlocked.
I’ll come in when I want.
I’ll take you like a tranny who no longer has a choice.”

And yet… he didn’t come.

Until I heard footsteps.

I stood right beside the door, heart pounding in my throat. I fixed my hair. Pressed my thighs together. The lube I’d applied earlier began to drip lightly down my legs. I was soaked.

Footsteps.

Then, the sound of his low voice, speaking on the phone… just outside.

He passed my door. Was he going to leave? Was he punishing me?

My breathing quickened. The curtain was half drawn again. The pink poster with “VALENTINA” was still taped up.

And then…

The handle turned.

The door opened softly, without a sound. And he appeared.

Dominic.

Black shirt, fitted pants, neatly trimmed beard. Tall. With that air of a man who comes to fuck, not to beg.

He looked at me. In silence. The door still open. My legs trembling. I felt like anyone could see. A nosy neighbor. A kid coming down the stairs. And me, dressed like a schoolgirl tranny, standing there, about to be defiled.

I wanted to cover myself.

But I didn’t move.

He looked at me like a wolf facing a lamb. And smiled.

“You look divine, Valentina,” he murmured. His voice was deeper in person—dirtier, more real.
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Chapter 6 – The First Encounter

Dominic didn’t come in like a storm. He didn’t need to break anything. He was one of those men who took control just by being there. It was his presence, the certainty in his movements, the confidence of knowing I already belonged to him.

He took me by the waist firmly, feeling how I trembled under his touch. He guided me toward the living room, as if taking me for a stroll. Like I was a prize he had come to enjoy.

The sound of my heels echoed down the hallway, while the swish of the skirt against my stockings made a soft, almost obscene shhhk shhhk.

He sat me down on the couch and settled beside me, relaxed, as if it were his house. As if every inch of me was already his property.

His hand descended slowly to my thigh.

He felt it—the white stocking, tight, firm. His thumb moved gently, pressing down. I let out a soft moan, barely audible, but it gave me away completely.

“The stockings look even better on you than I imagined,” he whispered, eyes locked on mine. “And I’d already gotten a pretty good look.”

My gaze lifted, confused, aroused.

“How… did you see me?”

He smiled—that smile men have when they know they’ve won.

“One night, a few weeks ago. I was coming back from the gym. I passed the hallway and saw something… strange. You, in your living room. Heels. A terrible wig. Touching yourself like a desperate whore. I thought I was hallucinating.”

I instinctively closed my legs. His hand stayed there—unyielding.

“Don’t cover yourself, slut. I already know what you are. There’s nothing to hide.”

He leaned back into the couch, his leg touching mine.

“I asked a coworker for a telescopic camera. One of those for birdwatching. And every night I could, I’d watch you. At first you didn’t know. You’d dress up, dance, masturbate like a dirty little girl.”

My throat was dry. My panties were soaked.

“And when I saw you start doing it right in front of the window, I knew. You were begging to be discovered.”

“No…” I whispered, still trying to cling to some reflection of denial.

His hand slid up. He grabbed my thigh, above the stocking, and squeezed. Hard.

“Don’t lie to me, Valentina. You’re not a man. You never were.
You pretended. You played. But you failed.
You’re a little tranny girl who needs to be used.”

“I… I don’t know…”

“Does a man wear lace? Shave himself like a bitch in heat? Spread his legs for a stranger?”

I stayed silent. My eyes glassy.

“Do you want to keep pretending you have dignity, or are you going to bring me a beer?”

I stood up in silence. Went to the kitchen. Served the damn beer with trembling hands, every step feeling like another confession.

I came back. Knelt in front of him to hand it over.

He took it. Took a sip. And looked at me like he’d won.

“This is how you’ll always receive me. Stockings, skirt, makeup. I won’t warn you. When I want to come over, I will. And you’ll be ready for me.”

“And if… if I don’t want to?”

He laughed. A deep, dismissive, burning sound.

“Don’t want to? Valentina, if you didn’t want this…
you wouldn’t be dressed like this.
Men don’t act like you.
They don’t kneel to serve beer.
They don’t wear makeup.
You failed, slut. You failed as a man.
Now… let me touch what belongs to me.”

And his hand went down.

He kissed me. Feral. Hungry. He shoved his tongue into me like he meant to devour me from the inside. He caressed my thigh, my crotch, squeezed my soaked panties without mercy.

I moaned into the kisses, unable to hold the mask.

He grabbed me by the neck.

“No more excuses.
You’re already Valentina.
And this mouth, this ass… they’re mine now.”

I nodded.

And I smiled.

Because they were.


Chapter 7 – My Reward

His hand still rested on my thigh, warm, steady, as if it had always belonged there. Dominic didn’t need to say much for my body to surrender. It was enough to smell him, to hear his rough voice, to feel the barely-aggressive brush of his fingers against my white stockings—for me to melt.

“You dressed so pretty, Valentina,” he murmured, with that lopsided smile full of calm lust. “Like my obedient little faggot.”

That word… maricona. From someone else, it would have broken me. From his mouth, it melted me.

“I love you like this. All painted up. Nails sparkling. That soft little mouth. You’re the girl I always knew you were.”

I couldn’t stop trembling. Sitting beside him, legs crossed like a proper lady, I barely dared to glance at him from the corner of my eye. I felt like a living doll, waiting for its owner to play.

Dominic turned on the TV—some soccer match he wasn’t really watching. His attention was on me.

“You already know, little slut. This is your place. The couch. The stockings. The smile. Every time I come over, you’ll be like this.”

I nodded, pressing my lips together. Words wouldn’t come. But my body spoke for me.

I knelt slowly in front of him. My heels clicked softly on the floor. The little skirt lifted slightly, revealing the pink ribbons of the garters. My hair fell around my face, framing my submissive expression. And when my hands—with freshly painted pearly pink nails—rested on his thighs, Dominic let out a low sigh, satisfied.

“That’s it… just like that. You’re so well-trained. And now… I’m going to give you your reward.”

My trembling fingers reached for the zipper of his pants. I didn’t rush. I didn’t want to. I wanted him to feel how much I adored him. How badly I wanted to please him. When his eyes locked on mine, he didn’t need to say another word. I already knew.

“Show me how much of a little woman you really are, Valentina.”


Chapter 8 – After Swallowing

The silence that followed the moment was warm, almost tender, as if an invisible tension had finally been released. My cheeks burned—not with shame, but with something sweeter: satisfaction. The fulfillment of obedience. His scent still lingered on my lips. His taste remained in my throat. And there I was, still kneeling, legs folded beneath me, feeling that the world made more sense when I was right there—at his feet.

Dominic said nothing at first. He just watched me with that satisfied wolfish smile. He stroked my hair, a slow, almost paternal caress that made me close my eyes. Then he gently patted his thigh.

“Come up, faggot. Sit on my lap like the pretty little slut you are.”

I obeyed. Climbed up carefully, heels shifting my balance, the lilac skirt fluttering with every movement. I settled sideways across his lap, like a pampered bride, like a living doll. My stockings crinkled softly, and the exposed skin between garter and lace tingled with every pass of his fingers—unhurried, uninvited.

“This is how I like you, Valentina,” he murmured against my ear. “Surrendered. A good little cockslut. Pretty as a flower. A proper tranny, the way God intended.”

My lips trembled, but I didn’t speak. I just breathed, listening to the pulse in my neck, feeling the wetness between my legs. And then he began to talk, as if it were any other day.

“I closed a huge deal at the office today. New clients. Guaranteed money. And I was thinking about you, eh? About my little slut in white stockings. A sweet little thing like you deserves to be taken care of, right? I could buy you clothes… real makeup, not that cheap shit you wear now. Perfume. Lingerie. Even tits, if you want.”

He squeezed my thigh hard, his fingers leaving marks on my skin.

“But of course… you’ve got to keep behaving like this. Welcoming me like this. Dressed up. Willing.”

My painted nails clutched at his shirt, as if it were my only anchor. Something inside me wanted to resist. Or at least try to.

“I… I’m not a woman, Dominic. I’m a… a man.”

He laughed. Not a cruel laugh—no. It was a confident one. A hot laugh, full of pleasure at my confusion.

“A man? Val, come on.”

He grabbed my chin and forced me to look at him. His eyes burned.

“A man doesn’t dress like this. Doesn’t get on his knees and swallow cock like it’s candy. Doesn’t get wet from a compliment. Doesn’t tremble when he’s called faggot.”

His thumb brushed my lips, smearing the last of my smudged lipstick.

“You’re a cock-hungry, surrendered, beautiful tranny. You’re my little slut. And there’s nothing manly left in that body.”

He kissed me. Slowly. Deeply. There was no rush in him. He knew he already owned me.

While one hand trailed down my back, stopping on the curve of my ass barely covered by the lilac skirt, the other held my waist—like a man holding a treasured prize.

“The only question left, Val… is what I’ll ask of you next time.”

And I, resting against his chest, his obedient and lost little tranny, knew it was no longer about choosing.

Only about pleasing.


Chapter 9 – The Surrender

The television was still on, but neither of us was listening. The air was thick with something heavier than words, denser than silence. I remained on his lap, my makeup slightly smudged, my little skirt wrinkled, my pantyhose damp, and my heart pounding between my thighs.

Dominic caressed me slowly, like someone in no rush, savoring what was already his. His hand slid down my back, over my waist, until his fingers curled just beneath the hem—touching skin, lace, and the promise I owed him.

“Stand up,” he ordered softly, in a voice that didn’t ask but took.

I obeyed. My legs trembled. He rose—taller, surer, more of a man than I could bear. His gaze swept over me, from top to bottom: the translucent blouse clinging to my nipples, the white stockings stretched taut over my thighs, my lips still wet with his approval.

He took my hand.

And we walked to the bedroom together.

There was no light, only the faint flicker of a candle on the nightstand. The room smelled of jasmine, perfume, and something else… surrender. Dominic turned me to face him, gripped my waist, and kissed my neck slowly. His lips trailed lower as his hands explored my torso, molding me like clay.

“You’re perfect, Valentina. Just how I wanted you. My little crossdresser girl… ready for her first time.”

I said nothing. My voice had shrunk, become unnecessary. This wasn’t about choice anymore. I wasn’t resisting. I was surrendering.

He unbuttoned my blouse with deliberate ease, one button at a time, until it fell open like a flower. Hard nipples. He kissed them. One. Then the other.

Next was the skirt. He pushed the fabric up, not down. He wanted me like this—dressed, yet naked where it mattered. The soaked panties gave way with a single, gentle tug.

“Look at what you are,” he whispered, sliding a finger between my thighs. “A sweet, hot little slut—open and wanting.”

I moaned. Softly. Ashamed. Thrilled.

He made me lie down. On my back. Legs spread like a butterfly. Heels still on. Stockings untouched.
He undressed in front of me. Slowly. Fearlessly.
And when he leaned over my body… I understood.
That night, he wasn’t going to use me.
He was going to claim me.

There was no aggression. There was firmness. There was direction. There were whispers like sweet poison.
“Relax, love. This is your place. You’re a little woman… and I’m going to fill you like one.”

His body against mine. His hands guiding my hips. My voice breaking into sharper, higher whimpers.
I felt every thrust as a confirmation.
Every word as a tattoo on my soul.
Every breath as a “You’re not a man, and you never were.”

When he turned me over and took me from behind, my stockings ripped. My skirt danced over my hips. He grabbed my hair. Whispered what I already knew:
“Look at you… crying from pleasure. You’re a complete sissy, Valentina. My sissy. And you always will be.”

And when he finished—with a rough groan, his body pressed into mine—I cried.
Not from pain.
But because, finally… I had been born.


Chapter 10 – The Next Morning

Soft light streamed through the window, filtered by the half-drawn curtains. Everything had an amber tint—warm, almost dreamlike. I woke up tangled in disheveled sheets, still wearing my unbuttoned blouse, one stocking slipped down, my lips dull but my skin still marked by the caresses of the night before. The room smelled like him. Like man. Like sex. Like ownership.

Dominic was already awake. Standing at the edge of the bed, a towel slung low on his hips, a coffee cup in hand, and that mocking smile now tattooed in my memory.

“Good morning, Val,” he murmured. “You slept like a happy little slut, didn’t you?”

My voice refused to come out. I only nodded, my body still warm with pleasure and vulnerability.

“Come on, up,” he said, setting the coffee down. “Time to shower. I want you clean, perfumed, all put together. You should look like what you are—my pretty, obedient crossdresser.”

I got up silently, my body still trembling. As I walked, I felt the soreness between my legs, tender, as if his shadow were still inside me. Every step was a reminder: I wasn’t the same anymore.

In the shower, the water ran over me gently. I shaved my legs again, washed myself with berry-scented gel, dried off carefully. When I stepped out, Dominic was waiting for me with clothes laid out on the bed.

A short cotton dress, pale pink, with puffed sleeves and a round neckline. Good girl clothes. White panties with a little bow. Knee-high stockings. And a new lipstick.

“Get dressed,” he ordered. “I want you to make me breakfast—nice and flirty.”

I obeyed. In front of the mirror, putting on makeup became an act of submission. Every stroke on my face took me further from the "man" I used to be. The mascara. The blush. The lip gloss. When I finished, there wasn’t a trace of doubt left in the reflection.

I went downstairs to the kitchen and moved between pans and cups, my little skirt swaying with each step, my stockings tightening over my thighs—while Dominic sat watching me.

“Look at you. You’re a gorgeous crossdresser, Valentina. Your panties peek out when you bend over. Your stockings make me hungry. And you know the best part?”

“W-what…?”

“That you’re not even a woman. You’re a little sissy trying to play at being a man. And that turns me on even more. Your fake masculinity, your doubts… that tremor in your voice when you say ‘I don’t know.’ All of it is crumbling. And I can see it.”

I turned around, toast in one hand, the other adjusting the dress.
“I don’t know if I can…”
“Shut up,” she interrupted calmly. “You don’t have to ‘can.’ You just have to keep going. And you’re doing perfect.”

We ate breakfast in silence, but every bite felt like an order obeyed.

When she got ready to leave, she set her cup in the sink and gripped my chin again, just like last night.
“I’m leaving for work for a couple of days. When I come back, I want you to greet me done up like a doll.”
I swallowed hard, my lips trembling.
“But… how am I supposed to…?”
“My cousin Lenore owns a salon. I already gave her your name. You have an appointment. She’ll make you gorgeous. Nails, hair, waxing. Everything. Like a good girl.”
“But I—”
“No ‘buts.’ You’re full of doubts, and I love it. Watching your masculinity break is better than any porn.”

She leaned in. Kissed me slowly. Slid a hand under my skirt, barely grazing.
“And when I come back, Valentina… you’ll show me just how much you need me to keep turning you into this.”

Then she left.
Leaving her perfume in the air.
And me—crossdressed, made up, wet…
…waiting for someone to finish breaking what little was left of that “man.”
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Chapter 11 – Days of Waiting, Nights of Video Calls

The days without Dominic were sweet torment. Like a lace cord tied around my neck—not tight enough to choke, but enough to remind me who I belonged to. Every corner of the apartment still smelled of him: his cologne, his skin, his desire soaked into the sheets, the armchair, the crumpled blouse he’d let fall beside the bed.

I tried to pretend things were normal. To walk as I always had. To talk as I always did. To reply to messages like nothing had changed. But all it took was a glance in the mirror for the lie to crack. My skin still tender where he’d touched me. The panties marking my surrender. And beneath it all… a hunger growing with every hour.

And then, at night, the phone would ring.

Incoming video call: Dominic.

Always late. Always without warning.

I knew what he wanted.

A satin nightgown, pink, with lace trim at the chest.
White panties with a little bow in front—and nothing else.

The camera turned on, Dominic’s voice cutting through the silence of my room.

“Show me, Valentina. Stand up. Let me see you walk like a good girl. That’s it. Slower.
Are those panties clean? Lie to me. Come closer. Smile. Ah, my greedy little crossdresser… so pretty…”

I obeyed. Without protest. Without hiding the blush on my cheeks or the wetness between my legs.

He’d make me stay for hours, the phone aimed at my thighs, my painted lips, while he told me about his day—meetings, clients… and how badly he wanted to shove himself down my throat again.

Every word split me open. Even without touching myself, I’d end up soaked.

“Look at yourself in the mirror when we hang up,” he’d say at the end of every call. “And remember—what you see isn’t a man anymore. You’re a half-finished girl. And soon… you’ll be complete.”

Thursday arrived like a wave of vertigo. I wasn’t ready. My legs shook. My heart threatened to leap from my mouth. A salon? Letting strangers see me like this?

I thought about saying no.

Then my phone vibrated.

A gallery of photos. The photos.

Me, in lingerie, on my knees. The video by the window. Proof of everything I’d already surrendered.

And his message:

“Don’t make me remind you who you are.
You’re going to that salon. You’ll let them fix you up.
And when I return, I want you beautiful.”

I didn’t hesitate anymore.

I called work. With a shaky voice, I asked for the day off. Invented some absurd excuse, stammering. They approved it. I hung up.

And then I stood silent in front of the mirror, still barefaced, with the appointment glaring from my phone: Lenore – Reborn Salon – 5:00 PM.

I was a mess of nerves, perfume, and stockings. I wasn’t ready.

But I didn’t want to resist anymore.

He was molding me. Step by step.

And I could no longer imagine myself without his hands.


Chapter 12 – The Salon

Reborn Beauty Salon was on a quiet downtown street, nestled between a health food store and a café with a French name. A white awning with minimalist gold lettering hung above the glass door: Reborn – Total Beauty. Discreet. Almost secret. As if it knew many of its clients didn’t want to be seen… or, like me, weren’t ready to be recognized.

I got off the bus three blocks early. Walked fast, head down. I wore baggy jeans, a hooded jacket, dark sunglasses, and a cap. Anonymous. Hidden. Ridiculous.

But inside, the moment I stepped through the door, the salon’s scent hit me like an embrace—lavender, essential oils, a faint trace of incense.

And there she was.

Lenore.

Blonde, mid-thirties, flawless skin, a smile that mixed tenderness with mischief. She recognized me instantly, as if my disguise were useless.

"Hello, sweetheart," she said softly, her voice like a conspiratorial aunt’s. "You must be Valentina, right?"

I felt my soul leap out of me.

I nodded.

She didn’t say another word. Just took my hand like it was the most natural thing.

"You’re going to be fine. Today’s going to be long… but you’ll leave different. And beautiful."

She led me down a carpeted hallway lined with pastel-toned paintings of feminine figures. Everything was deliberately warm. She guided me to a private room—a treatment table, towels, large mirrors… and a small rack with a black bikini hanging from it.

"Take everything off and put this on, love. I need to work properly on your skin."

"Is… this necessary?"

"Absolutely," she smiled. "We’re going to pamper you the way you deserve."

She left. I undressed reluctantly, each fallen garment feeling like a confession. I put on the bikini. The bottom barely covered anything. The top squeezed my hormone-grown breasts. I stared at the mirror. Didn’t recognize myself. Got turned on. Got scared.

Lenore returned and didn’t give a single hint of judgment.

"Perfect," she said simply.

And then the process began.

Full-body waxing.

Feet. Legs. Buttocks. Abdomen. Chest. Arms. Armpits. Neck. Even between my eyebrows.

Lenore spoke softly, telling me gentle stories to distract me. She used warm wax, scented like vanilla. Her touch was respectful but natural, as if she knew this body was meant to be beautified. She soothed me with every word, every instruction, every glance.

"You’ll see how different your skin feels. You’re going to glow, Val."

Next came lymphatic drainage. A machine that vibrated over my thighs, my abdomen. It squeezed, suctioned, made me feel invaded—yet strangely relieved.

"This is to reduce swelling, contour you… help you let go of what doesn’t belong anymore."

I didn’t understand any of it. My body trembled. But Lenore’s confidence steadied me.

"Trust me, sweetheart. Dominic knows what he wants for you. And so do I."

Then, carboxytherapy. Tiny injections with ultrafine needles in targeted areas.

She explained it was to improve circulation, firmness. I just clenched my teeth.

Afterward, manual lymphatic drainage, with oils, slow and warm motions.

Lenore massaged me with expert hands, pressing places I didn’t even know ached, making me close my eyes and surrender.

Hours later, when they left me alone to change, I sat on the treatment table. My whole body tingled. My skin smooth, sensitive, sweet-smelling. I felt… different.

Lighter.

Softer.

Almost as if someone had yanked off the last remaining layer of "man" clinging to me.

I dressed in silence. Every brush of fabric against my new skin made me sigh. I put on the cap and glasses again. But now, I felt disguised as something else.

The woman was still a promise.

But the man… was gone.

And this was only the beginning.


Chapter 13 – Embellished

I was floating when Lenore returned to the room with a smile that seemed to know everything.

"Alright, Val. Your body is ready. Now, we’re going to make you shine. Today… you’ll see yourself like never before."

I stayed silent, barely wrapped in a white robe. My skin still pulsed, smooth as porcelain, pores sealed, the floral scent of oils clinging to me like a permanent whisper.

She guided me to another room. Smaller. More intimate. A giant mirror in front of a swivel chair, round lights framing it like a star’s dressing room.

I wasn’t ready for what came next.

But Lenore didn’t ask.

First, the masks.

A green one, with botanical extracts, to tighten my pores.

Another of liquid gold, to give me "glow like a high-class slut"—her words, laughing softly.

As she applied them with a gentle brush, she spoke slowly:

"Your face already has what it needs. We just have to polish it, like a crossdresser’s diamond."

Next, my feet were wrapped in warm salts and oils. A pedicure. Files, removers, polish. She chose a pearlescent shade with a floral design on the big toe.

"No one should look at your feet and not see a pampered little woman."

My hands became the next canvas. Filed, exfoliated, cuticles pushed back. Long, almond-shaped nails, glossy pink with white accents.

When I finally saw them… I didn’t recognize myself.

These weren’t a man’s nails.

They weren’t "normal" nails.

They were feminine, crossdresser claws—deliciously unnecessary. The kind you see in videos where they call them "obedient little sluts."

Lenore took my hands tenderly.

"No more excuses, Val. Your hands can’t deny what you are now."

And then came the pivotal moment.

The wig.

Not just any wig.

A professional-grade one—dark chestnut brown with mahogany highlights, long, wavy, with the volume of a TV star.

"We’re going to secure it properly," she said. "So you can’t take it off. So you can’t forget what you are."

She used special adhesive, working with tweezers and a comb. The hair fused with my skin, cascading in waves down to my chest. Every time I moved, it brushed my shoulders like a caress.

And then… the makeup.

Flawless foundation that melted into my skin. Contouring. Highlighters. Cat-eye liner. Fake lashes to die for. Satin red lipstick. Soft blush. A touch of gloss for shine.

When she spun the chair toward the mirror… I shattered inside.

It wasn’t me.

It was a crossdresser’s fantasy doll.

A desire made flesh.

A pretty little thing dressed up like a high-class harlot.

"One last thing," she said, handing me a black box with a satin ribbon. "Dominic chose this for you."

Hands trembling, I opened it.

Black lingerie, sheer and delicate. See-through lace, a garter belt with gold accents. A thong that barely covered anything. A lightweight miniskirt that swayed with every turn. A white blouse, tight against my body, hugging my hormone-swollen breasts.

Shimmering stockings that made my legs look like hot porcelain sculptures.

And the boots.

Black. Leather. Knee-high. Stiletto heels.

I dressed. One piece at a time. Each layer was a silent orgasm, a surrender.

Lenore adjusted my skirt, stroked my hair.

"I barely recognize you," she whispered. "And that’s perfect."

I stood before the mirror.

And wept.

Because she—the woman in the reflection—stared back at me with desire, mischief, power…

And me, the one inside, could no longer pretend I didn’t love it.

No more disguises.

Just truth.

And expensive crossdresser boots.
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Chapter 14 – Point of No Return

The silence in the private room grew heavier than everything Lenore had done to me that afternoon. I remained frozen before the mirror—trembling hands on my hips, lips glistening deep red, lashes heavy, sky-high boots rooted to the floor like a delicious sentence. My reflection didn’t stare back with doubt.

She looked at me with hunger. With fire.

Me? I couldn’t breathe.

"This… this can’t be real," I whispered, barely audible. "Tell me it’s temporary, Lenore. I have to go back to work in three days… I can’t go like this. Not like this."

Lenore laughed, a sweetly venomous sound. She approached me like an older sister who knew the damage was already done.

"Oh, my little Val…" She took my chin in her hand, tilting my face side to side, inspecting her masterpiece. "Some effects fade fast… others don’t."

"They won’t recognize you right away. But you won’t be able to hide completely, either."

She reached into a golden tray beside her and pulled out a small vial. Opened it calmly, dipped a fine brush into a clear gel.

"Open up, sweetheart," she ordered. "Ginger lip plumper. Spicy. Makes them swell. Juicy… greedy, let’s say."

"Will it hurt?"

"A little. Worth it."

She applied it with surgical precision. Within seconds, a slow, building burn spread through my lips—swelling them from within, making them pulse. My legs parted instinctively, a pure reflex. My lips… my lips had grown fuller, redder, impossible to resist.

"Don’t worry," Lenore said. "It lasts about 72 hours. Perfect for greeting your man. Right?"

I only whimpered. Not from pleasure, not from pain. From shock.

She stood, brushed her hands off, satisfied as an artist signing her work.

"I adored you, sis. You’re divine. Dominic’s going to lose his mind. But I’ve got other appointments."

"I… I can’t go out like this, Lenore. Please. The people outside"

She let out another laugh, opened a sleek black purse, and placed it in my trembling hands.

"Your money, cards, ID—everything you need is in there."

"And my clothes?"

"Gone. All of them. Dominic’s orders. He said if you go home, you’ll go as a proper woman—not some frustrated man playing dress-up."

"I… I can’t walk out like this," I repeated, panic rising, my breath turning shallow.

But Lenore was already gripping my arm with velvet steel.

"Val, you already left. You just didn’t realize it. Now walk."

She guided me to the salon’s entrance. The white awning. The street still warm with afternoon sun.

The wind flirted with my miniskirt, the cold air teasing my thighs. My boots clicked like a verdict with every step. Men stared—some biting their lips, others laughing. A woman scanned me head to toe. I trembled.

Then my phone buzzed.

A message from Dominic:
"That swollen little mouth must look precious.
I’m seeing you tonight.
Leave the door unlocked.
I want my sissy ready.
Don’t hide."

It was 5 PM.
I hadn’t eaten.
I had no spare clothes.
And the entire city gawked at me like some dive-bar tranny lost in broad daylight.

Yet… I kept walking.

My stockings shimmered. My nails dug into the purse. My lips burned like fire.

Because I wasn’t a lost man anymore.

I was a living doll.

And that night... Dominic would take me apart completely.


Chapter 15 – The Way Back

The boots clicked sharply against the sidewalk, each step a declaration impossible to hide. The sun was beginning to set, and the city draped itself in that golden light that makes everything sharper… more visible. I couldn’t hide, no matter how much the skirt barely covered the tops of my shiny stockings, no matter how low I kept my gaze or how hard I tried to walk "normally."

I was dressed like a crossdresser’s catalog doll:
A miniskirt that rode up with every breeze, a tight white blouse, red lips, feathery lashes… and boots that screamed without words: I belong to someone who wants me this slutty.

My stomach growled. My whole body throbbed with anxiety. Passing a small plaza, I spotted a fast-food stand. Burgers, fries, soda. A relief. A tiny breather.

I approached the counter, feeling the stares of two teenagers shoving each other, whispering. The guy at the stand served me without a word. But he kept watching my lips as I spoke.
"Double combo with large fries?"
I nodded.

I swiped the card. It was mine. My name. My account. But not my face.

The machine beeped. "Error – Identity verification required."
"Sorry," said the guy, frowning. "This is a man’s name."

My heart stopped.

"It’s… my brother’s," I stammered, voice shaky.
"Got another payment?"
"No… no. Just this."

He looked at me. And for a second, I knew he understood everything. He said nothing. Just shrugged, handed back the card, and left the food there, inches from my hunger. I walked away fast, face burning, legs stiff, tears threatening.

I tried to hail a cab on an app. But my account still had my "before" name. My details. And me—
I was someone else now.

I didn’t dare risk it.

I had to walk. Five blocks to the taxi stand. Not many. But long. Too long when you’re a crossdresser dolled up like a catalog mannequin under the world’s gaze.

Cars honked. A group of men on the corner whistled. An old man called me “mamacita” like he knew me. I just kept moving. Step by step. The boots creaked. The skirt fluttered. My lips burned. My legs ached.

At the taxi stand, the driver eyed me shamelessly. His gaze went straight to my stockings.

I slid into the backseat. Crossed my legs like a lady. He kept staring through the rearview mirror.

“What party are you dressed up for?” he asked, no shame.
“None,” I whispered.
He smirked.
“Pity.”

The ride to my building felt endless.

I stepped out fast. The building loomed like a trap. Every window might hide a neighbor. Every stair, a judgment. I hurried down the hall, eyes on the floor, praying not to meet anyone.

Then—the voice.

“Excuse me…?”

I turned. My neighbor from 4C. Brunette, mid-thirties, always friendly. She squinted, not recognizing me.

“Do you live here?”

I swallowed.
Nodded. Barely.

She blinked. An awkward pause.
“Are you… a friend of…?”

I didn’t answer.

I jammed the key in and slammed the door behind me. Pressed my back against it, whole body shaking.

My eyes burned.
So did my heart.

I collapsed onto the couch. The wig flawless. The nails pristine. Lipstick untouched. And yet—inside, I was a storm.

I’d lost my clothes. My name. My face.

And no one could save me from what came next.

Because my phone buzzed.

Dominic:
“Be there at nine.
Leave the door open, bitch.
I better see you ready.
And that makeup better be worth my time.”

It was six.

And the night—had only just begun.


Chapter 16 – Hello, My Love

The wineglass sat half-full between my delicately decorated fingers, long nails tapping softly against the crystal. A sweet, heavy red—the kind that smelled like what I imagined kept promises tasted like. I swirled it slowly, elegantly, my lips plumped and still flawless, untouched.

No smudges.

Lenore had said "long-lasting lipstick."
She wasn’t lying.

I brought the glass to my lips again, grazing it lightly, savoring the contrast between exaggerated femininity and the wine’s bittersweet bite. I turned toward the hallway’s full-length mirror, my whole body humming under the tight white blouse. The miniskirt floated with the slightest shift. My stockings gleamed as if my legs were wrapped in light.

I couldn’t help it.

I grabbed my phone. Selfie.
One. Two. Video.
A spin, pouted lips, a languid gaze.
A shy smile.
Then a darker one.

I felt like a girl catching sight of herself for the first time.
And she liked what she saw.

Click.
The sound of the doorknob turning.

Clack.
The door opening on its own.

I froze.

It was him.
Dominic.

He walked in with the ease of someone who already owns the ground beneath him. Dark jeans, a fitted black shirt, a jacket slung over one shoulder. His eyes found me instantly, and when they did… he smiled like a satisfied predator.

I stood without thinking, the glass still in my hand. The skirt rode up just a hair, my heels wobbling.

"Hi…" I whispered, soft, feminine, sweet.

He closed the door behind him and drank me in with his eyes.
"Look at you," he said, as if he’d just walked into a gallery and found his favorite masterpiece on display. "My cousin worked miracles. I can’t believe how beautiful you are, slut. You’re someone else now."

He stepped closer. His hands seized my waist—firm, grounding, like he was proving this was real. His other hand went straight to my cheek, rough fingers tracing my skin, inhaling me as if confirming I wasn’t just another doll.

"Hello, my love," he murmured. "Did you miss me?"

I nodded, eyes wide and glistening, melting into his arms.
"Yes… yes, so much… I missed you so much…"

His kiss fell like warm rain. Not punishment. Gentle possession. He parted my lips without asking, his tongue pushing in as if to hollow me out. And I… surrendered. Clung to his neck, his shoulders, his mouth. I was his. Entirely his.

"You talk so sweet now… all feminine, all mine," he growled against my mouth. "My pretty sissy’s improved so much. I’m so proud of you, Valentina."

He led me to the living room without letting go, and we sank into the couch. Me, as always, straddling him, skirt hiked up, my stockings rubbing against his rough jeans.
His hands on my thighs.
His lips on my neck.
My perfume rising like incense.

"Your feminization’s going perfectly. But we’re not done. This is just the beginning. You’re my beautiful crossdresser… and I’m going to make you my obsession."

All I could do was whimper softly between kisses, between touches.
He called me "her," "baby," "Valentina" without hesitation.
No other identity existed now.

"Ready for tonight?" he asked, nipping my earlobe.
"Yes… yes, Dominic… I’m ready… for you."
"Good," he whispered. “Because tonight would be a night of passion. And this time, he wouldn’t leave a single part of me untouched.”


Chapter 17 – My Total Surrender

Dominic didn’t need to say it. His gaze screamed it.

He took me by the waist as if my body were a fragile piece of fine porcelain… but his. Lifted me effortlessly from the couch, and I—perched in his arms, skirt riding up, stockings glinting, heart wild—could only bury my face in his neck, feeling the heat of his skin against my freshly plumped lips.

He walked slowly down the hallway to my bedroom, like a man carrying a prize, a gift, a fulfilled whim. His breathing was steady. Mine… didn’t exist.

The room smelled of blown-out candles, cheap perfume, and something new…
Me.
The new me.
Valentina.

He laid me on the bed gently, but with a firmness that said you can’t run now. And I didn’t want to.

The comforter caressed my bare back. The blouse barely covered my falsies—softer now, rounder, accentuated by the contouring Lenore had perfected. My legs fell open reflexively, the skirt gathering to reveal black lace, the taut garter belt, the gleam of my perfectly fitted stockings.

“Look at you…” Dominic murmured, eyes blazing. “You’re mine. Completely mine. You’re my woman, Valentina. My gorgeous crossdresser. My luxury sissy.”

And that word—sissy—that once would’ve wounded me… now drenched me.

I smiled. With pillowy lips, rosy cheeks, the soft voice that no longer had to fake depth.
“I’m yours… I’m your woman… I’m your sissy…”

My body pulsed differently now. Not just from arousal. Something had changed. Since leaving the salon, my movements were fluid, smoother. Every step, every gesture, every expression was other. Lenore had left her mark. My cheekbones sharper, waist more defined, skin taut. And my lips… burned, swollen, ready to kiss or be used.

Dominic leaned over me, kissed me slowly, one hand sliding up my thigh to the garter. He tugged the strap lightly with his fingers, making the lace stretch and vibrate.

"They made you perfect. Your skin... your scent... those long nails, those little painted hands... You're not a man, Val. You're a crossdresser's masterpiece. And it's time you enjoyed yourself as one."

His mouth trailed down my neck. My legs parted wider. Every kiss was a confirmation. Every caress a sentence. I wasn't trembling from fear anymore—I trembled with surrender.

My fingers clawed at his back, scraped the fabric of his shirt, marked territory.
"I love you, Dominic..." I gasped, without thought, without shame.
"I know, my sweet faggot..." he whispered into my ear. "And that's why tonight... you'll come like the woman you already are."

When he took me, it wasn't like the first time.
No shame.
No resistance.
I was his.
Completely.

With the sensitive skin of a freshly bloomed flower.
With a mouth made for begging.
With a body designed for the pleasure only he could give me.

Every thrust tore sharp sighs from me, guilty pleasure moans. I felt my stockings rasp against his jeans, my heels tangling in the sheets, the wig glue holding me perfect even as my world dissolved.

Between gasps, sweet tears, and soul-shaking orgasms—
I knew.

I wasn't a boy playing at being Valentina anymore.
I was Valentina.
Dominic's crossdresser.
His faggot.
His woman.

And I would never—never—want to go back.


Chapter 18 – Put on Display

The next morning wasn’t a hangover. It was a consecration.

I woke up wrapped in his warmth, my body marked by caresses, my insides still tender from the night that broke me only to remake me. Dominic slept peacefully, his arm firmly around my waist, his scent lingering on my neck. I slipped out of bed without waking him, wrapped in a satin robe, my wig still intact, the adhesive as unyielding as my submission.

In front of the mirror, I began the ritual.

I carefully wiped away the remnants of makeup, dabbed on some rosewater, and started working on my face. Foundation. Blush. Precise eyeliner. Lashes. And a new gloss that Dominic had left on the dresser.

The wig stayed flawless after brushing. My nails still shone, impeccable. I felt… ready. Not to hide. But to belong to him.

We had breakfast together. He ate like a calm, satisfied man, while I sat with my legs crossed in a short robe that barely covered my thighs, my lips painted and my heart in a constant flutter.

“We’re going out today, sweetheart,” he said with a smile.

“Out… like this? Dominic, are you crazy?”

“No. I’m proud. And I want to show you off. We’re going to the plaza, grabbing something delicious, and then I’m buying you a few things you deserve.”

“But…! People…!”

“Valentina. It’s not optional. You did your makeup, dressed like a queen… Now you’ll step out as the beautiful crossdresser you are.”

He made me pick the outfit. A red pleated miniskirt, a black blouse with a plunging neckline, smoky stockings, knee-high boots—his favorites. I felt indecent, gorgeous, terrified. Dominic, meanwhile, was casual, relaxed, his arm ready to parade me around like a trophy.

The moment we stepped out of the building—the trap.

Caroline, my neighbor from 4C, and her husband, Paolo.

We ran into them right on the sidewalk.

“Dominic!” she said, smiling, surprised. “So good to see you!”

He greeted her with that effortless charm that always disarmed me.
"Caroline, everything good? This is… Valentina."

I lowered my gaze. Almost stepped back. But he took hold of my waist. Pulled me into his side. My perfume mixed with his. And there I stood—exposed.

Caroline studied me for a second. Furrowed her brow. And then… smirked, sly.
"Ahhh… you’re the new neighbor, right?"
"I… yes…" I whispered, barely audible.
"What a goddess," she said, eyeing my boots. "You have to tell me where you got those. And that eyeliner… fabulous. We should meet up—you can teach me your makeup tricks, okay?"

Paolo said nothing. Just nodded, his gaze fixed on my legs.

I nearly fainted.

But Dominic held me tighter.
"Come on, princess. You’ve got a lot of pretty things to try on today."

In the car, his hand slid over my thighs like they were part of the seat.
He touched me without shame, his thumb tracing slow circles over the sheer stocking.
"You’re gorgeous, Val. And today, everyone’s going to see it. Because you’re not just mine… you belong to anyone who admires you. And this pretty little crossdresser deserves to be admired."

I blushed, parted my legs just slightly. The fabric whispered. The stockings gleamed under the sunlight.

And me?

I didn’t want to hide anymore.


Chapter 19 – The Lingerie Doll

Dominic didn’t take me to the mall. No. He took me somewhere more intimate, more exclusive, more wickedly perfect for putting me on display: a hidden boutique tucked into a narrow passageway, its windows adorned with mannequins in French corsetry, the lighting so soft it seemed to invite quiet sin.

"Here’s where we’ll pick something that says exactly what you are," he whispered, his hand stroking my waist as he pushed open the glass door.

Inside, the music was slow. The air sweet with vanilla. An elegant woman with platinum-white hair greeted us with a professional smile—but when her eyes landed on me, something flickered in them: that familiar mix of judgment, fascination, and desire.

"Are we looking for something special… for her?" she asked.

"Yes," Dominic answered smoothly. "My doll needs to look even more delicious."

I couldn’t help but smile, coy, lowering my gaze. Lingerie hung like forbidden fruit—corsets, string thongs, sheer bodysuits, delicate lace. Dominic made his picks. All black, red, deep wine. With lace trim, sheer panels, and pure audacity.

"Go on, try them on, sweetheart," he murmured in my ear, guiding me toward the fitting rooms. "I want to see how every seam hugs you."

And so I did. One by one. Trembling hands fastened clasps, long nails adjusting straps, my wig perfectly styled, makeup untouched. When I looked in the mirror, I no longer saw a game, a lark. I saw my purpose—to tempt him, provoke him, please him.

Then he handed me one last item, wrapped in tissue: a dress.

Elegant. Sleek. Black, fluid fabric, backless, falling just above the knee—just enough to leave my stockings and boots teetering on the edge of indecency.

"You’re walking out of here in this," he ordered, with that mocking smile that made me melt. "You’re my gorgeous little crossdresser, and I want everyone to know it."

I didn’t protest.

I put it on.

And when I stepped out of the fitting room, I felt the entire store turn toward me.

Because I wasn’t walking like a man.

I walked like what I was:
His perfected crossdresser.

We had lunch on a terrace. He ordered wine. I chose something light—not for my figure, but for my nerves. Dominic spoke to me in a low voice, every word a humiliating caress.

"You look divine. You have no idea how hot it is seeing you in that dress. Like a doll from a catalog. A high-class crossdresser. My favorite."

His hand traced my thigh beneath the table, fingers teasing the hem of my dress as if he might lift it any second. He made me take small sips of wine, watching my lips.

"Do you understand what you are, Valentina?"

I nodded, intoxicated—by him, by the sunlight, by the seduction.

"My little crossdresser girl. And this afternoon… I’m going to remind you why."

Back at the apartment, he opened the door with a smirk. Took my hand. My manicured nails clicked against his fingers. My boots echoed on the floor. And his gaze stripped me bare before we even reached the bedroom.

"Come," he whispered.

He led me firmly to the bed.

The room smelled of us. Of nights past. Of desire soaked into the walls. He turned me, pressed me gently onto the covers. My skirt rode up without resistance. The stockings gleamed. The lace strained.

"Look at you…" he murmured, undressing me slowly. "Perfect. And this time, I’m going to make love to you like the little woman you’ve become."

It wasn’t brutal.

It was intimate.
Firm.
Sweet.
Absolute.

Every movement was a declaration.
Every kiss, a final blow to who I’d been.
Every thrust, a seal.

Mine.

And as he took me, as his whispers filled me, as his fingers left marks on my skin—all I could think was:

There was no way out now.

Not that I wanted one.

Because being his crossdresser, his woman, his Valentina…
Was the best thing that had ever happened to me.


Chapter 20 – The Queen’s Farewell

That Sunday had no schedule. It was a day that dissolved between sheets, kisses, lukewarm wine by mid-afternoon, and his voice telling me over and over what I was: his little woman.

We woke up late, wrapped in warmth, my body still full of him, the stockings crumpled at the edge of the bed, the blouse unbuttoned, and the dress tossed aside like a defeated trophy. I crawled onto his chest and curled up as what I already was: a happy, surrendered, devoted bride.

“Today too…?” I asked softly, my voice like a whimper.

“Today more than ever,” Dominic whispered, running his hand through my hair. “Today is your farewell. Tomorrow, the world comes back… but today, Valentina, you’re mine alone.”

We spent the morning in bed.
We ate little. We drank a lot.

He made me wear every outfit he’d bought me. One by one.
He undressed me between laughs. Dressed me and undressed me like a doll.
At dusk, he sat me on the armchair, legs spread, boots still on.
He made me moan his name with tears in my eyes.

When night fell, he washed me with his hands in the shower. Soaped me like something precious. Left the wig on. Kissed my still-smudged lips. And told me:

“Tomorrow, you’ll suffer. But it’s part of the journey. Because this isn’t a game. I’m feminizing you, Valentina. And now… you can’t escape.”

Monday.
The alarm clock was crueler than ever.

I couldn’t move. My body ached. I ached from his absence. I ached from reality.

I tried to take off the wig. It clung as if it were part of my scalp. The gel had done its work. Pulling burned. And yet, it still looked perfect.

I had to improvise with a large scarf, tucking it into a discreet hairstyle.
I half-erased the makeup. But my pores were sealed, my skin tight, my face… changed.

At the office, everyone stared. Something didn’t add up. They didn’t know what…
But something in me no longer fit in that world.

The Effects of the Lymphatic Drainage

I could feel it—my abdomen flatter, my arms softer, my legs smooth, feminized. My shirts brushed against me differently.
I wasn’t the same anymore.
I couldn’t be.

Wednesday afternoon, I went to Lenore’s. She greeted me with a quiet laugh and a knowing look.
“Back to work, sis?”
“Yes… and I need these nails gone.”
“What a shame,” she said, filing them with practiced ease. “They suited you so well.”

The process was slow but thorough. She removed the gel, shortened the nails, left my hands “presentable.” Yet the gesture remained. These were no longer a man’s hands. They were elegant. Soft. Obedient.
“Don’t worry, Val,” she said finally. “This is just a pause. You won’t stop. None of us do.”

And she was right.
Because that week, Dominic never stopped texting.
Messages every day.

“Behaving yourself, little sissy?
I bet you’re wearing those stockings under your boring clothes.
Soon, I’ll dress you the way you deserve.
You dream of me when you touch that skin—skin that isn’t yours anymore, don’t you?”

I replied in feminine form.
Sent him timid selfies from the office bathroom.
Told him how hard it was to look in the mirror and not smile like her.

And every message from him was an invisible rope, pulling me deeper.
Further from the man I’d once been.

Because one thing was clear:
There was no going back now.
And I didn’t want to stop it.


Chapter 21 – Gifts, Bed… and the Spiral

A week. An eternity.

That’s how the days without Dominic felt. The nights stretched long, his messages burned on the screen, and I… every time I looked in the mirror, the "mask" no longer felt like one. It was the truth. The rest—my dull work clothes, my forced voice, my tense posture—was the lie.

And then, as if I’d summoned him… he arrived.

A Thursday night, unannounced.

The key turned. The door opened. And his shadow stepped inside like a withheld orgasm.

I stood there in a robe, makeup wiped off, my hair tied up haphazardly. But the moment I saw him, I trembled again. Became once more that little woman in shimmering stockings, melting in his bed.

“Hello, my Valentina,” he said, closing the door behind him. “I missed you.”

His hands seized my waist. His kiss claimed me—possessive, promising. I melted without resistance.

“I brought gifts,” he whispered in my ear. “But you’ll have to earn them.”

He led me to the bed without hurry. Undressed me with expert hands, stripping away modesty along with each garment. His voice was rough as his body reclaimed mine.

“You’re softer now. More surrendered. Your body doesn’t even remember how it used to be, does it?”

All I could do was whimper, beg, cling to his shoulders.

“I’m yours… I’m your woman…”

“No, Valentina. You’re my sissy. And you know it.”

That night, he didn’t take me like before. He made love to me like an obedient crossdressing wife, a well-trained bitch who knew how to spread, moan, and thank him for every kiss.

Afterward, in bed, wrapped in his arms, he gave me the gifts.

A new perfume—sweet, intoxicating.
A set of ice-blue lingerie, with delicate straps and sheer panels.
A pendant with a tiny, gleaming V—to wear around my neck… or lower.

“Everything fits you perfectly. Every day, you become more mine.” Then he kissed my forehead and said, “On Monday, you’re seeing Lenore again.”

I held still.
"Why...?"

"New diet. I want that belly gone. Your waist defined. And you’re starting permanent hair removal."

"But work...?"
"You’ll manage. You always do. Your feminization doesn’t pause, Valentina. You need to understand that."

A dizzying rush hit me—but not fear.
Excitement. Something inside me shifted.

"I don’t want you to stop," I whispered, barely audible.

He smiled.
"You won’t be able to stop it, even if you try. You’re already in my spiral, baby. And soon... nothing will be left of the man you were."

He pulled me tighter.
And I... smiled.

Because the point of no return?
It didn’t scare me anymore.
It turned me on.


Chapter 22 – Laser, Diet, and Heels in My Shadow

Lenore was waiting for me with a smirk far too self-satisfied when I arrived at the salon Monday afternoon. She greeted me with a kiss on the cheek and a head-to-toe look that undressed me more thoroughly than any hands ever could.

"Right on time, sis. Dominic told me you’ve been behaving much better lately. So today, we’re leveling up."

The session began with what they called a "full evaluation."
Weight. Measurements. Skin analysis. Full-body photos.

And then, the diet.
Restrictive. Precise. Painfully feminizing.

"No carbs. No red meat. Low sodium. Lots of water. Red berries. Soy yogurt. Oh, and this," she said, handing me a silver blister pack, "Herbal supplement. Dominic-approved. It’ll be good for you…"

I didn’t ask questions anymore. I didn’t demand explanations. I just swallowed, obeyed, nodded.

And then came the laser.

She made me strip completely. Again. Covered me with nothing but a thin cloth towel. The cold gel made me shiver. And the sound of the machine powering up was like a buzz that pierced straight through my soul.

"We’re starting with your legs. I want you smooth, Valentina. And don’t worry about work—no one notices at first. But eventually, there’ll be nothing left to hide."

The laser burned. Every pulse made me clench my teeth.
And at the same time, it made me wet.

I was surrendering my skin.
One follicle at a time.
One less layer of man, etched away in light.

When it was over, she helped me into a lightweight robe.

"Dominic sent new rules, too," she said, rubbing a cooling cream into my legs. "You’ll wear a thong every day. Women’s underwear, always. Doesn’t matter if you’ve got jeans on top. He wants your femininity present—even if no one else sees it."

"But... what if someone notices?"

"Let them notice. Do you really think this is reversible?"

Lenore smiled. And I felt myself sliding deeper into her world—
A world I could no longer escape... and no longer wanted to.

That afternoon, I left the salon dressed "as a man."
Button-up. Jeans. The most pathetic attempt to hide the obvious.

The laser had left my skin flushed. My body trembling.
And my soul completely exposed.

I barely turned the corner before running into Caroline.
My neighbor.

She stopped in front of me, grocery bag in one hand, a knowing smirk on her lips.
"Hey... Val?"

I froze.
"N-no... I mean, yes... well..."

"Oh, relax, sweetheart," she laughed. "I’d recognize you even in 'boy mode.' And honestly? You look better in skirts and heels."

I swallowed hard. My face burned. My legs tensed.

She stepped closer, casual as ever, like she was talking to a girlfriend.
"We should go shopping sometime. I know this amazing boutique. And you? You’ve got the body of a fashion bitch."

I nodded. Almost without thinking.
"Really...?"

"Duh. And don’t worry—your secret’s safe with me. Though, girl... you’re running out of things to hide."

Then she walked away, vanishing into the golden hour, leaving me shaking.

Because she knew.
Because soon, everyone would know.

And Dominic... had planned it all along.


Chapter 23 – Weeks of Transformation and Submission

The weeks began slipping by like warm silk over skin. Fast, smooth, irreversible.

Each one laid a new layer of femininity over me. Or rather, stripped away another layer of the man I once was.

Dominic became a constant presence. Not daily, but always looming. He entered without warning—he had his own key. Sometimes, he’d find me freshly showered, wrapped in steam and perfume. Other times, I’d already be made up, dressed, obedient, waiting like a well-trained wife.

“Hello, doll,” he’d say, closing the door behind him. “Are you ready for me?”

I was always ready.

He set the rules from the beginning, and I melted into them:

Feminine underwear all day, even at work.

A different set for every night: babydolls, thongs, corsets… or nothing at all.

Stockings whenever he was present.

Referring to myself in the feminine, no excuses.

And above all, obedience. Always.

The treatments were working, and Dominic never missed a chance to celebrate it—with words both crude and tender.

“You’re getting thinner. That diet’s carving you out like a princess.”
“Your legs stay smooth all the time now. Not a shadow of hair left.”
“Your nipples are more sensitive. See?”

Every kiss of his grew longer. Every night, deeper.

In bed, I wasn’t just his maricona—I was his property.
I opened myself the way I knew he wanted.
I moaned with a voice that was no longer my own.
And I’d end up whispering “thank you” as he covered my belly with caresses… or something warmer, more possessive.

But outside the house, the world was starting to close in on me.

At work, the stares.

My softer gestures. My shaped hands. My altered face.
A coworker remarked that I looked thinner, my skin clearer.
A client told me my voice was "more melodious."
And all I could do was smile that crooked smile—the kind worn by someone who can no longer hide what they’re losing.

My clothes began to fit differently. Shirts clung to curves where there’d once been straight lines. The bulge vanished under the thin fabric of thongs.
And the office bathroom mirror… no longer reflected the man they’d hired.

I was fading.
And in silence, it gave me peace.

Dominic knew. That’s why he’d cup my face whenever he saw it in my eyes and say:
“You’re falling, Valentina.
And there’s no net.”

I don’t want there to be.

Next week is my vacation.
And Dominic announced it with a filthy grin:
“Get ready. You won’t be home.
We’re traveling.
*And on this trip… you’ll live as what you are. 24/7.*
No pretending. No hiding.
I’ll parade you around as my personal crossdresser.
And you’ll beg me to never let it end.”

I just lowered my head. My legs trembled.
Because I wanted it.
Because there’s no pause now.

And every day… I’m further from being "him."
And closer to being only Valentina.


Chapter 24 – The Last Appointment with Lenore

Dominic didn't ask. Didn't request permission. He sent a message. Short. Direct.
"Tomorrow 10:30 with Lenore.
Get ready, my love. This time... you won't come back the same."

I didn't question.
I didn't complain.

I took a long shower, shaved as had become routine, used the cream she'd left me "to keep you smooth." Slept in panties and a nightgown, trembling in bed, feeling the countdown to the abyss... reaching zero.

Reborn Esthetics greeted me as always: perfumed, warm, treachery dressed as a boutique.
Lenore smiled when she saw me, but this time there was no joke, no hug.
This time, her gaze was surgical. Professional.
As if she were about to operate on my soul.

"Come in, Val. No time. Today's a long day."

She led me to a new room—whiter, with more instruments. It looked more like a clinic than a salon.
"My cousin wants you ready for the trip. So today we're not playing. Today we close chapters."

I undress with quick hands. She covers me barely with a robe. Makes me sit in a reclining chair.
And then it begins.

The nails.
Not just filing or superficial polish.
Full gel. Reinforced structure. Long, almond-shaped, gleaming.
Pale pink with tiny white flowers painted in detail.
"He asked for them like this," Lenore said as she curved my hand under the UV lamp. "Said he wants it obvious what you are when you touch anything... and when you touch him, too."

I nodded, watching my hands disappear.
There was no going back.

The wig wasn't a wig.
It was a ritual.

A new piece—longer, more real. A honey-brown shade with soft highlights, natural-looking roots.
And the adhesive… permanent for weeks.
Applied with precision. Pressed firmly. Sealed.

“This isn’t a costume anymore, Valentina. This is your hair.”

I felt the heat, the tension, the tingling as she lowered the blow-dryer to set it.
The mirror reflected the face of a polished, young, sensual woman.
A finished crossdresser.

Then she guided me to another room where zippered bags awaited.
“All of this is coming on the trip. I prepared it with Dominic. Every piece. Every color.”

Lingerie.
Cleavage-baring tops.
Mini skirts.
Summer dresses.
Tiny bikinis.
Stockings.
Beach heels.

Not a single pair of jeans.
Not one neutral garment.
Only women’s clothes.
A pet’s clothes.
A doll’s clothes.
Valentina’s clothes.

Returning home that afternoon—new hair gleaming, nails freshly set, thighs burning from the final treatments, travel bags in hand—I knew something had died.
That closet once filled with men’s shirts no longer existed.
My body was branded by his rules.
My voice grew softer.
My reflection no longer showed a disguise.


Chapter 25 – Beach, Heels, and Submission

The car stopped in front of the hotel, and Dominic didn’t even turn off the engine before twisting toward me with that crooked smile and the look that made my thighs clench.

"We’re here, sissy," he rasped. "Now the real fun begins."

I stepped out first, trailing behind him as my suitcase rolled obediently in my wake. I was still wearing the "travel outfit" he’d chosen: a flowy sundress, lightweight sandals, no bra—because he’d demanded it. Every step made my hips sway more than I wanted to admit. My toenails gleamed coral, a shade Dominic had picked. A delicate chain clung to my ankle. My hair—the kind I could no longer remove—spilled in soft waves over my shoulders.

The hotel receptionist glanced up as we approached. She didn’t speak. Just smiled, assuming, accepting, understanding.

"Reservation under Dominic," he said, his voice firm, possessive.

"Welcome, sir…" She hesitated, eyes flicking to me. "...and ma’am."

He didn’t correct her.
But when his broad palm gripped my waist, he made our roles clear.

The room had a massive bed, an ocean view, and white curtains dancing in the breeze. The second the door shut, Dominic dropped his bag and pinned me against the wall.

"You know this isn’t a vacation. It’s training. A celebration."
His hand slid up my thigh beneath the dress—no permission asked.
All I did was whimper.

"And do you know what we’re celebrating this week, sissy? Your point of no return."

I changed slowly. I knew he was watching.
A body-hugging sundress, backless.
Low-heeled sandals.
A delicate "V" pendant around my neck.
Sweet perfume dabbed in all the right places.

In the mirror, as I touched up my eyeliner, I saw the truth:
My face wasn’t mine anymore.
Sharper cheekbones, fuller lips, groomed brows.

The wig no longer looked like a wig.
My arms, my hands… the nails.
My legs—smooth, long.
I was an advanced crossdresser now.

"You’re gorgeous," Dominic said from the bed, watching me like he wanted to devour me. "But the best part is this…"
He approached. Gripped my chin. Forced me to look at him.
"A real man could never look like you. Not even in his dreams."

And that…
made me wetter than any touch ever could.

We walked along the beach. My dress fluttered like a flag. My heels sinking slightly into the sand, my legs gleaming under the sun, his hand always on my waist—or my ass—a silent warning to the world: She’s mine.

We dined at the hotel restaurant.
He ordered for both of us.
I ate slowly, careful with my lips, my manners.
The waitress treated me like a woman the entire time.

And Dominic, smirking, murmured:
"Look how well you behave… my little sissy in lace."

When we returned to the room, no words were needed.
I entered first. Closed the door. Slipped off my sandals. Walked with purpose to the bed.
Climbed onto it.
Got on my knees.
Then dropped to all fours, my soaked thong pushed aside.

Waiting.

I knew I didn’t need an order.
Just his body.
Just his strength.
Just what I already was:
His little woman.
His sissy.
His property.

And when I felt him behind me—stripping in silence, his breath quickening, his hand gripping my waist—
I just smiled.

Because no words were left.
Only surrender.
And Dominic.
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Chapter 26 – Sun, Skin, and Obedience

The next two days slid over me like cream on freshly shaved skin: warm, sensual, inevitable. The hotel seemed to exist only for us. Its walls bore silent witness to moans, whispers, lingering kisses, and skin against skin. And me… I was a fading shadow of the "man" I’d been just weeks before.

We woke with his breath on my neck, his erection asserting its claim over me, his hand gliding down my waist as if measuring me again—celebrating how slender I’d become.

The moment I opened my eyes, Dominic reminded me who I was:
“Good morning, my pretty little sissy. Did you sleep well like a good girl?”

My reply was a drowsy smile and a soft spank as he turned me around to greet him his way: with my mouth.

And so the days began…
In role.
In skin.
In total surrender.

Then came the sun.
The heat.
And with it—exposure.

I hesitated, of course.
I was afraid to step out into the world in a bikini.
Who would stare? Who would know?

“Valentina,” Dominic said firmly, holding the bikini between his fingers, “this isn’t up for debate. This body is mine. And I want you to show it off. You’re not a man in beachwear. You’re my crossdresser. My summer doll. And you’re going out like this.”

I put it on.
Trembling.

A red bikini, with thin straps that barely contained my curves.
The thong clung. The top accentuated.
I looked in the mirror and didn’t see a costume.
I saw… audacity.
Submission.
Pride disguised as shame.

He didn’t take me to the open beach. Not yet.
But he did take me to the hotel jacuzzi on the private terrace.
And there, between hot bubbles and chilled wine, he made me sit on his lap, caressing my thighs, whispering obscenities, and kissing my neck with the devotion of a man who has exactly what he desires.

“You’re shedding your fears, Val… And that turns me on more than any fake tits. You’re perfect. My delicate bitch. My trained sissy.”

Every word was a drop in the tide of my mental feminization.
I wasn’t just obeying anymore.
I was starting to believe it.
To live it.

In the afternoons, we napped naked, the sea breeze drifting through the window, his arm draped over me like an anchor.
And at night, the bed became an altar.
I’d put on whatever outfit he chose.
I’d wear makeup, even after dark.
I’d perfume myself.
I’d kneel.

Words weren’t necessary anymore.
My body already understood the cues.
The thong slid off on its own.
I opened like a promise fulfilled.
And his hands, his voice, his strength… sealed it all.

“You’re mine. Forever. There’s no going back, Valentina. And you know it.”

The second day ended with my nails still flawless, the wet bikini hanging in the bathroom, and my body aching from too much pleasure.
Feminization wasn’t a process anymore.
It was an identity.
And Dominic… was its architect.


Chapter 27 – No Turning Back

We returned from the trip at dusk. The taxi stopped in front of the building, and I stepped out first, my legs still shaky from days of sun, desire, and discipline. I wore a light dress, no bra, with a golden tan that made it obvious how much time I’d spent exposed… as what I am.

Dominic effortlessly carried the suitcases, and we rode up in silence. But his hand on the small of my back was steady, as if to say, This isn’t your apartment—it’s our territory now.

And when the door closed… he hugged me from behind, kissing my neck, and said:
“Thank you, Val. You were perfect. You are perfect.”

We slept together that night.
Me in one of his T-shirts—the only “masculine” garment allowed—with panties on, nestled in his arms, my face still made up, the wig glue intact, and my long, glossy nails resting on his chest.

The next morning, I woke before him.
I stared into the bathroom mirror.

The wig still looked flawless. The hair swayed gracefully.
But it wasn’t mine.
Or maybe it was.

The nails were beautiful… but long, sharp, outrageous.
Incompatible with the office keyboard. With routine. With the disguise I still tried to wear by day.

I grabbed my phone and dialed.
Lenore.
Ring. Ring. Voicemail.
I called again.
Nothing.

Panic set in.

When Dominic emerged from the bedroom, still half-naked and yawning, I confronted him.
“Your cousin isn’t answering. I need to get these off.” I thrust out my nails, then touched the glued roots of the hair. “I can’t go to work like this, Dominic. You promised no one would find out!”

He looked at me with that smile of his. Calm. Lethal.
“Do you really think no one knows?”

“You said it’d be discreet… that I could choose when to—”
“Choose?” He cut me off, stepping closer. “Val, that was at the beginning. Remember Caroline? Your neighbor in 4C? You think she didn’t notice? Or everyone at the salon? The hotel staff. The girl who called you ‘ma’am’ without hesitation. And at work—they must be talking already.”

“No… that’s not true…”
“Of course it is,” he said, gripping my chin, forcing me to meet his eyes. “Your feminization isn’t a secret anymore. It’s a public process. Silent. Inevitable.”

I looked down. My nails grazed his chest. There was no hiding them now.
“I need Lenore to take these off. Just for a few days…”

Dominic laughed. Low. Dark.
“Lenore’s on a trip too. I sent her away to rest… before what comes next. But don’t worry—I already booked your next appointment. Friday.”
“Will she remove the wig? The nails?”

He leaned in. His lips brushed my ear.
“No, Valentina. She’ll do the opposite. That appointment is to seal your transformation. To make sure there’s no going back. Permanent nails. Deeper facial treatments. New hair implants. And if you’re good… we might even discuss hormones.”

My body tensed.
Words failed me.
But my heart…
…pounded hard.
Excited.

Because I already knew.
This wasn’t fear I felt.
It was surrender.
Acceptance.
The bitter, delicious taste of fate.

And there I stood, in sheer panties and teary eyes, barely managing to whisper:
“And after that… what will I be?”

Dominic smiled.
“You’ll be only Valentina. And you’ll be mine.”


Chapter 28 – Consecration

I woke with the sensation of an abyss beneath my feet. The sheets smelled like Dominic. My nails remained flawless, my hair fell perfectly, my lips still faintly glossed. My leave from work wasn’t over yet… but my mental respite was.

Today was different.
An ending. Or a beginning.

Dominic wrapped his arms around me from behind, his naked body pressed against mine, his deep voice murmuring in my ear:
"Today, you choose, Valentina. You can stay. You can erase it all. But if you walk through that door, if you leave the salon transformed… there’s no going back. No negotiations. No more ‘man days.’ Just your destiny. Just us."

I nodded. I didn’t trust my voice.

Reborn welcomed me with a new scent—stronger now. Cinnamon, musk, and roses.
Lenore stood waiting, arms crossed, her gaze solemn.
She didn’t smile at me like before.
This wasn’t just another beauty session.
This was a consecration.

"Come, Valentina. You know why you’re here."

She made me strip completely. No robe. No subtlety.
Permanent laser hair removal, high-intensity, inch by inch.
Legs. Buttocks. Abdomen. Chest. Armpits.
And this time… between my thighs, too.

Every pulse was a farewell.
A "never again."

"I’m burning away what you no longer are," she said, merciless. "Because this ends today. And tomorrow… you won’t be able to lie to anyone. Not even yourself."

My skin burned, trembled, whimpered.

As she wiped away the cooling gel, she retrieved a small black velvet box.
A chastity cage. Feminine. Plastic. Dusty pink.
Tiny. Unnegotiable.

"Dominic gave me your measurements. You’re putting this on now. And you won’t take it off without his permission. Never again."

I wanted to speak. To hesitate. But it was too late.
I felt the click.
I felt the pressure.
I felt the cage reminding me… that this was no longer mine.
It was his.

Next came the lymphatic treatments.
More intense. More painful.
Hot oils, brutal pressure, tight bandages.

"Liquid threads at your waist, your inner thighs, your hips. This will sculpt you. Carve you into the doll you are."

I couldn’t speak. Only whimper softly.
My body was beginning to change.
In shape.
In soul.

And then, the clothes.

"Get dressed, baby," Lenore said, handing me an outfit he had prepared.
A white V-neck blouse—no bra.
A tight black pencil skirt with a high slit.
Sheer stockings.
Glossy stilettos.
Fake pearl necklace.
And a full face of makeup.

I looked in the mirror.

What I saw… was irreversible.
My waist had narrowed.
My hips had shape.
My eyes looked larger, my cheeks softly rounded.
When I spoke—"Is this really me?"—
my voice no longer sounded like before.

Lenore placed her hand on the nape of my neck.
"You're perfect, Valentina. You're ready."

And then the door opened.

Dominic walked in.
Impeccable in his suit, calm smile in place.
He looked at me. Didn’t say hello.
Just strode forward—
past the other clients,
past the real women,
past the other crossdressers,
past another aesthetician—
and took my arm, turning me toward them all.

"See her? She used to be a man. Now she’s mine."

I dropped my gaze.
He lifted my chin.

"Did you want to keep hiding, Valentina? Keep pretending?"

I shook my head, my tears already dried.

"You can’t. There’s no going back. Because I’ve claimed you. Because you’re mine. Because you’re a complete sissy now. And every last trace of your masculinity… is gone."

The women applauded softly.
Lenore smiled.

And me—
encased in my skirt, my cage, my heels, my makeup—
I smiled too.

Because my mind had collapsed.
My body had changed.
And my soul…
no longer wanted anything else.


Chapter 29 – Irreversible

When I got back from the salon that afternoon, my heels clicking against the tiles, the glue still fresh on my "new" hair, something felt off. I opened the door, and my heart shrank.

This was no longer my home.

The walls smelled like Dominic.
His jacket was already draped over the armchair.
And in the closet… my clothes were gone.
All of them.
No shirts, no jeans, no boxers, no sneakers.

Instead:
Silk and lace lingerie sets.
Skirts sorted by length.
Dresses hanging with tags still on.
Drawers stuffed with thongs, bras, stockings.
An entire shelf for makeup.
And three new pairs of heels. Sky-high.

Dominic appeared behind me, in a T-shirt and jeans, as if nothing had changed.
"Like it? You won’t need any of that other stuff anymore. This is your home. Our home. And now it’s as it should be."

I didn’t have the strength to argue.
My body still ached.
My legs trembled in the stockings.
The cage tightened.

I sat on the edge of the bed.
Watched him pull out his phone.
"Oh, by the way," he said casually, "I called your job today. Told them you were in the middle of an… adjustment. You’re not going back. No more pretending to be him."

A hollow feeling.
Or something more perverse: a liberation that stung.
Like ripping off a bandage that had already fused to the skin.

The following days passed in a daze.

I no longer knew Monday from Thursday.
I only knew I woke up with lips swollen from the night before, that I ate breakfast with Dominic’s hand stroking my thigh under the table, and that whenever I dressed, something short, tight, or sheer was always waiting for me.

I learned to move with the cage.
To cross my legs without discomfort.
To wear pantyhose without "thinking" about what they hid.

And every night… I returned to bed.
Where he reminded me of reality.
Opened me up.
Kissed me.
Broke me.
And put me back together.

Until my only certainty was this:
Valentina exists when she’s beneath Dominic.
And Dominic exists when I’m on all fours.

But nothing prepared me for the day he opened the door with that smile of his.
"I invited someone over," he said. "Well, two someones."
"Who?"
"Your mother. And your sister."

My blood turned to ice.
The hours crawled by.
I got ready exactly as he wanted:
A light dress, round neckline, cinched waist.
Low heels—but undeniably feminine.
Flawless nails.
Subtle makeup.
Pearl necklace.

The cage… still locked in place.

When the doorbell rang, I trembled.
And when they walked in—my world collapsed.

My mother fell silent.
My sister’s lips parted slightly.
It took them seconds to recognize me.
Or rather… to see what was left of "me."

Dominic broke the ice with the ease of a man who’d already won.
"This is Valentina," he said, hand gripping my waist. "The woman I live with. The woman I love."

My mother blinked.
My sister covered her mouth.
And then—finally—my mother spoke.
"Then there are three women in this family now."

And that was all.

Inside, I collapsed.

That night, I didn’t cry.
I just lay there in silence, naked, the cage my only witness, my fingers picking at the edge of the sheets as Dominic pressed behind me, his hands on my hips, his voice murmuring:
"Now the world knows. No more pretending. There is no ‘before.’"

And when he entered me—slow, claiming every inch—I understood:
I wasn’t returning to reality.
I was awakening into a new one.
One where I, Valentina,
was a crossdresser, caged, submissive…
and whole.


Chapter 30 – The Offering Party

The night began with the whisper of lace and perfume, a tingling on my skin—as if my pores knew there was no turning back.

Dominic dressed me with meticulous care. The dress was a sin of sheer black fabric, clinging like a second skin, the neckline so deep my hardened nipples seemed to beg to be seen. He made me pull up the fishnet stockings, the garters biting into my flesh with every step, sending tremors through me. The towering heels lifted me like a fragile goddess, my balance hanging by a thread—by his gaze alone.

"You’re perfect, doll," he whispered, lips grazing my cheek. "Tonight, everyone will see what you really are."

The car took us to a private club, its name murmured in hushed tones, dim lights hiding unspoken promises. Inside, the air was thick—perfume, liquor, bodies brushing without shame. Their stares undressed me before my clothes ever could. Every click of my heels echoed like a heartbeat, every rustle of the stockings like a stifled moan.

Dominic walked beside me, hand possessive on my waist, proud—as if he’d sculpted me himself. Men greeted him with knowing smiles; women studied me with feline curiosity, scenting the intruder. And I? I felt naked. Exposed. Deliciously his.

We sat at a secluded yet visible table. Dominic pulled me onto his lap, my skirt riding up just enough to reveal the damp lace clinging to my skin. His fingers traced slow circles on my thighs, his breath hot against my ear.

"Tonight, you’ll smile, doll. You’ll let them admire you. I want them all to know you’re mine… that you’re a masterpiece."

I nodded, lips trembling, red lipstick untouched, eyes glazed with anticipation.

Soon, a man in a dark suit approached—a wolfish grin on his lips. He leaned in to greet Dominic, but his gaze devoured me instead.

"May I?" he asked, a mocking lilt in his voice.

Dominic nodded.

And I knew I had no choice.

The man gripped my waist, made me stand, turn slowly—like a mannequin on display. I felt exhibited. Wanted. Heat flooded my cheeks as his hand slid boldly up my hip, tracing the lace that divided my skin.

"Exquisite, Dominic. A real treasure."

"Show them what you are, doll," Dominic murmured, his voice low and smooth as he raised a glass.

I bit my lower lip, crossed one leg over the other, and—with a coy flick—let one strap of my dress slip off my shoulder. Soft applause, hushed laughter, the hum of the room closing in around me. The man let out an approving murmur as my nipple peeked out, hardened, a tiny bud of desire.

I turned slowly, offering my backside to the crowd, bending just enough for the skirt to ride up—revealing the stockings and the damp lace barely covering me.

"Goddess," the man whispered, fingers tracing the edge of my garter.

Dominic stood, close enough that I felt his breath on my neck.

"Now, show them who’s in charge," he ordered, his grip firm on my chin as he turned me to face him.

He kissed me. Deep. Wet. His tongue claiming mine, my lips yielding without resistance. His hand slid down my back, gripping my waist, hiking the dress even higher.

"This is my doll," he announced, voice cutting through the murmurs. "Look how beautiful she is. Perfect. And mine. "

Whispers turned to laughter, soft clinking of glasses, knowing glances. A toast. Raised drinks. And me? I trembled. Not from fear.

From surrender.

From finally becoming what I’d always dreamed of—a beautiful, wanted, owned puppet.

Dominic’s lips brushed my ear as he turned me, letting them all see the soaked lace clinging to my backside:

"Tonight, you’re going to be used, doll. And you’re going to thank me for it."

I shuddered. Heat flooded me, clashing with the chill of exposure. The air thickened. The lights burned brighter.

"Now. Walk a full circle. Slow. Let them see how my doll moves."

I obeyed. Hips swaying with the music’s rhythm, every step a silent confession. A whispered yes. When I finished, I stopped before Dominic, eyes down, breath ragged.

He tilted my chin up and smiled.

"You’re ready for what comes next. And they all know it."

The night wasn’t over yet.

But my surrender?

That had already been written.


Chapter 31 – The Final Decision

Dawn slipped in like a hot whisper, the laughter from the club still ringing in my ears as Dominic gripped my waist, guiding me down the hallway—his steps steady, marking the rhythm of my trembling breaths. When we reached the apartment, he dropped me onto the couch, my dress riding up my thighs, the stockings marked by the friction of skin. His fingers played with the soaked lace edges, his rough, deliberate voice stealing my breath.

"You know, doll? Today, I saw something in you. Something that deserves to be marked. Forever."

He looked at me like someone studying a piece of porcelain before branding it with a brush of fire. His thumb traced the curve of my back, slowly descending to where the dress ended.

"I want to tattoo you. On your lower back. Right where it curves… where your stockings stop and skin begins. I want it to say Doll."

My heart pounded so hard it almost hurt. Words crashed against my lips, trapped by heat and fear.

"A... tattoo?" I whispered, my voice barely audible, as if saying it could hold back the tide.

He laughed softly—that laugh that was always a promise disguised as a threat. Leaning in, his breath grazing my neck, he murmured in my ear:

"Yes, doll. So everyone knows. So you remember every time you look in the mirror. You’ll wear my mark, my word. You won’t be able to hide it. And then… maybe…" He pulled back just enough to meet my eyes, his crooked smile setting every inch of my skin on fire. "...we could add little stars on your thigh. Small, flirty ones. Or a heart on your neck, right there, where your pulse beats. Something that says you’re really my bitch, my luxury crossdresser."

I shuddered. Every word pushed me deeper into the abyss. The idea of the tattoo terrified me, thrilled me, drowned me in a mix of humiliation and pride. How could I say no? How could I resist when I’d already crossed every line?

"What if... what if I don’t like it?" I stammered, though the question sounded ridiculous even to me.

Dominic smirked, his hand sliding up my thigh to toy with the garter clip.

“You’ll love it. Because every time you see it, you’ll remember you’re mine. That you’ll never again be that confused ‘man.’ You’re my doll. And if I want stars, hearts, words…” He gripped my thigh hard, his voice dropping to a dark, gravelly whisper, “…you’ll let them mark you. Because your skin isn’t yours anymore. It’s mine.”

I bit my lip, breath ragged, lace growing damp with every word. Fear and excitement danced in my veins, igniting every nerve. The thought of a permanent tattoo terrified me… but it also made me feel alive. Valentina. Whole. Slave and queen at once.

“Okay…” I whispered, voice cracking. Tears trembled on my lashes—more surrender than sorrow. “If that’s what you want… I’ll do it.”

Dominic pulled me against him, his hand covering my chest as his mouth trailed down my neck, kissing me with twisted tenderness and possession.

“Good girl… my pretty doll. You’ll look so beautiful with those marks…” he murmured, his other hand slipping between my legs, stroking me through the lace. “And after? Who knows. Maybe we’ll cover your body in tiny reminders of what you are. A butterfly on your shoulder. A flower on your hip. Or…” His fingers teased higher. “…a tiny D inside your thigh, where no one else can see. Just us.”

The image made me gasp, my body melting into his. Heat consumed me, desire overflowed, and the certainty that there was no turning back plunged me into a sweet, intoxicating melancholy.

“I’ll call someone tomorrow,” Dominic said, tone final, as he straightened up and pulled his phone from his pocket. “You’re getting inked this week. I won’t wait. And you’ll be ready. Beautiful. Your lower back adorned with my favorite word.”

Doll.

The mental echo made me shiver. Every letter was another chain. And yet… I didn’t want to escape.

I knelt before him, trembling hands on his waist, and murmured against the zipper of his pants:
“I’m your doll. Do whatever you want to me.”

Dominic smiled. Stroked my hair. And I knew—without a shadow of doubt—my skin no longer belonged to me.


Chapter 32 – The Needle

The morning began with sunlight filtering through the curtains, illuminating the exposed skin that no longer belonged to me. Dominic woke me with the slow drag of his fingers between my thighs, making my body arch with a hoarse moan.

"Today’s the big day, doll," he whispered, his deep voice grazing my ears like an order disguised as tenderness.

I rose on trembling legs, still weak from the night before. He dressed me himself—a black satin robe that barely covered me, lace stockings fastened with tight garters, soft yet flawless makeup. When I looked in the mirror, I saw a masterpiece ready to be signed. My body was a canvas, and Dominic… the artist.

The tattoo artist waited for us in a private room, lit by candles and filled with low music that blended jazz with distant murmurs. A reclining chair called to me like an altar. The man, his arms covered in ink and his gaze professional, smiled as we entered.

"So this is the doll who wants her mark…" he remarked with a hint of mockery as Dominic shook his hand.

He instructed me to lie face down, and the robe slipped away with a whisper, exposing the curve of my lower back—smooth, bare skin shivering under the cool air. Dominic sat beside me, his firm grip on my waist a constant reminder of who was in control.

"You’re going to stay very still, doll," he ordered, his rough voice brushing the nape of my neck. "Every line of ink will be a promise. Every sting, a confirmation. You’re mine. And you’ll wear it carved into you."

The buzz of the needle filled the room like a hypnotic echo, making me shut my eyes. The first sting tore a muffled whimper from me, my back arching slightly, but Dominic tightened his hold to keep me in place.

"Shhh… good girl…" he murmured against my ear, pressing a soft kiss to my shoulder.

Every stroke burned like liquid fire, every line etching the word that would seal my surrender: Doll. Moans spilled from my lips uncontrollably, blending pleasure and pain as my body became a battleground between what I was and what I was meant to be.

The tattoo artist worked with precision, pausing only to wipe away excess ink and blood with alcohol-soaked cotton. Dominic never let go, his thumb drawing lazy circles on my feverish skin, his breath steady as he whispered to me.

"You’re beautiful, Valentina. Every sting makes you more mine. Imagine when it’s done… when you see yourself in the mirror and feel my name, my word, my claim with every step you take."

The pain melted into liquid heat between my thighs, into dampness soaking through the lace that barely covered me. I panted, whimpered, bit my lip—but I never asked him to stop. I wanted more. I wanted every line to be a rope, every letter a chain.

"Done," the tattoo artist finally said, satisfaction in his voice. "It’s perfect. Clean, elegant. Just like you asked for, Dominic."

I sat up slowly, trembling, and turned to the full-length mirror at the back of the room. There it was. On the small of my back, right where my skin curved into the lace-top stockings, the word "DOLL" gleamed—freshly inked, still red, still burning.

"It’s beautiful," I whispered, my voice broken, my eyes blurred with tears.

Dominic stepped close, wrapped his arms around me from behind, and let his lips graze my ear.
"Now you’re mine. Completely. No one can ever doubt it."

He dressed me carefully, the robe barely covering what it needed to, and led me back to the apartment like he was showing off a newly claimed treasure. When the door shut behind us, his gaze burned with pride and raw hunger.

"Come here, doll," he ordered—and his voice left no room for refusal.

He carried me to the bed, laying me down on the sheets like fragile porcelain. The robe slipped away with a single tug, leaving me bare except for the stockings and my fresh tattoo. His eyes traced every inch of me, lingering on the freshly marked letters.

"Beautiful. Perfect." His voice was rough, his breathing heavy.

He spread my legs with a confident grip, the cage beneath my lace trembling with my arousal. I knelt, offering myself, my nails digging into the sheets as he undressed before me—his erection emerging like a prize he’d already won.

"Dominic… please…" I begged, my voice hoarse with anticipation, my hips already seeking his heat.

"Shhh, doll. Now you’re going to feel what you are."

His hand locked around my hip, and he pushed into me with calculated slowness—every inch stretching me open, tearing a long, ragged moan from my throat. My nails clawed the sheets, my back arched, and every thrust felt like another signature branding my body.

"Aaahh… ahhh… D-Dominic…!" I gasped, my voice shaking as he moved with deep, relentless strokes, each one filling me, claiming me, erasing what little remained of the "me" that came before.

"Say it," he growled, his breath hot on my neck, his grip bruising on my hips. "Tell me what you are."

"I’m— aahh!—I’m your doll… your crossdresser… yours…" I choked out between moans, my body shuddering, melting under his control.

Dominic snarled, a guttural sound, and his thrusts turned harder, faster—each one wrenching louder, more desperate cries from me.

"That’s right. You’re my doll, Valentina. My pretty little sissy. Mine." His voice dropped into a rough growl as he buried himself to the hilt, his body trembling against mine.

We stayed like that, locked together, panting—my body spent, my mind floating in a haze of pain, pleasure, and the certainty that there was no turning back.

He stroked my hair, kissed my back, and whispered against my skin:
"And tomorrow… we start planning those little stars for your thigh… and that heart for your neck."

I whimpered softly, still shaking, knowing the story of my transformation had only just begun.


Chapter 33 – The Unveiling

The dress Dominic chose for me that night was more than clothing—it was a declaration. Black satin, short, clinging to my body like a second skin, with a daring plunge in the back that exposed my fresh, gleaming tattoo. "DOLL", in delicate, sensual script, adorned the curve of my waist like a reminder—for me… and for everyone else.

"You’re ready to be seen, Valentina," Dominic murmured, adjusting the thin straps as his fingers traced bold lines down my bare shoulders. "Tonight, everyone will know who you are. My trophy wife. My perfect doll."

My legs trembled in sheer stockings, the towering heels forcing me to walk with the unsteady grace of someone led, not leading. My glossy lips were flawless, my false lashes fluttered coyly, and my skin… hummed with anticipation.

When the ballroom doors opened, a wave of murmurs and soft laughter filled the air. They were all there—Dominic’s friends, men in tailored suits and elegant women, neighbors who’d once barely glanced my way, former coworkers who could hardly recognize me. Even my mother and sister stood near the back, watching with wide eyes and unreadable faces.

"This is Valentina," Dominic announced, his deep voice commanding as he gripped my waist and turned me for the room to see. "My wife. My beautiful crossdresser. My doll."

Polite applause mixed with nervous laughter and hungry stares. Men raised their glasses; others whispered behind their hands—but no one looked away. The dress’s slit left no doubt that I wore nothing beneath it, and with every step, the tattoo swayed provocatively, a flash of ink and flesh that screamed submission.

"Mom…" I breathed, barely audible, catching her stricken expression—but Dominic pulled me firmly against him.

"No ‘Mom’ tonight, Valentina. Just you. Just us." His smirk sharpened as my sister looked away.

Glasses clinked, the air thick with perfume and low music. I moved through the guests like a gleaming trophy, accepting compliments and casual touches that made me shiver. Dominic never left my side, his hand always possessive—on my waist, sliding to my hips—reminding me, and everyone else, who was in control.

"Look at you, doll… they all want you. But only I can have you."

Then, halfway through the evening, as the music swelled and laughter filled the air, Dominic leaned down and whispered in my ear:

"Let’s give them a show, baby."

He took my hand and led me—slow, deliberate—to the bedroom he’d prepared. The curtains were only half-drawn, the glow from the party still visible. When the door clicked shut, he pushed me onto the bed, his grin sharp with hunger.

"I want them all to hear you moan, Valentina. I want them to know you’re mine… inside and out."

His mouth crashed against my neck, trailing lower to the dress’s plunging neckline—then ripped it open with one sharp tug, the satin sighing as it fell away. The word DOLL lay exposed, illuminated by low lamplight, and his fingers slid between my thighs, teasing the soaked lace beneath.

"Aahhh… D-Dominic…!" I gasped, back arching as his touch set me alight, wetness pooling between my legs.

"Shhh…" he growled against my ear—but his hand didn’t stop, working me open with cruel precision, his hard length pressing against my entrance. "You’re my doll. And tonight… you’ll prove it."

He sheathed himself in one deep thrust, wrenching a sharp cry from my lips that echoed through the room. The barely-closed door let every sound spill out, and I—lost in his rhythm—couldn’t hold back.

"Aaahhh! Yes, yes!" I writhed, nails raking his shoulders, body surrendering to his control.

Dominic snarled with every snap of his hips, his breath hot and ragged, hands bruising as he claimed me—slow, then relentless. The bed creaked beneath us; my moans rose unchecked, mingling with the party’s distant laughter.

"More… please…" I begged, hips rolling to take him deeper, back bowed in offering.

"That’s it, Valentina… let them hear my good girl… my obedient doll…" His voice was rough as he sped up, each thrust driving me closer to the edge.

Pleasure shattered me with a broken cry, my body seizing as the orgasm tore through me like lightning. Dominic followed with a deep groan, spilling inside me with one final, possessive grind.

We stayed like that—stuck together, his breath on my neck, my body ruined, mind floating in a haze of pleasure and surrender.

"Now they all know," he murmured, kissing my still-sensitive tattoo. "You’re my doll. My trophy wife. And this is your life."

I smiled weakly, tears streaking my cheeks as the party’s music played on.

"Yes… I’m your doll, Dominic… forever."

And as the air thickened with desire, I knew—this night had sealed the fate I’d been waiting for all along.
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Epilogue – Valentina, The Doll

Two years had passed since that fateful night when everything changed—since the delicate script of "DOLL" marked my skin and sealed my destiny. Now, returning from the supermarket with bags full of fresh fruit, bottles of wine, and the perfume Dominic adored, my heels clicked rhythmically against the marble hallway. The apartment door opened like a shared secret, the scent of incense curling in the air, and I knew Dominic was already home.

I set the bags on the counter with a coy sigh, my manicured nails tapping lightly against the glass. The hallway mirror reflected an image my younger self could never have imagined: long, silken hair cascading in soft waves, flawless makeup accentuating my crimson lips, a fitted dress hugging every feminine curve I now owned. The transformation was complete. No trace of the "old me" remained—except in memory.

I climbed the stairs slowly, each step a private performance for Dominic, who waited in the bedroom, shirtless and watching with smoldering eyes.

"My doll is home…" he murmured, that lopsided smile still making me shiver.

I undressed for him without haste, letting the dress pool at my feet like a whisper, revealing the delicate lingerie beneath—white lace, stockings fastened with garters, heels I hadn’t yet kicked off. Dominic drank me in with ravenous eyes as I approached, hips swaying, skin perfumed just for him.

I stretched beside him, the heat of his body igniting me with just a brush of contact. My hand traced his chest, nails grazing lightly, as our lips hovered close, suspended in anticipation.

Then—just for a flash—a memory surfaced. My old life: faded jeans, baggy shirts, the dull routine, the fear of mirrors. The loneliness. The confusion. The gray days.

A shudder ran through me. I closed my eyes, swallowing a sigh. What once was fear had become certainty. What once was a costume was now my truth.

I curled into Dominic, letting his hands claim me, his mouth find my neck, his body merge with mine as if we’d always belonged this way. And as his lips descended to mine, as our bodies aligned and heat enveloped us, I thought:

"I’m his doll. And I always will be."

The words floated through my mind like a mantra—sweet and devastating. And when our lips finally met in a deep, hungry kiss, brimming with passion and promises, I knew there was no going back.

That night, tangled in sheets and moans, we sealed what was already eternal.


Afterword

Oh, darling…

If you made it all the way here, it means you walked with Valentina through every open window, every humiliating step, and every trembling moment of her transformation. You saw her lose herself in lip gloss, lace, and whispered commands. You saw her become the girl she was never supposed to be… and love every second of it.

This story was born from a single image in my mind: a figure dancing in lingerie behind the curtains, not knowing someone was watching. From there, the rest unfolded like lipstick melting under heat—slow, intense, and irreversible.

Writing The Window Was Open was a little like slipping into lingerie myself: risky, revealing, and deeply personal. I hope it thrilled you, moved you, maybe even awakened something in you. I hope it reminded you that sometimes, what we fear… is exactly what we crave.

Thank you for letting Valentina in.
She’ll be waiting by the window next time.

With lipstick-stained kisses,
Sofia Bacon
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5 LEVEL CONTENT SCALE
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Ideal for soft stories.
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Visible transformation, light sensual tension, suggestive intemacy.
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Active sensuality, sexual tension, role-playing, no crude content.
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